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PREFACE. 


1 may be safely asserted, without fear of the 

writer being accused of exaggeration, that 
the First Folio Edition of Shakespeare is the 
most interesting and‘valuable book in the whole 
range of English literature. There is no work in 
that literature at all approaching near to it in 
critical value. When it is mentioned that this 
volume is the sole authority for the texts of such 
masterpieces as the Zempest, Macbeth, Twelfth 
Night, Measure for Measure, Coriolanus, Fultus 


Cesar, Timon of Athens, Antony and Cleopatra, 
Cymbeline, As You Like [t, and The Wenter's 
Tale—were the rest of the book waste-paper, 
enough will have been said to confirm its unrival- 


led importance. And its value increases every 
day, for day by day it 1s more clearly ascertained 
that many of the subtler meanings of passages in 
the works of Shakespeare depend upon minute 
indications and peculiarities which are alone to be 
traced in the original printed text. 

A few of the dramas in the First Folio were 
possibly edited from Shakespeare’s original manu- 
scripts. This may be conjectured to have been 
probably the case with some of the author’s latest 





M202376 





— 


vi PREFACE. 


productions, single copies of which might have 
sufficed for some years for the necessities of the 
theatres; but there can be no doubt that most of 
the autographs of the plays had been lost some 
time before the writer's decease, many possibly 
having been destroyed by the fire at the Globe 
Theatre in the year 1613. The editors of the 
Folio, however, boldly assert that they “ have 
published them as where before you were abused 
with divers stolen and surreptitious copies, maim- 
ed and deformed by the frauds and stealths of in- 
jurious impostors that exposed them, even those 
are now Offered to your view cured and perfect of 
their limbs, and all the rest absolute in their num- 
bers as he conceived them; who, as he was a 
happy imitator of nature, was a most gentle ex- 
presser of it; his mind and hand went together, 
and what he thought he uttered with that easiness 
that we have scarce received from him a blot in 
his papers.” This evidently is meant to imply 
that the whole of the volume was carefully edited 
from the author’s manuscripts, whereas it is certain 
that in several instances Heminge and Condell 
used printed copies of the old quarto editions, in 
which were certain manuscript alterations, some 
of the latter being valuable, but others the re- 
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verse. Horne Tooke, indeed, inconsiderately fol- 
lowed by numerous others, goes so far as to say 
that “the First Folio is the only edition worth re- 
garding ;” adding,—“ it is much to be wished that 
an edition of Shakespeare were given /teratim 
according to the First Folio, which is now be- 
come so scarce and dear that few persons can 
obtain it ; for, by the presumptuous license of the 
dwarfish commentators, we risk the loss of Shake- 
speare’s genuine text which that Folio assuredly 
contains, notwithstanding some few slight errors 
of the press.” Horne Tooke was not so well read 
as were the commentators, none of whom could 
have exhibited such an entire ignorance of the 
value of the Quartos. Every one, however, who 
has really studied the question, must admit that 
his opinion is correct in regard to no inconsider- 
able portion of the Folio volume, and that, even 
in those cases in which the texts of the Quartos 
are on the whole to be preferred, no student of 
Shakespeare could possibly dispense with inces- 
sant references to the collective edition. The 
value of the First Folio is so unequivocal, that 
there is no necessity for its wildest partizan to re- 


sort to exaggeration. 
The reader will more readily understand the 
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purport of these observations, if we add a list of 
the plays in the order in which they are here 
printed, with observations on the relative author- 
ities of the texts. It will, of course, be under- 
stood that the mention of the circumstance of any 
drama in this volume being a first edition, con- 
veys also the fact that it is the only authoritative 
text:—1. Lhe Tempest. First edition. Per- 
haps edited from the author's own manuscript, 
which we know was not amongst those destroyed 
inthe fire at the Globe Theatre. 2. Zhe Two 
Gentlemen of Verona. First edition. 3. Zhe 
Merry Wives of Windsor. First edition of the 
play in its complete state. A surreptitious quarto 
appeared in 1602, but it is merely an imperfect 
copy of the author's first sketch of the comedy. 
4. Measure for Measure. First edition. 5. Com- 
edy of Errors. First edition. 6. Much Ado 
About Nothing. Printed from a quarto edition 
which appeared in 1600, with a few omissions 
and variations. 7. Love's Labour's Lost. Print- 
ed from a quarto edition published in 1598, with 
a few alterations of slight consequence. 8. 4 
Midsummer Nights Dream, Printed from Rob- 
erts’s quarto edition of 1600. 9. 7he Merchant 
of Venice. Printed fronr Heyes's quarto of 1600, 
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with a number of variations and corrections. 10. 
As You Like ft. First edition. 11. The Tam- 
ing of the Shrew. First edition. 12. All's Well 
that Ends Well, First edition. 13. Zwelfth 
Night. First edition. 14. The Winter's Tale. 
First edition. 15. AKzng ohn. First edition. 
16. Rzchard the Second. Mainly printed from 
the quarto edition of 1615. 17. Fzrst Part of 
flenry the Fourth, Chiefly taken from the 
quarto edition of 1613. 18. Second Part of 
Flenry the Fourth. There was a quarto edition 
issued in 1600, but the editors of the Folio appear 
to have used a manuscript playhouse transcript 
of the comedy. 19. Henry the Fufth. First 
complete edition. The earlier quartos were sur- 
reptitiously printed, and are very imperfect. 20. 
First Part of Henry the Stxth, First edition. 
This play could not have been wnitten by Shake- 
speare, though he may possibly have added a few 
touches to it. 21. Zhe Second Part of Henry 
the Sixth. First edition. It is an alteration of 


an older play called the “ First part of the Con- 
tention betwixt the Two Famous Houses of York 
and Lancaster, with the Death of the good Duke 
Humphrey,” 1594. 22. Zhe Third Part of 
Henry the Sexth. First edition. It is an altera- 
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tion of the “True Tragedy of Richard Duke of 
York, and the Death of good King Henry the 
Sixth, with the whole Contention between the 
two Houses, Lancaster and York,” 1595. 23. 
Richard the Third. "Edited from a playhouse 
copy of the quarto edition of 1602, which must, 
however, have had numerous manuscript altera- 
tions and additions. 24. Henry the Ezghth. 
First edition. 25. Zvozlus and Cressida. Print- 
ed from the quarto of 1609, with certain omissions 
and some valuable additions. 26. Corzolanus. 
First edition. 27. Z7ztus Andronicus. Edited 
from a playhouse transcript. It is nearly impossi- 
ble to believe that this drama could have been 
written by Shakespeare, and I rather incline to 
conjecture that the editors of the First Folio in- 
serted the older play on the subject, first printed 
in 1594, through either mistake or, ignorance, 
knowing that Shakespeare had written a drama 
on the same theme, and finding no other version of 
it in their collection of plays. 28. Romeo and 
Fulvet. Edited from a playhouse copy of the 
quarto edition of 1609. 29. Zzmon of Athens. 
First edition. 30. Fulzus Cesar. First edition. 
31. Macbeth. First edition. 32. Hamlet. Edit- 


| ed from a playhouse transcript. 33. Azng Lear. 
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Edited from a playhouse transcript, certainly not 
from the author's manuscript. 34. Othello. Edit- 
ed from a playhouse transcript. 35. Antony 
and Cleopatra. First edition. 36. Cymbeline. 
First edition. 

The First Folio was originally issued at the | 
selling price of twenty shillings. The present 
average value of a perfect copy is £500, and one 
very fine example in the possession of Lady Bur- 
dett-Coutts cost that lady, at the Daniel sale, no 
lessasum than £714. There is no doubt that these 
























prices will be largely exceeded in the future. It 
is scarcely necessary to say that the volume has 
been for generations the almost exclusive prop- 
erty of wealthy collectors, and a sealed book to 
the generality of readers and students. By the 
aid of modern science it is now placed in a con- 
veniently reduced form within the reach ofall. It 
is not of course pretended that any facsimile of 
any Old book will in all cases of minute research 
entirely supersede the necessity of a reference to 
copies of the ancient impression, but for all usual 
practical objects of study this cheap reproduction 
will place its owner on a level with the envied 
possessors of the far-famed original. 


J. O. HALLIWELL-PHILLIPPS. 
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To the Reader. 


This Figure, that thou here feeft put, 
It was for gentle Shakefpeare cut; 
Wherein the Grauer hada {trife 
_ with Nature, to out-doo the life : 
O,could he but haue drawne his wit 
Aswellin braffe, ashe hath hit 
Hisface , che Print would thenfurpafle 
All, chat vvas ever vvyririn braffe. 
But, fince he cannor, Reader, looke 
Nocon his Picture, but his Booke. 


B. I. 


xr. WILLIAM 


SHAKESPEARES 


COMEDIES, 
HISTORIES, & 
TRAGEDIES, 


Publithed according to the True Originall Copies. 





LONDON, 
Printed by Ifaac lagpard,and Ed. Blount. 162 
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Aypb 
INCOMPARABLE PAIRE 
OF BRETHREN. 


Witcriam 
Earleof Pembroke, &c. Lord Chamberlaine to the 
Kings moft Excellent M aiefty. 


AND 


PurLip 


Earle of Montgomery, &¢. Gendeman of his Maiefties 
Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moft Noble Order 
of the Gary, aes on good 


Right Honourable, 


Buh Fifi we fludte bo be thank filin oar articular for 
V/aefo, themany faxors we baue receiued from your L.L 
NGNe we are falne, vponthe ill fortune , tomingle, 

Vi ees rio the moft deuerfe things thatcan bee, feare, 
OPE and rafbneffe ; rafbneffe in the enterprize, and 
Seare of the fucceffe. For, when we valew the places your HH. 
U2 basa barr eb she their dignity greater ,then to defcend to 
reading of thefe trifles:and, vvhile we name them trifles,we bane 
deprin'd our felues of the defence of our Dedication. But fince your 

LE. baue bene pleasd to thinke thefe i le , beereto- 
fore . and bane profegunted bath them, and their eA uthour kuing, 
with fo much fanour : we hope,that (they out-huing bim,and be not 
hauing the fate, common with/ome, to be exequntor to his owne wrt- 
sings) you willufe the like “— toward them, you haue done 

2 


unto 






op it 223..The'Bpittle Dedicarone. 

untotherr parent. Thereis agreat difference vobether axy Booke 
choofe hse Patrones, or finde them_.: T bis bath done both. For, 
fo much were_ your L L. kings of the, feuerall parts, wvben 
they were ailed,as before they vere publifhed, the Volume askd to 
be yours. We baue but colleed them_,and done an office_ to the 
dead, 1 llr Orphenes, Guardians onan ei- 
ther of febfe-profit, or fame: onely to keepe the memory of fo worthy 
oe. pi 0 ed pend ss KESPEAR Latin 
ble offer of bss playes,to your moj? noble_ patronage. Wherein, as 
we bane iuftly obferued, no man tocome neere your L.L.but vuith 
a kind of religions addreffe_st bath bin the height of our care, vobo 
are the Prefenters somake rp worthy of your H. H. by the 
perfetlion.But there we muft alfo crane our abilities to be confiderd, 
my Lords.We cannot go beyond our owne powers. Country bands 
reach foorth milke, creame, frites, or what they baue : and many 

ations (we bane beard’) that bad not gunmes ir incenfe,obtai- 

their reque/is with a leanened Cake. Bvvas no fault toapproch 
sheir Gods, by what meanes they could: eAnd the moft, though 
meanefi, of things are made more precious when they are dedicated 
toTemples. Inthat name therefore, we moft bumbly confecrate_. to 
jour HH. thefe, remaines of your fernant Shakelpeare . that 
what delight :sin them, may beeneryour L.L. the. reputation 
bis,¢o the faults ours,if any be committed,by a payre_ focarefullta 
Show their gratitude both co the isang and the dead, ass 


Your Lordthippes moft bounden, 


foun Hentiner. 
Hzanar Conve LL, 














T othe great Varsety of Readers. 


= ==) Kom the mot able,to him that can but fpell: There 
\'4\|| you are number'd.We had rather you were weighd. 
NS Efpecially, when the fate of all Bookes depends vp- 
Nf?! On your capacities : and not of your heads alone, 

ey" butof your purfes. Well !Ic isnow publique, & you 
wil ftand for your priuiledges wee know: to read, 
“and cenfure. Do fo,but buy itfirft. That doth beft 
commend aBooke, the Stationer faies. Then,how odde foeuer your 
braines be, or your wifedomes, make your licence the fame,and fpare 
not. Iudge your fixe-pen’orch, your shillings worth, your fiue thil- 
lings worth at atime, or higher, fo you rife to the iuft rates, and wel- 
come. Bur, what euer youdo, Buy. Cenfure will noedriue a Trade, 
ormake thelacke go. And thou f you be a Magiftrate of wit, and fie 
on theStage at Black-Friers, or the (ock-pit, to arraigne Playes dailie, 
know, thele Playes have had cheir triall alreadie, and ftood out all Ap- 
peales ; and do now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, 
then any purchas'd Letters of commendation. 

It had bene a thing, we confeffe, worthic to haue bene wifhed,that 
the Author himfelfe had liu’d to haue fet forth, and ouerfeen his owne 
writings ;Bur {ince it hath bin ordain’d otherwile,and he by death de. 
parted from that right, we pray you do not envie hisFriends,the office 
of theircare, and paine, ro haue collected & publifh’d chem; and fo to 
haue publith’d chem, as where (before) you were abus'd with diuerfe 
flolne, and {urreptitious copies, maimed,and deformed by the frauds 
and ftealthes of iniurious impoftors, that expos'd them : even thofe, 
are now Offer'd to your view cur'd, and perfect of their limbes; and all 
the reft, abfolute in cheir numbers, as he conceiued thé. Who,as he was 
a happie imitator of Nature, was a moft gendeexpreffer of it. His mind 
and hand went together: And what he thought, he vttered with that 
eafineffe, that wee haue {carfe receiued from him a blot in his papers. 
But it isnot our prouince,who onely gather his works, and giue them 
you, to praifehim. Icis yours thatreade him. And there wehope,to 
your diuers capacities, you will finde enough, both to draw, and hold 
you : for bis wit can no more lie hid, then it could be loft. Reade him, 
therefore , and ga and apaine : And if then you doé not like him, 
furely you are in {ome manifeft danger, not to vnderftandhim. And fo 
we leaue you to other of his Friends, whom if you need,can bee your 
guides : if you neede them not, you can leade your felues,and others 
And fuch Readers we wifh him. 

4 3 lon Heminge. 
Henrie Conadl, 





4 * ; LQ car i‘ x at uA a ‘. 7 9 f - Pikes 
“7 OSE C. a v OAPs ae en 


re 
Poe < EON a's om LPN Ms 

7. a x Y Yy 49 a.% 97s, Sp ~ ppmee A.10.* ne a8 A NGF p 

7 j e Cahaic Waa all eA VW LN 7 Jae 9) 7 





‘Toads memory of my beloued, 


The AV THOR 


Mg, Wictiam SHaKcesPeare: 


ND 
what he hath left vs. 


O draw wo emay (ShakeSpeare) cw thy marwe, 
frm 1 thes am Fans: 


ss doa | 
Je 1 confelfe thy wrisings tole fuch, 
is neither ian, mr Mule, can praif too suush. 
Tis evus, and all mens fuffrage. But thefé mayes 
wrove net the paths I meant unte thy prasfe : 






to 
are, 36 forme i Baud, or 
bp eet pasos mag What could burt her were} 
But thos art againft them, and indeed 


The spplosfa | delight | the wender ) 
Ay Shakelpeare, ri imine bet 


pryongraaercipn pears gat 
rt eigenen dadie yi ° 
And thei had ft final Latine, aud lefe Greeke, 


eo. and 
Pp. e 
Zier babe, 
dud fake 4 Stage : Or, sober thy Sockes were on, 
rouse thas alent, for tle comperifoa 


Of dl shat infolent Greece, or hesgitie Rome 
fee yup or fince did from: their afhes come. 
* . may e.8 thea: heft one 20 feowe, 
To whew all Scemes homage ave. 
Ee was neat of an age, but for all tine | 
And oll the Mules sll were im their prime, 
when like Apollo be came firth te warme 
Our cares, or like a bo charome' 
Nepure her felfe war 


= Pe ee Fart sy 


To kreit a) me ee. 
In cach of rohich, be fecmes t0 foake a Lence, 
4s brandafa't a8 the eyes of ; 


wh of yey sas Ie 
, pr ps hy a 


Ben: Ilonson, 








V pon the Linesand Life of the Famous 
Scenicke Poet, Mafter WV itriam 


SHAKESPEARE. 


aon ole hands, which you foclapr, ponow, sad wring 
MR You Britaines brave, for done ar $ 





and Phebe clouds his rayes« 

That corp’s, that now befticke thofe bayes, 

Lbigiibstiaiahs hin Poet firft, chen Poets King. 

If Tragedies might 

Alithofe he melon hcg apace SOOT : 

Where Fam, now that be gone is to the 

(Deaths publique tyring-houfe) the Nasciasis. 
For chough his line of life went foone about. 
The life yet of his lines hall neuer our. 


A”vGH HOLLAND, 


Diattzea ty GOOle 












Co) 4 “ v. SS J ri 
A> reac are “ 


An aN 
g M IF wf wt . 


TO T 


of the deceafed Authour Maifter 


W . SHAKESPEARE. 


Hake-fpeare, at length thy plous fellowes gine 
The world thy Workes : thy Workes,by which,out lane 
Thy Tombe, thy name muft when that flone is rent, 

And Tune diffolues thy Scratford Moniment, 

Here we aline (hall view thee fill. This Books, 

When Braffe and Marble fade, [ball make thee looke 

Frefh to all Ages: when Pofteritie 

Shall loath what's new shinke all is prodegte 

That is not Shake-fpeares ; ex ry Line, cach Verfe 

Here {ball reniue redeeme thee from thy Herfe. 

Nor Fire yor cankrng Ages N alo faid, 

Of bis thy wit-fraught Booke fhall once inuade. 

Nor fhall Te're beleeue, or thinke thee dead 

(Though mift yrontill our bankrout Stage be {ped 

( Fwrpofsible) with fome new [trasne t out-do 

Pafsrons of luliet,and her Romeo ; 

Or till ] beare a Scene more nobly take, 

Then when thy balf-Sword parlying Romans /pake. 

Till chefe,till any of thy Volumes reft 

Shall with more fire more feeling be expreft, 

Be fure sour Shake-{peare, thou canf? newer dye, 

But crown'd with Latrell,liue eternally. 


L. Digges. 





To the memorie of M. W.Shake-/peare. 


VV EE wondred (Shake-fpeare) that thes went’ /t fo foone 
From the Worlds-Stage,tothe Graues-Tyring-roome. 

Wee thought thee dead, but this thy printed worth, 

Tels thy SpeEtators that thou went’ /t but forth 

To enter with applanfe. 4n A€tors Art, 

(an dye,and line ,to afte a fecond part. 

That's but an Exit of Mortalitie , 

This, a Re-entrance toa Plandite. a 






The Workes of William Shakefp eare, 


containing all his Comedies, Hiftories, Lf 


Tragedies: Truely fet forth, according co their firft 
ORIGINALL 


The Names of the Principalt A&ors 
in all thefe Playes. 





Samuel Gilburne. 
Robert eArmin. 
Wilkam Oftler. 
Nathan Field. 
Fobn Underwood. 
Nicholas Tooley. 
Wilkam Eccleftone. 
Fofeph Taylor, 
Robert Benfield. 
‘Robert Goughe. 
Richard Rehinfn 
John Shancke. 

hbn Rice. 





A C A _ A L O G V E 
of the feuerall Comedies, Hiftories, and Tra- 


pedies contained . this Volume. 





COMEDIES. 


meee He Tempeft 
ae The roe Gentlemen of Verona. 






The Merry Wines of Windfor. 38 
Mesfsre fur Mesfere 61 
The Comedy of Exroars. 85 
Mach adeo about Noching. sot 
Lones Labour leit. 122 
Midfemmmeer Nights Dreane. 145 
The Merchant ef Venice. 163 
As you Like st. 185 
The Taming of ehe Shrew. 208 
AB isswell, chat Ends well, 230 
Twelfe-Nighe, or what you wil. 255 
The Wiaters Tale. 304 
HISTORIES. 
Thal fe and Death of King Fobn. Fel... 
The Life x death of Richard the fecond, 23 


The Firft part of King Henry the foarth. 46 
The Second part of K,Heury the fourth. 74 
The Life of King Henry the Fift. 69 
The Firft pert of King Henry the Sixt. 96 


The Second part of King Hen. the Sixt. 120 
The Third part of King Henry the Sixt. 147 
The Life tr Deathof Richard the Third.373 
The Life of King Henrythe Bight. 205 
TRAGEDIES. 
The Tragedy of (orielanus. *Fel.1. 
Titms Andronicus. 33 
Romeoand Fulict. 53 
Timon of Athens. 8 
The Lifeand death of Julins (afer. 09 
The Tragedy of Macbeth. 331 
The Tragedy of Hamlet. 352 
King Lear. 383 
Orhello,the Moore of U enice. 310 
Anthony and (leopater. 346 
(yubeline King of Britaine. 369 


























TEMPEST. 


eA lus primus, Scena prime. 








Armpefmecy voife of Thunder aud hewn beard: En- 
or phi pputraaee, 

Mapa. , 

$Ore-{wastr, 

Beessf. Heere Mafter : What cheere ? 
I = Ataf. Good : Speake to th’ Mariners : “ 
"coo'c, yarcly, orwerun ous 9 ground, 
beftirse. : . Ext. 





a ce Enter (Mormert. 7 ee 

Baof. Hcigh my hearts, cheerely, ¢ : 

pare, ye : Fake eee Tend etn Maters 

hike : Blow cill choa burit chy winde , if roome € 

“th aon seins taan tn 
Gonzalo and abort. 

Mes, Good Bovefwasine have cares where's the Ma- 


Case. Ney, good be patient. 
Boref.. When the Sea is: heace, whst cares thefe ros- 
sexs for the name of King ? to Cabine; filence : trouble 


via0t. 
Gun. sa ele pacer ale edie rg 
Baef. None chet I more lowe then 
2 Coanfcllor jf you can command thefe Elemens to ft- 
leace, and wrarke the peace of che prefent, wee will not 
band 8 rope more, vfe your authorities If you connor, 
you hae lin'd fo long, meke your 
readie ia your Cabine for the mifchance of che 


houre, ific fo hap. Cheerely good beerts 1 ovt of oet 
Rit, 
comfort from this fellowsmethinks 


ge: fhe be not borne 10 bee 
hang’d, ous cafe is mifereble. Exi, 


Ene aint. 
ag eater the rop-Maft : yarelower,lower, 


: to Try with Meine-courfe. A plegbe——— 
yraaerred Oe aaa ae OO 






vpon this howling: they sre lowder then the weather, 
ot out offices yet againe ? Wha: do youhcere? Shel we 
give ore and drowne,jave you a minde to finke ? 

Sebef. A poxe o'your throst,you bawhng, blafphe- 
mous incharitable De : 

Bote, Worke you then. 

Auth, Hang cur ,hang,you whorefon infolem Noyfe- 

maker, we sre leffe aftaid co be drownde, then thou arr. 

Gene. Ve warrant him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no frongerthen a Nutt-theil, and as lesky as 
an ynftanched wench. 

Betef. Lay het ahold.s hold , fet hes two courfes off 
to Sea againe, lay her off, 


Emer Marmers wet, 
Mazi. All loft,co prayers,to prayers,ail loft, 
Betef. What muft owt mouths be cold 

Gonz, The King, and Prince, st prayers,let’s afift chem, 

for our cafe \s a8 theirs. 
Scbaf. Vem out of patience. 

Au, We we meerly cheated of ont lives by drunkards, 
This wide-chopt-refcall, would thou mightft lye drow. 
ning the wafhing of ten Tides. 
T enery dr wares fwesre again it, 

And gape at vidi to glethim. Aconfufed soya whbix. 
ercy on V5. 
We (plit, we ce » Farewell my wife end children, 
Fasewell brother : we fplit,we fplic,we fplic, 
Ath. Ler's all finke with’ King 
Seb. Let's take leave of him, Exit, 
Genz, Now would I give athoafand furlongs of Sea, 
for sn Acre of barren grounds Lon heath, 
firs, any thing; the wills aboue be dene, but I would 
faine dyes dry death, Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Exter Profpere and Miranda. 

Mire. \f by your Art (my decteft father) you hewe 
Pat the wild waters in this Roressley chem: 
The skye it (cemes would pewre down linking pitch, 
Bot thse the Sea,mounting to th’ welkins checke, 
Dathes the fire out, Oh! J hase fuffered 
With thofe chat 1 faw (uffer: A brave veffell 

A 







SB tls 


don dab lane blero nb 
afr ip) tay cee Aer skerast . 
A 8 poore path’ 
S184 I bye acy Good of perwer ot would 
Have Scncke se Sea within the Earth, or ere 
I: fhould the good Ship fo haue fwallow'dand 
The freughelog Soules within ber. 


Theue done putin care of thee 

(Of chee my deere one; thee my ) who 

Arci t of whas thou art. knowing 
Tem : eve tha I ane more better 


Prof. 
1 thould informe thee farther : Lend thy hand 
ee plucke my Magick «from me: So, 
there my Art: wipe thou thine cyes,have comfort, 
The dui direfuil {peccacle of the wracke touch'd 


which 
The very vertac of c hon in thee : 
Theve with (uch prouifion io mine Ace 
So fafely otdered,chat these is no foule 


No not fomuch pesdition as an hayre 
Betid to any creasace in the v veffell. 
Which thon beardft cry, gthich chou few’ finke : Sit 
For thoa mut now know fasther. [downe, 
ative. You haue oftea 
Begun to tell ove what I am, but {lope 
And left aie toa booteleffe Inguifition, 
Concluding, fisy- nos yet. 
mee Hires irre chine 
minete CHC, 
sel be attentive. Cah dceremcutes 
A time before we came vito this Cell ? 
I doe not thinke thou canfifor chen thon was't not 
Oue three old. 


By what ?by ee ner kele perfon? 
t or 
the Invoge cell ine, thet 


And rather likes dreame,then an affurance 
Thee my rewsembrance warrants: Sot iy 
overeat fice omen once,that tended 

> Thon hadit; and more Adiranda : T pahewk 
‘That this lives in thy minide ? Wher feeft thou els 
In the datk-beckward and Abifme of Twme? 
Yf chou remembreft thou centft here, 


Aire, O 
What fowle play had we,that we campétom thence? 


2 i, Lhe Tempef. 


Or bleffed was’ we did? 


Buc bial ape ie ) were we hese'd thence, 
Aéira, O my bleedes 


To chinke oth’ teene that I hene curn’d youto, 


him pet 
The mannage ftere, as ac chat time 
Though lth gprs i ws the St 


tic Hewes Oa corte aa ,ot chang’d * 
Or els new form'd “ rr a me 
Of Offcer,and office, fet all hearts i'th fate 
To what cune pleas "d his eare,chat now he was 
The lay which had hidmy Trunck, 
And {uckt my verdore out on’t: astend'R not? 
Mira, O goodSir, Idoe, 
Prof. \p ra. thee marke me: 
I chas negleting worldly ends,all dedicated 
To clofenes,and the bettering of my mind 
with that,which bar by being fo retis’d 
See pill pepete reeset 1 falfe brother 
Lites good parene, du beger of hi 
es erent, 
A fulnboed ars n’s contrarie,as grest 
As my croft was,which hed indeede no liaiz, 
A confidence fans bownd, He beisig thus Lorded, 
ered’ Mal asbolersieyAdgveaie 


erentind step 
of 
a i 


Tocredise his owsne lic, be did belecue 


fears cgay ed eins yoeaiarpose 

"| Foghuebim Anooall seep 

Tee Dukedom yet vabow’d (ales poore 2tifeits) 
ing, 


Temoft 
tra, Oh the heevens : 


Marke his condition, snd th’euent,then tell me 
Pott fle é beatierbe. 
AGira, 1 fhould Gane 
Tethinke bus Noblicef my Grand-mother, ‘ 


Good 


a 
cats 
at is "There they 


To cry to th’Sea, that soard to vs; to fi 


Was I then to you? 

Pre. O, aCherubin 
Thos was's thar did preferue me ; Thou didft (mile, 
lnfefed with a fortitude from heaven, 
When I hawe deck’d the fea with drops full fale, 
Vader ay burthen grosn’d, which rsif'd in me 
Aa vadergoing flomacke, to beare vp 
Agaiaft wher enfue. 

da. How came we : those? 
PB ie Sd fa bad.snd fome fefh water, that 
Axnoble Nespeltan Gonzalo ee 3 
Our of his ity, (who being then appoint 
Mafler of chis ) did give vs, with 
Rich ; and neceffarics 


garments, lianens, 
Winch finee baue fteeded much, fo of bys gentleneffe 


Kaowing I loa’d my bookes, he furnithd me 
From anne palate ey with volumes, that 


Sat fill, and heare che [aft of our fea-forrow : 
Heere io this Hand we arriu'd, and heere 

Hasse, thy Schoolemafter, made thee more profit 
Then other Princefle can, that haue mere time 
Foc vainer howres ; snd Tutors, not fo carefull. 


AGr, Heucos chank you for't. And now I pray you Sir, 
® 


For ftill ‘cis beeing in my minde ; yoar reafon 
this Sea-florme ? : 


Onthe curld dowds: co thy Rtrong bidding, taske  ¢ 


eid, and sil his Qualitie, 
Pre. Haft See 
eee os caenete, 
the z now on the Beak 
Now inthe Wate the ecke in every Cabya, 
I fiam'd smazement, fometime I'ld dinide 


Pre. oly Sehean itie, 
Who was {fo firme, fo conftant, chacthis coyle 


“1 Weuld not ined his teafon? 


ar, Note foole ° 
Buc felt a Peaner of che madde, and plaid 
Suabe wicks of deiperseiea yall bt ariners 
Plung’d in the foeming and quit the veffell 
Then all a fire with me the ts Gin Fedicad : 
Waihe@dl amine tap aieketncen: 
as che firft man that 3 is 
Andall the Digels are teete: aed 
Pre. Why that's my fpicic : 
But was not his ne hors ? 
Ar, Clofe by, my Mafter. 
Pre, But are they (triell) fafe? 


The Martiners, 
Andall the refto 
Ar. Safely in harbour 
Is che Kings fhippe, in the deepe Nooke, where once 
Thou calldft asc vp at midnight toferch dewe 
From the ftill-vext Berasootbes, there fhe’s had; 
The Marriners sll vnder hatches lowed, 
Who, with s Charme ioynd to their fuffred labour 


e 


Lbaue left afteep : and for the refto’ch’ Pleet 
a As Which 





(Which I difpers’d) they sil haue mee againe, To ley vpon the damn’d, which Sycwan 
And ace vpon the afedserranen Flote Could not againe yndoe: ic was m 
Bound fadiy} homefor Naples, ‘ eacat 
Suppofing that they faw che Kings hip wracke, 
And his great perfon perith, 

Pre Amel, thy charge 
Exadily is perform'd ; buc there's more worke 
What is che time o'th ‘day ? 

Ar, Paft the mid (eafon. 

Pro. Atleaft two Glafies: the cime ‘ewint fx & now 
Mufi by v¢ both be fpent moft precioutly, 

Ar. Isthere more toyle 2 Since $ dot giveme pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis'd, 
Which 18 not yet perform'd me, 

Pre. How now? moodie > 


“tr, Ichanke thee Mafter, 

Pre. Ifthou more murmur, Iwill rend an Ocke 
And peg-thee in his knotry entrailes, cill 
Thou haft howl'd away twelue winters, 

dr. Pardon, Matter, 

I will be corre(pondent ro command 
And doe my rpeytts ently. 

Pre. Doefo: pas ol ace 
Twill difcharge thee. 

Ar, That's my noble Mafter : 

What (hall Idoe ? (ey what ? whee (hall I doc? 











What is’t chou canft demand ? Pre. Goemake thy felfe likes Nyzoph o’th’ Sea, 
Ar, My Libertie. Be fubic& co no fight bot thine,snd mine : inuiGble 
Pr. the time be out2n0 more: To euery eye-ball elfe : poe take this fhape 


Ar. Iprethee, 
Remember I haue done thee worthy feruice, 
Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftekings, ferv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings ; thou did promife 
To bare mea full yeere. 
Pre. Do'ft thou forget 
From what acgmentI did freethee>? Ar. No, 
Pre. Thou do'ft ; & chinkft 1 much to tread 9 Ooze 
Of the falt deepe; 
Torun vpon the fharpe winde of the North, 
To doe me bufineffe in the veines o’th’ earth 
When ic is bak’d with froft. 
Ar. | doe not Sir. 
Pre. Thou heft, malignant Thing : haft chou forgar 
The fowle Witch Syrorax, who with Age and Enuy Thou Eerth, thou: fpeake. 
Was growne inco shoope ? haft thou orgother ? Cal, within. There's wood enough within, 
Zz No Sir. Pre. Come forth I fay, there's ocher bufines for chee: 
Pre. Thou halt: where wes fhe born? (peakscellme: | Come thou Tontoys, when? — Ewter Arie lke a waters 
Ar. Sic, in Argar, Fine apparifion: my qucine Aneel, 
Pre, Oh, was the fo: I muft Hearke in thine eare. ’ 
Once in 3 moneth recoune what thou haft bin P Ar. My Lord, it thall be done, Exit, 
Which thou forgerit. This damn'd Witch Spcorax ‘Pre. Thou poyfonous Nave, got by f divell himfelfe 
For mifchiefes manifold, and forceries terrible Vpon thy wicked Dam:comeforth, Enter Caliban. 
Toencer humane hearing, from Argur Cal, As wicked dewe, as ere my mother bruth'd 
Thou kaow'ft was benifh’d : for one thing the did With Rauens feather from vnwholefome Fen 
They wold not take her life: Is not this true? 4.1, Sit, rop on you both : A Southwelt blow on yee, 
fre. This blew ey'd hag , was hither brought with | And blifter you all oce, 
And here was left by th’ Saylors; thou my flauc, (child, | Pre.For this be fure, to night thou thal have cramps, 
As thou reporeht thy felfe,was then her (eruant, Side-ftieches, that thall pen chy breath vp, Vechins 
And for thou waft ois des too delicsce z | Shall for that valt of mare thet they may worke 
To adther earthy, and abhord commands, All exercife onchee : thou fhalt be pinch'd 
Refuling her grand hefts, the did confine thee 
By helpe ofher more potent Minifters, 
Andin her moft vnmittigable rages 
Into aclouen Pyne, within which rift 
Imprifon'd, chou didft painefully remaine 
A dozen yeercs : within which {pace the di'd, 
And left chee there : where thou didft vent thy groanes 
As fait a5 Mill-wheeles Rtrike s Then was this Ifland 
(Sauc for che Son, that he did hecour heere, 


And hithes come in’: : goe: hence 
With diligence. Exit, 
ts Awake, deere hart awake, thou haft Qepe well, 
Awake. 
Mar. The ftranpenes of your ut : 
Heauineffe in me. : Your Borysp 
Pre, Shake it off: Come on, 
Wee'll vifit Calben, my flaue, wlio never 
Yeelds vs kinde anfwere. 
Me. ‘Tis avillaine Sir, I doe not loue to looke on, 
Pre. But as ‘tis 
We cannot miffe him : he do's make our fire - 
Fetch in our wood, and ferues in Offices 
, hac profic vs; What hos: flaue : Calaham : 


Asthicke as hony-combe, each pinch more fiinging 
Then Bees thatmade‘em, 

Cal, T enuft cat my dinner: 
This Hlsnd’s mine by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou rek'Q from me: when thou cam'ft firft 
Thou ftroakft me,& made much of me: woaldft give me 
Water with berries in’ : andteach me how 
Toname the bigger Light, and how the leffe 
That burne ores night : and chen I lou'd thee 


A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne) not honour'd wich And thew'd all che qualities o’th’ Ifle, 
A humane thape. The freth Springs Brine. pits; barren place and fertill ® 
Me. Ves: Cabban her fonne. Curs‘d be I chaz did fo : All che Charmes 


Pro Dull thing, ! Cay fo: he, chat Calban 
Whom now I keepe in feruice, thou belt know'ft 
What corment I did finde thee ut; chy grones 
Did make wolues bowle, and penetrate the brealts 
Ufeues-angry Beases ; it was atorment 

x 


Of Speorax : Toades, Beetles, Bates lipht oa you: 

For lan all che Subieds that you baie: = 

Which firft was min owne King : and here you fty-me 

in this hard Rocke,whiles you doe keepe from me 

The refto'th’ land. e 
Pre. Thow 











6 


Pref. net you for him : hee’s a Traisorrcome, 
te a tars ecko and feete together : 
Sea warer thalc chou drinke : thy food thall be 
The freth-breoke Muffels, wither'd roots, and buskes 
Wherein the Acorme cradled . Follow, 

Fea. No, 
t will refit (uch emeertainmene, till 


Mine enemy ha’s pa pow'r. 


Hee’s seedy not fearfull, 
Pref. Whacl fey, 
My foote my Tutor ?. Put chy fward 


Taker, 
Who mek'ft s thew, but dar’ft nor 
1s fo poffeft with guile : Come,from thy ward, 
For I can heere thee with this fticke, 


To fee agoodiier man. 
iy Nose meua ucacvige 
are 

And hase ao vigoer in them. 

Far. Sochey are: 

My fpirits,es in » dreame, ere ail bound vp: 

a lotfe, che weakneffe which ! feele, 
wreckeofall my friends, aor this mons thrests, 


Prof, Thea thats be as free 
As mountsine windes ; bus chen cxaQly de 
All poines coremend. 


Atlus Seeundus. ScenaPrime. 





Ester jan, ; 
eae 


Genz. Befeech you Sir, be youhsue 
“Ta kawe weal) of lay j ae oix ehoage oe 


The Tempeft. : 


Ismuch 


Sices tol car Theses of wort batligtic cane 
see seein) ee hanes 
Alef, Prechee 


doller, 
Goa. ee ee nee haue (pokes 


_ You Goce eakenbe wiser then I meant you 


“ar, Fie what peal sipiftly hoof hin amgee, 
At, je, a i ip ny: 
5 Mia, I 

Gea, Weil, I howe done : But yet 

Seb. He will be 


. would 
weegr 
Sob, lyor very felfely pockes vp his report. Gun. 





The Tempeft. 7 


Ge. cobra y rape arpimtds freth as 


Good Lerd, bow you take ic ? 

Adri, Widder Dide {eid you? You make me ftudy 
of that : She wes of Carthage, not of Tawss, 

Gen. This Tawes Sis was C A 

Atri, Carchage? Gen. I affure you Carthage. 

Aut. Fis vsced ta miare chen he salrerctons Harpe. 

Seb, He hath sais’d che wall.end houfe: coo. 

ae. Whee enetter wil he mseke eafy next? 

Seb. Uchinke hee will carry chis Ifland home in his 

ive ithis fonne for an o Apple. 

Asx, Aad fowing the kemeis of ic in the Ses, brin 
forth more iftsnde. - . 

Gea, |. fet. Why in good time. 

Gen. Sia,we were talking, thet cur germencs feeme 
sow as freth 2s when we were st Timés a¢ the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now Queene. 

Aut. Andthe rareft chat ere came there. 

Seb, Bare( I befeech you) widdow Dide , 

Ams. O Widdow Dide? 1, Widdow Dido. 

Gea, Isnot Sir my doublet 2s freth as the firft dey I 
woreit¢e J mesne ina 

Aue. That fort wes well fifh'dfor. ° 

Con, When I wore it st your danghcers marriage. 

. Mien. You crom thefe words into mine cares egainit 
eis nents OF oe) foe roo 1d ener 
Mastied my dewgheer there : For comming thence 
My Conse fo loR. sad aay ruts) Sic tace 
Whi is fo fatre from /aly removed, 

Tne're Shall fee her : O thou mine heire 
Of Naples end of Mibaier what ftrange fith 
Hath mede bis meale on thee? 

Fras. Sa he mey live, 
1 faw him beace the farges vnder bim, 

And ride vpon their backes ; he trod the water 
Whole enmity he flang sfide : and brefted 
moft fwolne thst met him : bis bold head 


As to releene him : I not doubs 


Seb. Sit you thank 7e felfe for this great loffe, 
woald nc our Eorope with your deugheer, 
Bet racher loofe er co an Affrican, 
Where the at leatt, is bnith'd from your eye, 
Who hath canfe co wet the greefe on’t, 
Milan, Yre-chee peace. 
Se. You were kaeel’d toa, & 
By all of ws: and the faire foule her felfe 
Woaigh'd berwerne loachneffe, and obedience,at 
Which end o’thbeame (hould bow: we have loft your 
I feare for cues: Adidater anu) Napier hawe {foa, 
Mo widdowses in them of this bu/incffe 
Then.we bring men co comfpry chem: 


*dotherwife 


The faules your owne. 

Ales, Gia the decr’N oth'loffe 

Gea, My Lord Scheftian, 
The truth you fpeake doth lacke fome gentlenafle, 
Aad imetofpeakeitin you rb he oe 
When you fhould being the plaifter. 

Seb, Very well. Ast. And moft Chirurg eonly, 

Con. Ic is foule weather in ve all, good Sis, 

When you sre cloudy. 
Seb. Fowle weather? état. Very foule, 
Ges. Had I plantation of this Ife my Lord, 
An. Hee'd fow'twvich Nettle-feed. 

Seb. Or dockes, or Mallowes. 

Ges. And were the King on‘t, what vvould § do? 

Seb. Scape being drunke, for wane of Wine. 

Gea. Peh’Commoaweslth I vvould (by contrasies) 
Execute all things : For no kinde of Trafficke 
Weeld 1 edenit: No name of Magifirace: 

Lerzers thould pox be knowne 1 Riches, pouerry, 

And vie of feruice, none s Conrad, $ 

Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none: 

No efe of Metrall, Corne, ar Wine, or Oyles 

No orcupation, all men idle, all: 

And Women too, but innocent and pure 3 

No Souerai 'e 


Seb. Yerhe vrould be on't. 
Paes The laccer end stn Camaaeca forgets 


Wold| clea Lahn ieee 
Would ! not beee : but Necture thould bring forth 


T’Escell the Golden Age. 
Seb. *Ssachis Meiefty. 4ut.Longline Gasxale, 
Gea. And do you marke me, Sis? ome. 
Aileq, Pre-thee no more: thou dof talke nothing to 
Gen. Ido vveil beleeue your » and did it: 
foc eal snd cbc Langa, ha they anwoyer vs 
cLungs, chat es 
to laugh ac nothing. . one 
dat, “Twas you rve "det. 
Gen. Who,ia this kind pay SM Not 
to yoo : fo you mey continue ,and laugh ec nothing fii 
fu. Whats blow vvas given? 
Seb. Andit had not faine far-long. 
Ges. You are Genclemen of brane mettals you would 
lifcthe Mooue owt ofberfpheate, ifthe would continus 
in it hee weekes vvichout % 


éifcrerion fo weakly : Will you laugh me aflespe, for 


dn. Go and heare vs. 
err Bieber edert oer oyu rec se wa 
v thoughts, 
J finde ereinciiv'dtodofo 
Sd. ¢ you Sir, 
Donot omis the besuy offer of it: 
It fildome tig fexrom, wher doch e 6 Comtor: 


8 The Lempeft. 


fan, We cwo my Lord, will gueed your 


Thenke you : Wondsous 
Sch. Whee a drevehnes them? 
faa. Iristhe o'th’Clymaete, 


Te seas by s Theater ceohes whe: mighe 
Worthy O, what ?n0 more: 
Aad yet, me thinkes I fee iz in thy face, 


When er hei re dod pr ded 
saSpick perfwehkon, onely 
Pekserepet rng om, 
"Tis os ible that hes's vadrowa’d, 

As he thet fleepes heere, forims, 

Seb, Shave no hope 


. He’ 
ye Thee tcil ie, who's the next helre of Naples ? 


Claibel, 
rw Shorhes ls Quetne col Yous : ae thar durets 


i eee though = 

Weel pe i Sata esas 
?How fey you? ; 

Seal 


And lex Scbaftias 
Thez i, 
ental ares There 


Asweil os he 2 thes can 
re qe ficepess Leeds, n prate 


As this 

A ofas chae :O, ches you bore 

Aepeta airy igh) non asa 

For adusacement ? Do you vaderfiand me ? 
Me thinkes 3 do... 


; cenlavence. 
diet. 1 Sle : where lies ther? If'cwere a kybe 
flipper: Buc } feele not 

:" Twensle conicieaces 


No berter then 


CAliyicks and Seng. 
Arid. My Maier croagh Socelees the danger 
(Fos preted dies) to keepe tham Suing. od 





The Tempeft. 


Uf of Life youlgepes «care, 
Se Ds tp od 
ch, Why hemo cmakabehy Len are you drawn? 
Wherefore thse ghaftly looking ? 
Gen. Where's the matter ¢ 


Seb. Whiles we Rood here repofe, 
(Even new) we heard a hollow burft : 
Like Bals, os rather Lyons, did't not wake you ¢ 
It Aroeke mine care moft terribly. 

Ale, | heard nothing 


dn, O,'coras 2 din to fright a Monfters care; 
To meke an ¢: fure ic was the rose 
Of a whele heard of Lyons. 
Ale. Heard you this Geezale? 
Gea, Vpoa wine honour, Sir, I beard  hureming, 
(And chat 0 ftrange one woo) which did awake me > 
I thak'd you Ser,aad cride: 85 mine eyes opend, 
1 favs thar weapons drawne : there was e noyfle, 
Thae’s venly : tis beft we and wpon our guard; 
Os chat we quit this place ; let's draw oor weepons. 
Ab, Lead off chis growad & let's make further fearch~ 
For my poore fonce. 
Gow. Heavens keepe him from thefe Beats: 
Fos bess fure sth Mend, 
te. Lead swey. i 
Avett. Profere my Losd, thal) now what I have 
$e (King )goe fafely on to fecke thy Son. Exemat. 





Scena Secunda. 


Eace Calihan, with «burthen of Weed (anor fe of 
Thunder bead ) 


Cat. Ali the infeQuons thar the Sanne fuckes vp 
Fro:a Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Profper fall and make him 
By yr.ch-meale a difeafe : his Spirits heare me, 

And get I ncedes eauft cucfe. But they'ti nor pinch, 
Frigtc me with Vichyn-thewes, pitch me ith mice, 
Nos lesd me like a fire-brand, in the darke 

Out of my way, enicile he bid em; bet 

Foe every trie, are they fer vpon me, 

Sometme Lke Apes,shat moe snd chatter at me, 

And afte- bite me : then ke Hedg-hogs.which 

Lye rambling in my bare-fonte way, and mount 

Thess prrcks 31 rhy foos-fall : fomeume om! 

All wound with Adders, who with clowen tongues 
Doc heffe me into medoefic : Lo,now Lo, Emer 
Hee comes aSpirit of his,22d totormenome = Trmeaie. 
For bringing wood in flowly : I'le fail flag, 

Perchance he w.Ji not munde me. 

Tri. Meres sescher buth, nor thrub ro beare off sny 
«cather at adltend another Storme brewing, Theare it 
fing th” winde: yond fame blacke cloud, yond huge 
one, looks. like a foul. bumbard chac d thed his 
lecquuor ; 1fit Should thunder, 3s ic did befere, I know 
sot where to hide my head: yond feme cloud cannot 
choofe but fall by paile-fuls. Wet have we here,amzan, 


or afith? dead or aliuc? afith, hee feels ke a fith: 8 
very ancient and fith-like fmeil: 8 kinde of, not of the 
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newelt poere-loha: a ft 60); were 1 in England 
now (as once I was) and had bur this ith secede not 
aholidsy-foole there but would giue a peece of filues : 
there, would this Monfier, make a man: any Arange 
beaft there, makes 3 mans when they will not give s 
doit co relieve a lame Begger,they will lay owe ten co fee 


a dead Judas: Leg'd like a men; end his Finses Lke 
Armes: wasme o' my troth : I doe now let loofe my o- 
pinion ; held it no 3 thisisno fith, bat sn Iftar 
der, chet hath lately by a Thonderbole; Alas, 


the florme is come s smy beft way isto wn. 
der his Geberdine — is no othes futher bares. 
bout: Milery ints @ men with bedfcl- 
lowes: B will here fhaowed till the dregges the flerme 


bepatt 


Enter Stephane . 
Sa. Sfetsrmece far Ee hire fuat de foere. 
This is » very feoruy cune to fing at a mans 
Funerall: weil, here's my 


Driaker, 

Siogs. The Adaffer,the Swabber Boate-faice & I; 
ees 
Le’ Ad Marries sad ° 
Borden feveerd ta Ray. 

For foc bad a tongue witha tang, 

Seah hadeipedl ebrea 2 

She len'd wet the fame of Tar ner of Puch, 

Tet a Tasler mighs feratch ber where ore fos did tech, 
Then 30 Sea Boyes, and let ber gos hang. 

This is « (curuy tune too : 
Bachere's my comfort, dravts, 

Cal, Doe not torment me: oh. 

Ste. What's the matter? 

“gechabdornyrield - es r 
Doe ickes ‘a with Saluages, and Men 
lade} bat I haue mee fear dowaie i he afesrd 
now of your foure legges: for ixhach bin faid; es 

per a man as ever went on foure legs, cannot Ale, ch 
gine a and it fhatl be fid {0 sgaine, while Ste- 
peace breathes ac noftrils. 

Cal. The Spirit torments me : oh, 

Ste. This is ome Monfter of the le, with foure legs; 
who hath got (as If take it)an Ague: where the diuell 
fhould he leerne our language? I will giue hie forme re- 
hiefe fit be bus for chac :if I can recower hie, and keepe 
him tsme , and get to Naples with him, he's e Pre- 
fent for any Emperous chat eucr tred on Nestes-lea- 
cher 


Cal, Doe not torment me 
wood hore fafter. 

Ste. He’sin his fic now; and doe's not talke after the 
wifelt: hee thall cate of my Borie: if hee haue never 
deunke wine aforc, 1¢ will goe neereto semoue his Fit: 
if I can recover him,snd keepe him tome, I will not coke 
coo much for him; hee thal psy for him cha: bath him, 
and that foundly, 

Cal, Thou do’R me yet but little hurt ; thow wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy crembling : Now Prafper workes 
spon thee. 

Ste. Come on your wayes. open your mouth - here 
is chac which will pive langospe to you Cat; open your 
mouth ; this will fhake your king, I cantell you,and 
that foundly : you cannot tell who's your friend ; open 
your chaps againe, 

Tri. I fhould know chat voyce: 

Ic thould be, 


‘prethee: Tle bring my 


But. 





But hec is dround; and ihefe are divels: Ode- 
are, 


Ste. Poarelegpes and two voyces; 2 molt delicate 
Monfter:: his forward royce now is to fpeake well of 
his friend:his beckward voice.is to veter foule fpeeches, 
aodto detract ; Sf all the wine in my bottle will tecouer 
him, 3 will helpe his Ague: Come: Amen, I will 
poure fome to thy othes mouth, 

Tn. F 
Ste, Doth thy other mosh callme? Merey mercy : 
This is adinell, andno Monfter: J will leave him, I 
haue no fong Spoone, 

Tr. : if chou beef Srepbane touch me, snd 
(peake tome. for 1 am Trsacale; be not afeard, thy 
good friend Trracuie, 

Ste. If thou bec’ Trametes: come foorth: I'le pull 
thee by the leffer legges: if any be Triecuje’s legges, 
thefe sre they: Thou art very Trineale indeede: how 
cam'ft thoa tobe the fiege of this Moone-calfe? Can 
he vere Tyincute’s? 

Tra. I tooke him to be ka’d with 3 chander-ftrok ;buc 
ast thou net dround Ssephave: I hope now chow ert 
not droend: Is the Storme over-blowne: [| hid mee 
wader the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine, fos feare of 
the Storme: And art thou lauingStephece? O Stephane, 
two Ni. anes {eap’d? 

Ste, “Prethee doe not tume me about, my fomacke 
is not conftant. 

Cal. Thefe be fine things,and ifthey be not fprights: 
thac’s abrane God, and bearesCeleftiall iquors I will 
kneele to bia. 

Ste. How did’R thon {cape ? 

How cam’ft thou bither ?. 

Sweare by this Bottle how thou cam'ft hither : I efcep'd 
vpon s Bat of Sacke, which the Saylors heaued o’re- 
boord, by this Bottle which I made of the barke of 
a Tree, with mine owae hands, fince ] was cait a- 
fhore. 

Cal, Ye foreare vpon that Borde, to be thy true fub- 
ieQ, for che liquor is not earthly, 

St. Heere : fweare then how thou efcap'dit, 

Tri. Swom sfhere(man) hkeaDuche: 3 can fwim 
ke sDucke s‘le be fworne. 

Ste, Here, kiffe the Booke. 

Though chou cant (wiin like a Ducke, thou art made 
bike a Goole. cue rer 

Tr. O Stephane, hah any more of this 

Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is lo s rocke 
by ch’fea-fide, where my Wine is hid: 

How now Moone-Calfe, how do’s thine Ague? 

Caf, Haft chou not drops from heaven? 

See. Out o'th Moone I doe affure thee. I was che 
Man ith’ Moone, when time was. 

Cab. Uhane (eene thee in her: and I doe adore thee : 
My Mifiris thew’d ave thee,tad thy Dog,and thy Buth. 

Ste. Come, fwearetothat: kifle the e: I will 
furnifh se anon with new Contents > Sweare. 

Tri, Bythis good light, this iss very fhallow Mon- 
fter: Bafeacdof lium? avery weake Montter: 

The Manith Moone? 
Amoft poore creadulous Monfter : 
Well drawne Monfter, in good footh. 

Cal. Me thew thee every fertill yach ‘oth Ifland: and 
{ will kiffe thy foote. I prethcebe my god. 

Tri, By this light, 2 molt perfidious, end dumken 
Monfler, when's god’s a fleepe he'll rob his Bottle. 


Cal. ile kiffe thy foot. le fweare my felfe thy Subie@. 
Ste. Come pak fre 3 pllsisaghiry Meld 


Tvs, I fhall laugh my (elfe to death at this puppi 
ded Monfler: a moft icuruie Monfter : } could in 
my heart co beate hia. 

Ste, Come, kiffe. 

Tri. But that the poote Monfer’s in drinke 
An aa wie aa 

(al. Vie fhew theethe beft Springs : Pte plucke thee 
Berries: I’le Sith for thee ; ad gei thee delerpekgrl 
A plague vpoa the Tyrant chat } $- 
I’le beare him'no more Suickes, bur follow thee, thou 


Cal. I'prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow; 
and} with my loug ozyles will digge thee pig-pers; 
chow thee s layes neft, and inftrad thee howto {nare 
the nissble Marmazet: Mle niles, Bea to cluftring 
Philbirts, end fometimes I'le get young Scemels 
fromthe Rocke: Wilt thou goe with me? 

Ste,. Ipre’thee now lead the oe any more 
talking. Triseale, che King, and all our compeny elfe 
being dsound, wee will inheric here: Herc; beare my 
Boule: Fellow Jracale; we'll fill him by and by a- 


ine, 
= Caliban Sings drankgaly, 
Farewell Malters farewell, farewell. 
Tri, A howling Monier: a drunken Monfter. 
Cal. bh more dams I'ie make for fib, 
Nor fetch in firme, a8 requiring, 
New ferape sual Lieb wah dd, 
Bat ban’ (acal, ban 


Hasance Mafter, cet anew Max. 
Freedome, high-day Thighedsy heedome,freedome high- 


day, frecdome, 


Ste, O braue Monfter; lead che way. Exenut, 


4elus Tertius. ScenaPrime. 


Enter Ferdinand (bearing «Leg.) 

Fer. There be fone Sports are painfull;& thee labor 
Delighe in them fet off sSome kindes of bafeueile 
Are nobly vad 5 aad mofl poore maccers 
Point to rich ends: this my meane Taske 
Would be as heauy co me, as odioas, but 
The Mifttis which 1 ferue, quickens what's dead, 
And mskes my labours, pleafures : O She is 
Ten times more gentle, then her Father's crabbeds 
And he’s compos'd of harfhneffe. I muft remoue 
Some thoufends of chefe Logs, and pile them vp, 
Vpon afore inition; my iweet Miftris 
Weepes when the fees me worke, & fases, fuch bafenes 
Had neuer like Executor : J forget : 
Buc thefe {weet thoughts,doe euen refrelh my labours, 
Moft bufic leit, when I doe it, Ester Miranda 

Ati. Alas, now pray you aud Profpere, 

Worke ot fohsrd i! would the lightnisg had 
Burnt vp thofe Logs thet you are peg pile: 
Pray fet it downe, and reftyou: when this burnes 
‘Twill for hsuing wearied you : my Father 
Is hard at flady ; peay now reft your felfe, He 

$ 














While I fx lazy by. 
Adir, Ie would become me 

Asweil asst do's you; and J (hou!d do ie 
With mach more eafe : for my good will isto ic, 
And yours is againft. 

re, Poore worme thou art infeed, 
Thus vification fhewes it. 

Ctr. You looke wearily. 

Fer, No, noble Miftris, ‘tis freth morning with me 


When you are by at night : 1 do befeechy os 
Cheefety, that Tanight 


it in my prayers 

What is your name? 

Miz. berands, OQ rny Father, 
I hase broke your heft to fay fo, 

Fer. Admic'd Miranda, 
Indeede the top of Admiration, worth 
What's deereft to the world: full many a Lady 
Tbaue cy'd with beft regard, and many atime 

is tongoes, hath into bondage 

he my too diligent eate : for fewerall vertues 


















And par it to the foile. But you, O you, 

So and fo peerieff 

everie Creatures beft, 

Mir. do not know 

One of ny fexe; no womans face remember, 
Sexe frou cy giafie, muse owne: Nor lauc I feene 
More thse I may call men, then you good frend, 
And my deere Father : how features arc abroad 
Lam skilleffc of; bur by my modeftie 

(The iewell ia my dowes) 1 would not with 

Any jon inthe world but you : 

Nor can imaginstion forme a on 

Befides your felfe, to like of: bur pratile 

aoe te. wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
I cherein do forget. 


Fer, 1am, in my condiion 
A Prince ( Afrends) ido thinke aKing 
(1 weld nox fo) and would no more endure 
Thas wodden Macerie, then to fuffer 
The Beth-flie blow my mouth :heare my foule fpeake. 
The verie inftanc chat {Faw you, did 
My heart Bic to your feruice, there refides 
To make me fave to it, and for your fake 
Am I this patient Logge-man. 

CAéir. Bo youloue me? 

Fer. Ohesucn ; O earth, beare witnes to this found, 
And crowne what Iprofeffe with kinde cuent 
If 1 (peake true : if hollowly, inuert 
VVhar beftis boaded me, co mifchizfe: J, 

all [enic of whse elie ith world 

Do loge, prize, hosor you. 

Ma. Tem sf 
To weepe at what }. am glad of. 
’ 














































Pre. Faise encounter 
Of cwo moft rare affcAions : heavens raine grace 
On that which breeds becweenc 'em. 

Fer, VWVherefore weepe you ? 

Utd. Acmine raworthineffe, that daseacs offer 
VVhat I defise to give ; and much lefle cake 
VVhex I fhall die to wane : But chis is tnflog, 

Andall che more it feekes to hide it felfe, 
The bigger bulke it thewes. Hence balhfull cwnnieg, 
And prompt me plaiae and holy innocence. 
Tarn yoer wife,df you willmerrie me 
If not, lle die your maid : co be your fellow 
You msy denie me, but Ile be your feruane 
VV hether you will orno. 
Fer. My Miftris (deere®) 
Aad Ichus humble enct. 

Moa, My busbend chen? 

Fa. 1, with s heart as willing 
Asbondage ere of freedome : heete’s my hand. 

da, And mine, with my beast in':and sow fesewel 
Till halfe a0 house hence, 

Fer. A thouland, thoufsnd, 

Pre. et cao asthey [ cannotde, 
VVho are fuspriz'd with all; but my revoy ein: 
Ac nothing can be more : lle to sy eocka: : 
For yet cre time, muft } pesforme 
Much befineffe appertaining. 


fxeam. 


Sx8. 


Scoena Secunda. 


Enter Calsban, Stephane, and Trincule, 


Ste, Tell not me, when the Bat is out we will drinke 
water, noe adrop before; therefore beare vp, & boord 
em” Servant Monfter, drinke 19 me. 

Trve, Seruant Moniter * the folly of chis Hand, they 
fay there's bat fiuc vpon this Ifle; we are three of them, 
if ch other ewo be brain’d like vs, the State cotters. 

Ste, Drinke feruant Monfter when ! bid tbee, thy 
eves are almof fet in chy head, 

Tris. VVhere fhould they bee fet elfe? hee were a 
braue Moniter indeede it they were fet in bis tsile. 

Ste, My man-Monfter bach drown’d his tongue in 
facke: for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, I fwam 
ere 3 could recover the fhore, fiue and thirtic Leagues 
off endon, by thishghs chou fhelt beemy Lieutenant 
Monfter, or my Standard. 

Tria. Your Lieutenant ifyou lift, hee’s no ftandard. 

Ste. VV eel not run Monheur Monfter. 

Tra. Nor go neither ; but you'l lic like dogs, and yet 
fay nothing nexher. 

Ste. Moone-calfe {peak once in thy life, ifthou beef 
3 good Moone-calfe. 

(Cal. How does thy honour? Let me licke thy fhooe: 
He not fesue him, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou lieft moft ignorant Monfler, 1am in cafe 
toiuitles Conftable: why, thou deboth'd Fith thou, 
vas there euer man a Coward, chat hath dsunk fo much 
Sacke as I to day? wile thou tell a moaftrous Lie, being 
but halfe s Fith,and halfea Monfter? 

(a. Lor, how he mockes me, wil thou let him my 
Lord? 


¢ 


Cal, 
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Cal. Loc, loe agsine : bite him to death] prethee, 
Ste. Treeeeie, bee pe a good tongue in your head : If 
YOu prove a mutineere, the next Tree - the poore Mon. 
Res’s my fubse&, and he thal noofuffer indignity. 
Cs a. | chonke my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againe co the fuite I made to thee ? 
Ste. Marry will | : kneele, snd repeate it, 
I will Rand, aud fo thall Trancale, 


Eater Ariel imasfile 

Cal. As told thee before, | am fubie& to a Tirene, 
A Sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the Mand. 

Areil, Thon lyeft. 

Cal. Thou lyeft, chow iefi Monkey thos : 
J would my valiant Mafter d deftroy thee, 
I donot lye. 

Ste. Trincale, ify ou trouble him any more in's cale, 
By this hand,t will fupplant fome of your teeth, 

Trea. Why. 1 {aid nothing. 

Ste. Mum then,and no more: proceed. 

Cat. Ufay by Sorcery he got chis Ifle 

From me, he gotir. Ife rearneffe will 
Revenge st on him, (for I know thou dar‘ft) 
Bu this Thing dare nor, 

Ste, That's molt certaine, 

Cal, Thou thalt be Lord of it, and Me ferue thee. 
Ste, How now fhall this he compat? 
Canft chou bring me tothe party? 

Cel. Yea, yea my Lord, le yceld bim thee afleepe, 
Where thou maift knocke a naile into his head, 

Arik. Thou heft, thou canft nor. 

Cal. Whaca py de Ninnie’s this? Thou fcuruy patch: 
I do befeech thy Greatneffe giue him blowes, 
And take his bottle from him: When that’s gone, 
He thall drinke nouphe but brine, for Ne not thew bim 
Where the quicke Frethes are. 

Ste. Trento, ran imto no further danger : 

Interrupt the Monfler one word further, and by chis 
he lecuroe my mercie out o'doores, snd makes 
Stock ith of chee, 

Trin, Why, what did 1? Idid nothing: 

Ue go farther off, 
te. Didft thounos fay he lyed? 
Grief, Thou lich. 
Ste. Dol fo? Takethou thar, 
As youlike this, giue me the lyc another tive. 

Trew. Idid not givethe lie: Out o'your wittes, and 

hearing too? 
A pox o'yoar bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo: 
. murrenon your Monier, andthe dwell take your 
ers. 
"at Ha,ha,hs. 

Ste. Now forward with your Tale: prethee (land 
further off. 

Cal. Beate him enough ; aftes a little time 
Ile beate hitn too, 

Ste, Stand farther ; Come proceede. 

Cal, Why, as} told thee, ‘tis acuftome with him 
I'ch afternoone to fleepe : there thoa maift braine him, 
Having firft feiz'd his bookes : Or witha logge 
Barrer his skull, or psunch him with a Rake, 

Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember 
Fuft co poffeife bis Bookes ; for without them 


be Tempeft. 
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Trin, Lord, quoth he ? that a Monfter thould be fuch Hee’s but a Sor, as I am; nor hath eot 





I remember the Rorie. 


Tle follow Stephane. Exeem. 











One Spintt to command ; they all do have hirn 

As rootedly a3 1. Bame but is Bookes, » 

He ha's braue Veenfils (for (0 he calles chem) 

Which when he ha’s a hoofe, hee'l decke wahan, 
onhider, 










Cals her a non-pareill : } never faws woman 
Bun onely Sycorax my Dam, and the; 
But the as farre furpaffeth Scorer. 
As great ft do's leak, 

Sre. Is it fobraue a Laffe 2 

Cal. 1 Lord, the will become ] warrant, 
And bring thee forth bree breed,’ 

Ste. er, I will kill chis man; his dougheer and 
I will be King and ucene, faue ous Graces : and Thins 
enle and thy felfe thali Vice-royes : 
Doft thou like the plot Triscale ? 

Tree. Excetiens. 

Ste, Give me thy hand, Tam forry I beace chee; 
But while thou hu'ft keepea good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this halfe houre will be be afleepe, 
Wit thea defroy him then? 

Ste, Ton mine honour, 

Ariel, This will I cell my Mafler, 

Ca, Thoumak’f me merty: lam fell of 
Letvsbe1tocond. Will you troule the Carch 
You taught me but whileare? 

Ste. At chy requeft MonBer, I willdo 
Any reafon : Come on Trascnde, ket vs flog. 

Seags. 
Float ee ‘om: adit ‘cm, and flea ‘em, 
«04 free, 
Cal. That’s not thetune, 
Avich plasas the tune on a Taber and Pe, 

Ste. Whacss shis ene: " 

Trem. This ss the tune of our Casch, plaid by che pic- 
ture of No. body, 

Ste.1f thou beef s men,thew thy felfe in thy likenes ; 
Ifthou beef s diuell, eske't as thou Iift. 

Trim. O forgiue memy fines. 

Ste. He that dies payes all debts: I defie thee; 
Mercy vpon vs. 

Cel, Arc thou affeard 2 

Ste. No Moofter, nos t. 

Cal. Benot affeard, the Ife is full of, noyfes, 
Sounds,and fweer aises that give delight snd huct noe: 

ines a choufand twangling Inftruments 

Will hum about mune eares ; an fometime voices, 
That if] chen had wak'd after! fieepe, 
Will make me fleepe agsine, and then in dreaming, 












































co dreame againe, 
Ste. This will prowe a brave kingdome to 
Where I thal have my MuGicke for oe 
Cal. When Profere is deftroy'd, 
Ste. That thall be by and by : 










Tru, The found is awey, 
Lets follow ic, and heer act sar ees. 
Ste. Leade Monfter, 
Wee'l follow : 1 would I could fce chis Teborer, 
¢ layes icon. 
Tree, Wilt come? 










Scoua 








TbeT empeft. 


Ewer Aenfo Schafion, Aachenie (corral, 
Adrem Francice (Fe. 

Gon. By's iskon,! can goe no farther Sir, 

My old bones skes : here's a maze trod indeede 

Through fourth rights,& Mcanders : by your patience 

leerdes maf refi we. 

&. Old Lerd, I coanee blame thee, 

Lar ln csc tia 

Touifdeting of my fperus : Sit downe,and ref : 

Euen bere t will pet off my hope and keepe xz 

Noe longes for wy Flacrerer : he is drown'd 

When ches we Reay to finde,and the Sea mocks 

Our freftr eve fearch on land : well,ber him'gde. 


dt. Laem tight gtad,chac he's fo our of : 

D palace ake forgoe the dea lia 

That you refole'd r'effed. 
sd) The next sduantage will we take throughly. 
Aut, Ler a be tomghe, 

For now they are opprefe'd with trausile they 

Will not.nor caanos efe fach viguance 

As when are &refh. 

Seirumns ened Adufete : end Profper oa the top (imal 
ble 2) Emer Prange foapes bring ng ma Bankes ; 
aod bance ahem a wabguetie absent of falenatsens, and 
eunstong the Kiapethre so cate, they depart. 

Seb. 1 fay conigh : co more. . 

Mt, What hermony is this ? my good friends harke. 
Ges. Mareciions fweet Muficke. 

Mite, Giet vs kind keepers, beaees: whae were thefe? 
Sch. A trang Drelerse : n0@ | will belecue 

Thae cheve sre Vinicornes : shar in svabia 

There sone T ree,the Phoenis chroac,one Pharniz 

As thes boore reigning there. 

At, Ue beleeve both : 

Aad what do's clfe want credit come to me 

Aad le befeorne ‘tis crue : Travellers nere did lye, 

Thotgh fooles ar home condemne em. 

Gen. lf in Naples 

1 Gould report this now, would they belecue me? 

EI thould {59 1 faw fuch Mlands ; 

(Fer cerees,chefe are of che Ifland) 

Whothough they are of monftroes thape,yet nore 

Thea mancers ste more gentle, kinde.chen of 

Our hemeine gener xion you thall finde 

Many, nay aloft ony. : 

Pre. Honeft Lord, 

Thou bsft faid well: for fome of you shere prefent : 

Ase werfe then dwels, 

a. erat erator; eee 

Sech thapes fech re,and fac cupt 

Srslaat they Lanerel wfe of tongoe) a hinde 
es 


OF cm dumbe difcour fe. 

Pre. Praife in deporting ; 

Fr. They vamth‘d {trangely. 

Seb. Nomaster, fince (mocks. 
They howe left their Visnds behunde; for wee heue flo- 
Wt plesfe you tafte of what is here? 

Ale, Not 1. (Boyes 

Gow. Fath Sis,you ncede not feare: when wee were 
Die Lope Belay ohodr roars bed henging em 

e ging o'em 
Wollers of ficth ? os chat there were fuch men 
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yok pase au flies arco calles now we finde 
Esch out ‘or one, will bring vs 
God wenset ob 
il, 1 will Aland to, end ferde, 
Al eny taft,no mecter, fince I feele 
The beft is paft : brother : my Lord,the Duke, 
Stand too, and dee a3 we. 
Thender and gy Enter Ariel (lke « Harpey) 
bes wengs open the Table, and wih a quien dewice + 


etr, You are chece men of inne, whom deftiny 
Thet hath to inflrument this lower world, 
And whee is in’ : the newer (urfeited Sea, 
Hath caus’d to belch vp you; and on this Iflend, 
Where man doth not inbabit, you ‘mong men, 
Being moft vaficto live : I have made you med ; 


And even with fuch like valoer,men and drowne 
There proper felues : you feoles,I end my fellowes 

Are minefters of Face, the Elements 

Of whom your {woeds are temper'd msy 2s well 


Wound the loud windes,or with bemockec-as-Stabs 
Kill che full clofing waters, as dimieuth 
One dowle that's in my plumbe : My fellow miniflers 
Are like-tnvalnerable : if you could hurt, 
Your {words are now too mathe for your firengths, 
And will not be vplifted : But remember 
(For that’s my bulineffe to you) thas you three 
From UMslame did fupplant good Profpere, 
Expos'd vato the Sea (which hath requit it) 
Him, end his innocent childe ; for which foule deed, 
The Powres,delaying (not forgetting) have 
Incens’d the Seas, and = alae e0,all che Creacures 
Againit your peace: Thee of thy Sonne, 4. 
They have berefi 3and doe iat oe by = 
Lingring perdicion (worfe chen any death 
Can be at once) thal] Nep,by fep sicend 
You,and your wayes, w wraths to guard you from, 
Which here,in this moft defolace Ific,elfe fals 
Vpon your heads,is noching but hesrts-forrow, 
And acteere hfe enfur 
He vanifees m Thander : then (10 foft Mufcke.) Evtcr the 
Poepes agame, and danace (wih mockys and mowes) and 
carrymg oot the Table. 
Pre, Reauely che figure of this Harpie halt thoe 
Perform’d(my re¥)a grace it had devouring: 
Of my Inftrudion, haft chou nothing bated 
In what thou had ®t to fay : fo with good life, 
And obferuation ftrange, avy meaner minifters 
The fewerall kindes haue done: my high charmes work, 
And thefe (mine enemies ) are all knit vp 
In their diftra@ions : they now sre in my powre ; 
And in chefe fits,! leave hea. while trike 
Young Ferdmand(whom pet | fuppofe 1s droun'd) 
And his,and mine loud darling. , 
Gen, I'thname of fomething holy,Sic, why Rand yos 
In this Rrange Race ? 
el. 0,10 is monftrous : monfrous : 
Me thought the billowes fpoke,and told mé ofit, 
Thew eee cae) wad We Lheece 5 
That deepe and dreadfell Org sn- Pipe) pronounc’ 
Oe name of Profper : it did bate my ake, 


Therefore my Sonne i'th Ooze is bedded ; and 
Tle fecke him deeper then ere plummet founded, 
Aad with him there lye modded, Exa. 
Seb. Bat one feend et atime, 
Ile fight their Legions ore. 6 
B Au, 
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Au, We be thy Second. 
Gow. All theee of them are defperace: cheis great guilt 
(Like poyfon given to worke a grest time afer) 
Now gins co bite the fpirits ; I doe befecch you 
(That ate of fuppler ieynts) follow chee (willy, 
And hinder chem from what this extahe 
May now proaoke them to. 


Ad. Follow,| pray you. Exsunt onnes, 





Atlus Quartus. ScenePrima. 


; Ester » Ferdmand and Miranda. 
Pre. If l have coo aufterely punifb'd you, 
Your compenfation makes amends, for J 
Haue given you here,a third of mine ovene life, 
Or thst for which ] Irue. who,once sgaine 
Itendertothy hand: Al! thy vexations 
Were but ey trials of chy loue, and thow 
Haft ftrengely flood the tefl : here,afore heawen 
Lratifie this my rich guift : O Ferdinand, 
Doe not (mile at me, chat I boaft hes of, 
For thou fhale finde the will out-ftrop all praife 
And make it hale behinde her. 

Fer, I doe beleeue it 
Againft an Oracle. 

Pro, Then,asmy gueft.and thine owne sequifition 
Wonthily sirekes ds akemy daughter. Bur 
Ifchou do ft breake her Virgu—knot, before 
All fanQiumonious ceremonies ma 
With full and holy righe, be manihred: 

No (weet afperfion (hall the heaucns let fall 
Tomake this concradt grow; bur bacraine hare, 
Sowet-ey'd difdaine, and difcord thall beftrew 
The vnion of your bed, with weedes fo loathly 
That you thall hace it both : Therefore take hecde, 
AsHymens Lamps shall light you. 

Fer. AsLhope 

For quiec dayes, faire Iffue,and long life, 
With fuch loue,ss ‘tis now che murkieft den, 
The molt opportune place the ftronght faggeftion, 
Our worler Genins can.thall never mele 
Mine honor into Jult, to take away 
The edge of thas dayes celebration, 
When I thal! chinke,or Phabes Stecds are founderd, 
OxNight kept chain'd below. 
Pre. Fairely fpoke ; 
Sit then,and talke with her, fhe is chine owne ; 
What Aricll,eny indoftrious ferud Are. Enter Areel. 

Ar. What would my pocens mafter ? here I am. 

Pre. Thou,aad thy meaner fellowes, your laft fervice 
Did worthily performe ; and I molt vfe you 
In (uch another tricke - goe bring the rabble 
(Ore whom | give thee powre) here,to this place: 
Incite them to quicke motion, for I muft 
Beftow vpon the eyes of this yong couple 
Some vanity of mine Art : its my promt, 

And they expea it from me, 

Ar, Pre ently 2 

Pre. 1: with atwincke. 

ofr. Before you can fay come,snd gor, 

And breathe twice ; and cry, fo, fo: 
Each one tripping on his Toe, 
Will be here with mop,snd mowe, 
Doe you love me Mafter? no? 





The Tempef. 


Exo, Pro, Desrely,my delicate rel : doe not spprosch 


Till chou do’ft heare me call. 
ar. Well : l conceive. Exe. 
Pre. Looke thow be crve - doe not giue dalliance 


Too much the raigne : the osthes.ere firaw 
TochTice ith’ blood : be more : 
Or elfe night your vow. 
BR he pkehir gou, Sis, 
Abstes the ede ta Lines. ee 
Pre. Weil. 
Now come my Arif, bring a Corolary, 
Rather then want a Spirit;appear fc pestly. Soft auch, 
pastel seals ‘anheelby Esser bres. 
fr. Ceres, bounteoes -thy rich Leas 
Of Wheare Rye, Barley ,Feuches,Oaces and Peale; 
Thy Turphie-Moumaines, where live orbling Sheepe, 


Aad flac Medes thetchd with Srover,them to keepe: 
Thy bankes with pioned,and twilled beims 
Which (pengie Aproff,at chy beft betreme; 
Tomake mphes chaft crownes ; & thy broome- 
Whole thadow the difeniffed Batchelor loucs, (groves, 
Being laffe-lorne : thy pole-clipe vineyard, 
And chy Sea-mar Be wtcile,and rockey-hard, 
Where chou thy felfe doll ayre,tKe ha o'th Skie, 
Whole watty Arch, and meffenger,am ]. 
Bids thee leaue thefe,& with her fouergigne grace, Jane 
Here on this graffe-plot,in this very place defcends. 
Tocome.and fpore: here Peacocks Aye amaine : 
Approach, nch Ceres hectoenterrame.  Encor Ceres. 

Cer. Haile,many-coloured Meflenges, thas acre 
Do'ft difobey the wife of /up seers 
Who,with thy faffron wings,vpon my Bowses 
Diffofeft hony drops, rehrethi fhowres, 
And with each end of chy blew bowe do’h crowne 
My boskie actes,and my wnthrubd downe, 
Rich fcarphto my proud earth: why hath chyQgeene 
Summond me hither,to this (hort gras'd Greens ? 

Ir. A contra of tee Louc,to celebrate, 
And fome donscion freely to efter 
Oa che bles'd Lovers. 

Cer, Tell me heavenly Bowe, 
1f Pewns of her Sonac,ss thou do’R know, 
Doe now attend the Queene ? fince they did ploe 
The meanes, that duskie Dis my daughter gor, 
Her,and her blind-Boyes {candald company, 
I have forfworne. 

Ir. OF her focietie 
Be not afraid : Imes her deitie 
Curting the clouds cowards Papbes : and ber Son 
Dowe drawn with hes: here they to heue dose 
Some wanton charme,vpon this Man and Mside, 
Whofe vowes are,that no bed-right thal be peid 
Till Hymns Torch be lighted : bes in valine, 
Ma fes hor Minion is returnd againe, 
Her oh Seley secre eiee his bari bit 
Swears he will fhoote nomore Sparrows, 
Aad be » Boy right out. ey 

Cer, Higheft Queene of State, 
BR arte Abra ome dor Og 

° this cwsine mms perous 
halccdcnecites, a Thay Sing. 


Long 
apes, be , 
Eourely sepa, be fall vpen yon fics 


Spring coun toyon at the fartheft, 
fn the very end of Harucf. 
Scarcrty and w ext fall an you, 
Cores’ for on you. 

Fe. Thisiss msiefticke vifion, and 


Tono and Ceres whefper sed feud Iris on eurpleyment. 
hra.YouNiophs caid Nayades of y madnng brooks, 
*d crownes,snd cuer-harmelefie lookes, 
channels, and on this greene-Land 
_ faue do's command. 
Niapbes, end belpe to celebsaic 
of tue Love : be not too late. 


Reapers (property babiced : ob 

epee biden 
3 i 7 tee 

and confufed nsf, shez bean:|; vargh. 


Sichocsll come al shuppeedaprepaeawarab ks 
Per. This is firange : yous fachers in fome 
That workes him firongly. 
Ader. Newer cill this day 
Sew 3 hie touch'd with enger, fo diftemper'd. 
Pre. Tow doe looke (my fon)}in a mou'd fort, 
As if you were difmeid : be cheercfull Sit, 
Ow snow are ended : Thefe our ators , 
(As I foretold you) were all Spirits, and 
Ase macited into Ayre, into thin Ayre, 
Aad like the beltleffe fabricke of this vifion 
The C Towres, the gorgeous Pallaces , 
The folerane Temples, the preat Globe it felfc, 
Yes, all which it mheric, thal' diflulve, 
And like this infobfiantiall Pageant faded 
Leaue nora racke bebinde : we are fach fluffe 
As dscames sre made on ; and our lietie life 
Is rounded wich a fleepe : Sir, | am vext, 
= rt Apa ama 
Be sot dé with my infirmicie, 
Mf you be pleas‘d, retire into my Cell, 
Aad hese repole, a turne ot two, He walke 
Tefal asy beating minde. 
Fa. Slr. We with your peace. 


a. Ae dj ed pan alemple leafure ? 
Pre, Span: Weaoft to pois srl 
Ar. | ny Commander, when I prefented Ceres 
Ichought to hee cold chee of it, bac J fear’d 
Leatt I might anger thee. 
Pro. Say again, where didft thos leane thefe varlocs? 
Ar. L told you Sic,chey were red-hot with drinking, 
So fell of valour,thes they {mote the syre 
For brearbing ia their faces : beace the grownd 
For kiffing of cheis fcete; yet slwaies bending 
Towards their prose : then I beste my Tabor, 
Ac which like wnbeck’c colcs they prickt their eares, 
Aduanc'd their eye-lids, Isfted vp their nofes 
As ap eure moficke, fo I charm’d their cares 
That Calfe-like, they ny lowing follow'd, through 
Tooth'd beiers,tharpe frees, prickiog goffe,& thorns, 
hades asi their fraile fhins : ac ta Fieft them 
th’ filthy mamded poole beyond your Cell, _ 
There dancing vp wrth'ching tha the fowle Lake 
Ore-ftunck cheis feet. 
Pro. This was well done (my bird) 
Thy thape invifible retaine thou (till : 
The trumpery in my houfe, goe bring it hither 
For ftaleto catch thefe theeues. 47.1 g0,1 poe. Ext. 
Pre. A Deuill, a borne-Deuill, on whofe nature. 
Nurture can never fticke : on whom my paines 
Humanely caken, all, all loft, quite loft, 
And, as with age, his body ouglier growes, 
So his minde cankers : I will plague chem all , 
Euen to roaring : Come, hang on them this hine. 
Enter Ariell, loaden wish glificring apparel, oc, Evter 
Caliban, Seepheno, and Trinculo, all wet. 
Cal. Pray you tread foftly, chat the blinde Mole may 
not heare ree fall : we agra are neere his Cell. 

St. Mooher, Fairy, you fay is aharmies Fairy, 
Has done Werle Detter cher thd the lacke with vs. oe 
Trim. Monfter, I do frneil ail horfe- piffe, s¢ which 

My nofe is in great indignation. 
Ste. Sois mine. Do you hesre Monfter: If I fhould 
Take a difplesfure againft you : Looke you, 
Trim, Thos wert but aloft Monfter. 
Col. Good my Lord, giue me thy feuour fil, 
Be patient, for the prize Ile bring thee coo 
Shall hud winke this mifchance : cherefore fpeake foftly, 
All's bufhe as midnight yer. 
Trin, 1, but to loofe our bottles in the Poole. 
Ste. There is noc onely difgrace and difhones ir. that 
Monfter, but an infinite loffe. 
Tr. That's more to me then my wetting : 
Yee chis is your harmicife Fairy, Monfter. 
Ste, L will feech off my bortle, 
Though I be o're eares for my labour. 
Cal. Pre-chee (my King) be quiet. Seeft thou heere 
This is the mouth o’th Cell : no noife,snd entet : 
Do that good mifcheefe, which may make thus Ifland 
Thine owe for ever, end I chy Ca/bes 
For aye thy foot-licker. 
Sre. Glue me thy hand, 
I do begin to haue bloody thoughts. 
Tren. O King Stephane, O Pecre : O worthy Stephane, 
Looke what a wardrobe heere is for thee. 
Cal. Let it alone chou fools, it is buc trath. 
Tri. Oh, ho, Monfter : wee know whiat belongs to 3 


© Stephane. ¢ 
fipperys = Bs Ste, Puc 
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Ste. Put off chat gowne (Trmcule) by this hand Ile 
hewe that gowne. 

Tra Thy grace thall haue ic. (meane 

Cal. The dropfhe drowne this foole, what doe you 
To doate thus on fech luggage ?let’s alone 
And doe the faarther GAT he awake, 

From toe to crowne hee’ fill ous skins wath pinches, 
Make vs firange Ruffe. 

Ste. Be you quiet (Menfler ) Mifisis line , is not this 
my Jerkin? now 1s the Jerkin vnder che bane : now ler- 
kin you are like to lole your haire &cprowe a bald berken. 

Trem Doe, doc; we ficale by lyne and leuell, and’ 
like your grece. 

See. 1 thee for chat ieft ; heer’s s parment for't: 
Wit thall n0¢ goe wn-sewarded while | om of this 
Country : Seale by line and lewell, is an exceilem pafle 
of pete : there's another garment for'c. 

Tri, Monfter , come put fome Lime vpon your fin - 

end sway with the reft. 

Cat. 1 will have none on’e : we hall loofe ous time, 
Aod all be vern’d to Barnacies, ot to Apes 
Wrth foreheads villanows low. 

Ste, Monfter, lay ta s: helpe to beare this 
away, where my hogfhead uf wine is, of Ile wane you 
out of my kingdome : goe to, carry this. 

Tr. And lus, 

Ste. §, and this. 

A warfe of Henvers beard. Ewer dowers Sports ma foape 
of Dogs and Hoands, basting soem about » Proppere 
and eAtriel fetting tbem on, 

Pro. Hey _Meantame, hey. 

Airs. Sdaw : there n goes, Solver. 

Pro. Eury, Fury : there Tyrant, there : harke, hake. 
Goe, charge my Gobhns that they grinde theis soynts 
Wich dry Convultions, fhorten vp their hnewes 
With aged Cramps, & more pinch-fpocced make them, 
Then Pard, oc Cat 0’ Mountaine, 

Air. Harke, they rore. 
ras Let them be hunted foundly : At this house 
oes a4 my mercy all mine enemics : 

Shortly (hall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt hewe che ayre at freedome : for a little 


Follow, and doe me ferwice. Exemt. 


eA Gus quintus: Scena Prima. 


Esser Prolpcro (0 bes Adagwhe robes) and Asicl. 


Pro, Now do'smy Proie& gather tos head: 
My chacmes cracke not: my Spirits obcy,and Time. 
Goes vpright westh his cotriage zhow’s the day? 

ar, On the fixe hower, at which ime, my Lord 
You faid our worke thould ceale. 

Pre. did fay fo, 

When firft Irais'd che Tempcft : fay my Spirit, 
How fares the King, and 's followers? 

Ar. Confin'd together 
In the fame fafhion, as you gaue in charge, 
left es you left chein; all prifoners Ste 
In che Line- grees which weacher-fends your Cell, 

cannot boudge till your releafe : The Keg. 
His Brother, and yours abide all three diftrad 
And the remainder mouming over then, 
Brim full of forrow, and drfmay 1 bac chichy 


The Tempeft. 


Him thac you term’d Sis, the eld Lord Gonzales, 
ropa oobyrtebebyeShred. phn 
From esnes of reeds: your charm fo frongly works ‘cm 
That sf you sow beheld them, your affedtions 
Would become tender. 

Pre. Doft thos thinke fo, Spirit ? 

Ar, Vine would , Sis, were I humane, 

la RP 
Haft chou (which art but aire) a couch, 2 
Of cheir sAisons, end Opal emp fee, 
One of their kinde, chat relil& all as therpely, 
Paftron as ee eee 
Thogh with cheis high wrongs f am ftreok to th’quick, 
Yet, with my sobler restos, gaint coy farse 
Doe I cake part: che rarer AQion 1s 
In verte, then in vengeance: _ being penitenr, 
ihr pins Naor art ican 
Nox ¢ frowne further : Goe,releafe them Ariel, 
My Charmes Jic breake,their (ences Ile reftore, 
And they hall be chemfelacs, 

ar. lle fetch chem, Sir, 

Pre. Ye Elves ofhils brooks Madi 
And ye, that on the faads with pri 
Doe chafe the ebbing-NVeprane, and doe fite ham 
When he comes backe : you demy- t, chat 
By Moone. fhine doe the greene fowre R ingiers moke, 
Whereof the Ewe not bites : and spetiseae paftime 
Isto eoake midnight-M chat reioyce 
To heare the folemne Curfewe, by whole syde 
(Weake Maficss though ye be) I hawe bedyran’ 
The Noone. ude Sen, calf’d forth the marenous windes, 
Aod twist the greene Sea, sod the azur'd vealt 
Set rosring warre: To the dread rating Theader 
Haue } gusen fire, and sifted /enes owt Oke 
With lus owne Bole: The ftrong bafs'd promoncorie 
Hewe | made (hake, aad by the {purs plucke vp 
The Pyne, and Cedar. Graves ac my 
Haue wak'd cheie fleepers, op’d,and let ‘em ferdh 
By ray fo potent Art. But this cough Magicke 
Theere absere : and when I hove requir'd 
Some heauenly Mufiche (which ewen now 1 do) 
To worke rmme end vpon their Seances, that 
This Ayrie~charme ss for, l'le breake my ftaffe, 

it certaine fadomes in the earth, 

And deeper then did cucr Pleamet found 
Tle drowne my booke. Solemue mu ficke. 


Heeve enters Ariel : Then Alonlo with « frantichy ge- 
fuve, attended by Sebaftian and Anthonio sw 
lke manner attended by Adsizn end Francifco : They all 
enter the corcle whist Profpero bad snade and there hand 
charm'd : which Profpeso ebferwing , Beakes. 

A folemne Ayte,and the bef comforter, 

Toan voferied fancie, Cure thy braines 

(Now vielefle) boile wichin thy skull : chere land 

For yoo are Spell. ftope. 

Holy Geszalle, Honourable man, 

Mine eyes ev'n fociable to the thew of chine 

Fall (cllowly drops : The charme diffolues space, 

And as the morning fteales vpon the night 

the darkenefle) fo their rifing fences 

in co chace the ignorans fumes that mantic 

Theis cleerer reafoo. O Gonsahe 

Tohimthou folew Ay prs 
obi 51 will 

Heme both in word,sad Nach vedly 











Did thou dhay6, vie me, sad 7 Sag 
Thy breches wean Gestdaccés lace 

These ast penclid for’: now Sehafftes. Seth, sad biowd, 
You, brother enine, thet encertane aenbition, 


(Fete irwend paces 
‘ould beere hame kilf'd your King: I do 
Venscncall chowgh thou ast : Their 
wee eae : 
Will Rooctty Fill the reafonable fhore 
That nove by foule, and muddy s 20: one of them 
Thas yet lookes on ane, or would know me: Anefl, 
Feech mse che Has, and Rapier in my Cell, 
Iwill difcale ene. snd my Keife prefen 
As! wes fometine t Quickly Spee, 
Thow that excloag be free. 
Areal frags, aed bealps v0 attire bom, 

Whare the Bes _ theare fuck f, 

£0 4 Cavfips the, 

There | conch when Owles dee cra, 

Ow rhe Batts backy | des fies 


Mhe. Where thoe bee fi he ot no, 
Oc fame inchented trifiie co ebefe me, 


(And f chss be a: olf) s moft 
Dutkedome I 


plockehis Highneffe fewnevpon you 
And tuftsiie you Traicors : a this time 


Lwill coll vo tales. 


For you(moft wicked Sir) whom to call brocher 
Would even wnfect ray mouth, } do forgiue 
My Dekodorer othce, which, pofoee Th 

y w cel know 
Thou reuft reftore. 

Ale, Uvroe beeft 
Ge ws parcaculars of thy prefervation, 
How chou haftax¢ va beare, whom three howres face 
Were wracks epon his there ? where J hawe loft 

the p-otut of this remembrance is) 
erdinaed., 


Pre. lam woe sairarer 
Alle, lcreperable ss che aod patience 
Sader, st is palt her cure. 
Pre. Tsasher chinke 
Vounaue aor fooghe her helpe, ot whofe folt grace 


For che like loffe, # have her (ower signe ad, 
Aad reft my felfe content. 
Ate, You the like loffe ? 
Pre As great come, as late, and 
foaled duce bole base [arte tech eke 
Then you racy call co comfort you ; for 3 
daughter. 


loing both nape 


admize, 
Thae they dewoure their reafon, and {carce thinke 
Their cies dae offices of Truth : Thess words 


Beficring chis (rit meeting : Welcome, Sic 
This Ceif's ny Court : heerc baue | few atrendanss, 
And Subieds none sbroed: pray yor looke mn: 
My Dekedome eee yoenest juen one agsing, 
I will requice you with ss sching, 
At leaf bring forch a tO content ye 
As mech, asme my Dubedome. 
« defcowers Ferdinand aad Marends, play 


. Nomy louc, 

ie ae ¢ 

Mir, Yes , fora lcare of Ki ® 
And f woeld call it faire play. tee 

Ale. If chis proue 
A vifion of the Ifland, one deese Sonne 
Shell I cwice loofe. 

Seb. Amoft high airacle. 

Fer. Sees threaten they eve mercifull, 

without caufe. 


adr. O wonder een 
Hew goodly crescures are > 
Hic tasmeast euskinasG? ere 
3 








18 The Tempsp 
Thor hes fech people in’. “| Ourreyall, good, and galtan: Ship + our M after 
Pre. ‘Tis newte thee. (play? | Capring toeycher: on atrice, fo you, 
din, \What is this Maid, with whem thee was'car | Eeenina dreame, were we di from 
Your eld'ft acquaintance cannot be three houres : And were brought moaping hither, 
Is the the goddeffe chat hath fewer'd va, re biedeap egret viesale 
And brough: vs thus to 5 » Brauely (my diligence be tree. 
Per. aii isin, aad Ale, Thisis as trange a Mate, as ere mentred, 
ety tomieriall pendence: Devens And cere sta this buhnelie,mmore then nacare 
Ichofe her when { could ner aske my Pather Was euer conduQ of : fome Oracle 
For his aduife : nor choughe [ had one : She Meff redtifte our k 
Js daughter to this famous Duke of AfiBede, Pre, Sua, my Leige, 
Of whom, fo often I haue heard renowne, Doe not infeR minde, with beating en 
But never faw before: of whom Ihave The of chis bufincfle,at picks leifere 
Recein'd a fecond life; and (ec ond Facher (Which thall be fhortly fingle) I'le refolue 
This Lady makes him come. Avene ros feall Rerme probable) of evcry 
Ale, sm hers. fe eccidents : till when, be cheerefall 
But O, how ody will: found, chat [ And thi of each thing well: Come hithes Spirit, 
Dull acke my chitde forgivencife? Set Calsban, and his Geerpeaes free : 
Pre. There Sit ftop, Vaeye the Spell : How wei my preevens Sis? 
Let vs ace 5 urthen our remembrances, with There ase yet miffing of your Companie 


A heauineffe thas’s gon. 
Gea. | haue inly wepe, 
Or thould hawe poke ere this : loeke downe you gods 
And on this couple drop a bleffed crowne ; 
For ic is you, chac have chalk'd forth the way 
Which vs hither. 
Ate. fey Amen, Goarahe, 
Gen, Was Dislae throft from AdsMasme, chat his Iffve 
Should become Kings of apie: ? O reieyce 
Beyond a common toy. and fe: 1 downe 
With gold on lafting Pullers : In one voyage 
Did (loribethet husband finde or Taw, 
And Ferdinand her brother, found s wile, 
Where he himfelfe was tof : ? o,tws Duk edome 
In a poore Ife : and all of vs,our felues, 
When a0 mon wes his owne. 
Ale, Gwe me your hands: 
Let griefe snd forrew Rill embrace hisheart, 
Thee doth not with you ioy. 
Gea, Be it fo, Amen. 
Eater Arata che Mefier ard Boatfwane 
amazedly é 
O lookeSir.looke Sir here is more of v9: 
I prephefi'd, feGsllowes wereon Lend = - 
is fellow could not drowne : Now biafphemy, 
Trac (wear Grace ore-boerd,not an esth on there, 
Haft thew ne mouth by land? 
Whar is che newes? 
Ber, The beft newes is, chat we hawe fafely found 
Our King, and : The nent : our Ship, 
Which bur chree piaffes hace, we gave out {plin, 
Istyte, and yare, and bravely rig'd, as when 
We ficlt pur out to Sea. 
Ar. Sit, all chis feruice 
Have t done ince 1 — 
Pre. My trighfey Spiric. 
Ale Thefe are not nacarall evens, they firengthen 
From firange,to ftranges : (sy, how came you hither / 
Bee. U1 did thinke, Sir,{ were well awake, 
S'ld Rtrine co tell you : we were desd of (Icepe, 
And (how we know noc) all claps vader hatches, 
Where, but even now,with ftrange,end feverall noyles 
Of roring threeking howling, gingling chaines, 
And mo diuerfitie of founds, ai! horrible. 
We were awsk'd: firaight way, at liberty; 
Where we, i all our trim, frethly beheld 


Some few odde Lads, chat you remember not 
Ester Arce, drinmg wm Caliban, Stephane, and 
Trimcule om thew fotwe Appareil. 

Ste. Every man thift for ail the seft, and let 
No men take care for himfelfe ; for all is 
Buc fortune : (oragic Bully. Monfter Cor afe. 

Tro. If thele be crue (pies which | weare in my heed, 

here's 3 goodly fighs. ° 

Cal. O Sctebos, chefe be brave Spirits mndeede 
How fine my Mafter is? Lamafraid 
He will chattife me. 

Seb. Ha, ha: 
What things are chefe, my Lord Surbence ? 
Will money buy em? 

aor, Very hie : one of them 
Is a plaine Fulb, and no doubt marketable. 

Pre, Mahe buc che badges of thefe men,my Lords, 
Then fay if chey be ccue: This mifhapenknave; 
His Mother was a Witch, and one fo Rrong 
That could conirole the Moone ; make flowes,and ebs 
And deale ia her command, without her power : 
Thefe three have robd me,and this demy—diveil ; 
(For he's abafterd one) had plotced with them 
To cake my life : cwo of thele Fellowes, you 
Mut know,and owne, chis Thing of dackenefle, I 


parser in fusen 
Cal. I (hall be pinche eo death. 


Ale. Is act ches Stephane, my deunken Bucler ? 
Seb. He is drunke now; , 
Where had he wine? . 
Ale. Aad Trincale \s reeling ripe s where Should they 
Finde this — Liquor thar bach gilded'em? 
How cam'tt thou in this pickle? 
Tri. Lhawe bin in fuch a pickle fince I faw you laft, 
That I feare me will never out of my bons: 
1 thall not feare fly-blowing. 
Seb. oe how now Stephane? : 
Ste, Orouch me not,] am not Srephane,but aCramo, 
Pre. You'ld be King o’che Bile, Sisha? vee 
Ste. Ufhould have bin afore one then. 
Ale, This is a ficange thing as ere Mlook'don. 
Pre. Heisas difproportion'’d inhis Manners 
As in his thape : Goe Sirha, tomy Cell, 
Take with you yous Companions : 43 you looke 
To haue my pardon, trim it handfomely. 
Cal, Uthat I will: and le be wife hereaker , ja 





And fecke for grace : what 3 cuice double Affe tee bees ere toleetre nuptiell 
Was I to ake this dranksed fora ged 7 Or the fe ovr deere-bclou'd, folemaized, 
Aad worthip Usis dull foote? And thence retire me to my AMiflaee, where 
Pre, Gae to, swey. found it saa ar thought fhall be my greve. 
fie. Hence, and beftow your luggage you ay Je 
Seb. Orfiole ix cacher. Yo heere the cl tage g which mult 
Pra, Sic, Liouce your Highneffe, and your trae Take the eare pelos 
Lae gars re eae el ag Pets Vle deliues eri 
For this of ic, He walte Storage. ious gales, 
Wich foch asl nocdovbe,thelmakele | And Gil, fo pee 
Goe quicke away: Thefloty of my if, Yous Pihiy eas ogre Avil ; wicks 
And the particular sccidenss, gon by Thee is chy charge: Then to the Elements 
Since I came to this Ile : And m che morne Be free, and ferc thou weil : pleafe you drew averel 
Fle bring you to your thip , and (0 to Napler, Exeus emacs. 








EPILOGVE, The Scene,an vn-inhabited Ifland 








fpoken by Profpero. Names of the Aélors. 
hermes are alk ore-throwant, 
ad wha frongth I bane’ s mine wont. poe i af Fries 
Heer as ofl fares: now‘ ris trae Profpero, the right Duke of Millene. 
be beere confinde by you, Ancbenie his brorher she-vfurping Dake of Millcine 
o ext to Naples, Let we met Ferdinand, Sen to she King of Naples. 
Since! bane my Dukedemeget , Gonzale, an heneft old Councelier, 
fad pardon d che deceiner, dwell Adrian, & Francifco, Lords. 
inthe bare Zfand, by your Spell, Caliban, 4 faluage and deformed ene, 
—_— reg Pa bands Trimule,a ieRer. 
good bands: Stephane, drunken Butler, 
ear ‘mad wry Sailes Mafier of a Shup. 
proieti failes, Beste- Swasne 
ae : Now [want Marviwers. 
a te : Art tainchent, Mivenda, dengbrer te Profjero. 
eae ree a 
Wtuch pierces fo, chests ofaales cas 
Bercy st felfe, and frees alt fentts. tens Spiritte 
4s yee crimes wenld pardea'd be, Nystphes 
Ls your Dadulgence ferme free Exic. | Respars 
FINIS. 


THE 





Two Gentlemen of Verona. 





eA fus primus, Scena prima. 





VW clenvien : Prockess, ond Speed. 





launces 
I rather would entreac Sy any, 


abroed, 
Then (lew fluggerdia’d at home) 
Leaky out lg leneffe. 
But Gnce thou low’lt ; love fill end thrive therein, 
Even as | would, when | to loue begin. 
Pre. Wilt thou be gone! Sweet Malentene adew, 
Thinke on thy Proshens, when thow(hap'ly) (eeft 
Some care note-worthy obiedtin thy trausile. 
With me pantaker in thyh pinefie 
When thou do'ft meet good hap: end inthy danger, 
fever d doe enuiron thee) 
cody gucsince tomy holy prayers, 
For § will be thy beedef-man, Valentine 
Wal. Andon love-booke prey (or my fucceffe ? 
Pre. Vpon fome booke I love, Ile pray for thee. 
Wal. t’s on fome fhallow Store of deepe loue, 
Hew yong Leander croft the He 
Pro Thor's a deepe Storie, of a love, 
For he was more then over-fhooes in 
Val. ‘Tistrees for you ere over-boetes mm love, 
And yet you never fwom che Helefpoar 
Pre, Quer che Bootes? ney give me not the Boots. 
Wd. No, Lwnli nor; fori boots chee not 
Pre Whace ( 2 
Ual. Tobe wove; where {core is bought with 
Coy looks, with hert-fore fighes: one fading moments 
With twenty sakna sig che pure nights, (ourch, 
Ifhrap'ly won 3 egame, 
vn ‘ahy ene ase tabooe won, 
How ever - burs folly booghe with wit, 
Or elfe awit, by folly vanquithed 
Pre So, by your circumftence,you call me foole 
Val. cs te circumAance,! feere you'll prove 
Pre. “Tis Lowe you cavill ac, J am not Loue 
Yel, Love is your mefter, for he mafters you; 
And he that is fo yoked by 2 foole, 
Me chinkes fould not be chronicled for wife. 


Pre Yet Weiers foy; sssnche fwerteft Bud, 
The eating Canker dwels; fo eaung Loue 
Jahabits m the finelt wits of all 

Wel, And Weners fay; 0s the moft forwerd Bud 








Is eaten by che Conkrer ere ic big, 
Euen(o by Love, che yos render wi 
Is ture’d ww folly, biafting in the Bud, 
Leofing his serdure, even m the : 
Ané sll the fare cieéts oer bopes 
But wherefore wafte I time to sile thee 
That art a votery to fond defire? 
abl gpbpialle presto iatecr Or 
Expedis my comanng, tofeeme 
Pre And thither wall I bang thee Malrarse. 
Wel. Sweet Prethem, no: Now let vs take our leave: 
To (Miderse let me heare from thee by Letters 
Of thy fucceffe m love; snd whet newes elfe 
Beudeth herein ebfence of thy Friend: 
And [ likewife wif vifite thee with mine. 
Pre. All happineffe bechence to thee in AdMlains. 
Val. As mech co you at home: end fo farewell. Ecw. 
Pre. He efter Honour bunts, J after Looe g 
He leaves hus friends,co dignifie then more; 
Jlowe my felfe, my fifends, and al! for loue 2 
Thou Jala thou haft mecamorphis’d me. 
Made me negle& my Studies, loofe my tiene; 
Warre with good counfaile, fer che world at nought ; 
Made Wit with mufing, weake; hert fick wich thoeght. 
Sp Sur Prochess : {ave you : faw you my Mefter ? 
Pre.But now he parted hence to emberque fos Ads Bain, 
Sp. Twenty to one then, he 1s fhip'd already, 
And I heve plard the Sheepe in loofing him, 
Pre. Indeede s Sheepe doth very often firsy, 
And ifthe Shepheard be awhile away. 


7. You conclude that my Matter is a Shephesed chen, 
v 


Pre, | 
Sp. Why chen my homes sre his hornes, whether I 
wakeor fleepe. 
Pre. A Gilly anfwere, and firting well s Sheepe. 
Sp. This prowes me ftill 3 
Pre, True: end thy Mafter a Shepheard, 
Sp Nay, that J can deny by s arcumfance. 
Pre Ic thall goehard but ile proue it by another. 
(i = bes eadal feekes ae bets. oe = 
S$ r epheards but I feeke my Mafter, ond my 
Mates fedker notes therefore saa ne 
Pre, TheS for fodder follow the 
the for follewes not the Sheepe : thou 
for wages followefi thy Mafter, thy Mafler for weg rs 
folowes not thee: therefore chou art a Sheepe 
Sp. Such enorher proofe will make me cry bab 
Pro, But do'ft thou heare: geet thow my actrer 
to falen? e 
SI 














lec’ é-Séanton) and the (alac'd-Muccen, 
(a omg ) goue mec (8 


prc. Whee e cao Daall satire box Goad ese 
Marcas. 


Ps olin groend be ouce-charg’d, yor wereboht 
Pre, Ney, in cha you are aftray : ‘cwese beft pound 


>. Nay Sir, leffe then 2 pound (hall (crue me for care 
eying yous Lesrer. 

Pre. You miftake ; I mesae the pound, s Pinfold. 
Sp. From 2 pound co a pin? fold & over and over, 
Tis threcfold coo little for carrying a letter to your lowes 

Pre. Baz what {aid fhe ¢ 
L. 
5 Ned-L, why that’s aoddy. 
You miftooke Sir :1 fay the did nod; 
ood, andl fay L 


Sp. Now you haec taken the prines to fet fe tage 


{aid the. 
“Open purfe, thac the money,and the matter 
Make onc dicerea: 
"hee Well Sir: here is for your pines: what faid the? 


yeur minde, 


as fede, 
Pre. Wass fod emo cet 
Sp.Neo,ncc fo mach as take this for thy peins: (me; 
Toreftsfie your bounty,| thank you, you have ceftern'd 
Jarequizal whereof, yous lewers yout 
water tai 
Pre. one co lane your , 
Which cannot having chee abosrde, 
deftin’d co a drier death on fhorez 
Imunlt goe fend fooe bercer Meffeager, 
Receining them from fach ¢ worthiefle 


Scena Secunda, 








Eater latiaand Luvtia, 


Fal, Dar fay Lacerta (now we are slone 
Woalff thou chen counfaile me to fall a lowe? 

Lex. 1 Medan, fo you fumble not 

Jal. Of all che faire refort of Gemlemen, 


That ovesy day wich pas‘le encounter me, 





The two Gentlemen of Uerone. 
Sp. 1Siz : I (stoft-Marton) gave your Letser vo her Ia thy opinion which s worthieftlove ? 





La. Plesfe you repeat their nacnes,ile thewaty minke, 
earners ce my thallow raw skill. "7 
Je, What chinkit thoa of che faire (ie Eg/emenpe? 


La. Asofa Knighs we 
But were I ap bemine. ones 


you 

ds, What think’ chou of the rich CAGereatio? 
Lu, Well of his weakh; bur of hianlelfe,fo, 

da, Wha chink’ chou of the geutle ? 


Lu, Pasdon deere Madem,’tis ¢ paling 
That 1(vawerthy body as J am 
Should cenfurc chus on lovely 
Le. Thes tus of many good chinks big 
le us Sf é hire ° 
dul. Your realen? wei a 
La. | hous eo other but a womens reslons 
Echinke hie (0, becaule I thinke him fo. 
iii 
2ifyou your love soc caf ° 
Sol. he,of all sha tefl: badh seus aed oc 
gre fo eit alsa dawcor doe rar aah tx 
ice fpeaking, fhewes his louc but knall. 
ay Fire ther's dloleft te 
Ls. Ob they love leaf, that les cnen kaow theiz leet. 
fal, 1 would Il knew his minde. 
La, Pecofe this Madem, 
ful. To falia : fay from whore? 
La. That the Contents will thew. 























And you an offices fit for the heen 
‘There c cake the paper : fee it be return’d, 
Or elfe returne no more into my fight. 
La. To plead for lowe, deferues more fee then hace. 
fal. Will ye be gon? 
Sal, And yet would 1 bed ore-look'd the Letter 5 
piped rind hich thd ber 
tos w ° 
Wher Sole is the, ches Koowes I san a Maid, 
ee oe 
Maides, in modefty, totha, 
Which hey mould auc the prfire cone, 2 
Fle, Ge: how way-ward is this foolith love; 
Tet (like s ceftie Babe) will (cratch the 
, all humbled kiffe the Rod? 
1 chid Lacetsa 
Hom wgatyiaght oytroweofower,, 
I 8 to 
When inward ley enfore deny heart co fenile? 
eoneeenae 
aske 
Wheat hoe : Lacetsa. = a 





La. I would it were, 


That you migts kill your femeckeon your mest, ae 
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And net our Maid. 
ds. Whatire thet you 
Tooke wT fo gingeslys 
Le, os, 
In. Why didft chou ftoope then ? 
Le. Totakes paper vp,thae J lex fall. 
Jud, Aod is that paper nothing > 
La, Nothing concerning me. 
fal. Then let it tye.for thofe chat it concemes. 
Lu. Madem,it will not lye where it concernes, 
Voleffe ic hace a falfe Interpreter. 
Jal, Some lotwof yours, hath writ to you in Rime. 
Ls. That lrmight fing 1 (Madam) to acune s 
Give me a Nore, your Ladifhip can 
fal. Asiiule by fuch coyes,as may be 
Beft (ng ic to the tune of O, Lene. 
La. Icistoo heauy for fo light a tune. 
du. Heaasy d belike ie bach (ome burden then ? 
La. I:and metodious were it, would you fing tt, 
ia. And why not you? 
Le. I pepe hiatt fohigh, 
dit, Let's {ce your Song 
How now Minion? 
La. Keepe tune chere fiill ; fo you will ng komes 
And yet me chinkes | do nos (ike this came. 
la Youdoenos? 
Le. No (Medem) tis too fharpe. 
Iu, You (Minion) ste too faucie. 
La. Nay now you are ceo flac ; 
And marte the concord, with too hasth s defcane 
There wanreth but s Meene co fill your Song. 
Iu, The mesne is dround with you vnruly bafe, 
Ls, Indeede I bid the bafe fur Prothens. 
lu. Tis babble thall nec henceforth troubte me; 
Here iss coile with proteftation - 
Goe,get you gene: and let the pepers tye: 
You would rhs aw bamteniy ey 
La. She makes it fisige,bus the would be beft pless’d 
To be fo angred with enother Lertes. 
in, Nay, woold I were fo angred with the fome : 
Oh herefull hands,to veare fach lowing words 4 
Injurious Walpes, to feede on fach weet hony, 
And kill che Beeschat yeeide it, with your Hings; 
He kiffe each feuerall paper, for : 
Looke,here is writ,kinde /adsa: wokinde felsa, 
As in revenge of chy ingraticude, 
laa thy name agsinft che Lae ema 
contempruoufly on daine, 
Herpes Aes Lene wonnded Proshess. 
Poore wounded name: my befeme,ssabed, 
Shall lodge thee uill chy wound be throughly heal'd; 
Aad ches fearch ie with 0 foveraigne ki 
Bat twice, ot thrice, was Prosheas written downe t 
Be cake (good winde) blow nots word away, 
Till I have foundesch letter, in the Letrer, 
Except mine own namecThet,fome whirle-winde beare 
Vito a ragged fearefull, heoging Rocke, 
And chrow ic thence into the raging Sea. 
Loe herdin one line ts his name twice writ 2 
Poore forlorec Prethens, paffiswate Prechern : 
To the fweet Initea : that ihe ceare away: 
And yet I will not, fith fo prettily 


He les tt, co his icing Nansés; 
Thes wall Ifold them, one another 3 
Now ki contend, doe whet yoo will, 


fs, Well,let vs goe. 

La. What, thall thefe papers tye, like Tel-tales here > 

Ja, If you refpe&t them; beft to take chem vp, 

La. Nay,| was cakea vp,for lsymng them downe. 
Yer hece they fhall not lye, for cacching cold, 

Jn, Lee you have a months minde to them 

Lw. 1(Madam) you may fay whac Gghts youfee; 

sedge I winke. 


1 (ee thi separate, ge 
Sa, Conse. come wi lists fon poe Exconr. 





Scena Teresa, 





Enter Antonio and Panthine, Provhen, 


held you ia the Cleyfter? 
Prethemyous Senne. 
ait, Why? what of him? 


Pw. He wondred chat your Lor 
Would fuffer him,so his youth as 
While other men, of teputstion 
Pus forth their Sonnes,co feeke pre(erment out. 
Some co the wasres, te try uneis fortane these 3 
Some, to difcover farve away 8 
Some,to the ftudious Vaiverfities ; 

For any,or for all chefe exetcifes, 
He (aid, that Prothem,your fonne,was meet ; 


Aad did requeft me, co importune you 
Tolet him! his fetes sabes touse' 
Which be great mnpeachrnent to his age, 


In spoon, tempat ie traaaile in bis youth. < 
Ant, geed'it thow much importene me to 

Whereon,this month I have bin hamering, 

Ihave “d well, his loffe of time, 

And how he cannot be 3 perfedt aan, 

Nos being tryed,and cutord io the wortd : 

Experience is by induttry atchieu'd, 

And perfefted by the fwift courfe of time. 

Then cell me, whether were I beft to fead han ? 
Pas. I chinke your Los is not 


whe, 
Pas. "Twere good, Ithinke, your Lordfhip fens hum 
There hall he peadtife Tuts,and Turnaments 5 
Heare fweet difcourfe, conuerfe with Noble-men, 
Aad bein eye of euery Exercife 
Worthy his youth, and nobleneffe of birth, 

aa, ike thy counfaile : well haft chev sduis'd: 
And chat thou meift ac how well [ like it, 
Maubparsprenabe make knowne; 
aoe chim ro the £ erors Court, 

an, To morrow, may it ¢you,Des Alpbonfe, 

With other Geniemenel good een 
Are iournying, to falucc the Engorer, 
And to commend their feruice to bis will, 

dns. Good company: with them fhall Preshesr got 
And ia good time: now will we breake with him, 

Pre. Sweet lines, fweet life, 
Here is her hand, theagent of her heart ; 
Here is her oath for love,ber honoes penne ; 



















eee ee our loves 
Te ous heppineffe with cheis contents. 
Pre. Oh beauenly Julia, 
Ant. How sow? What Letter are you reading there? 
Pro. Msy't plesfe your Lordthip, ‘tis 3 word or two 
Of commendations fem from Peleatene 3 
Detsoer’d by 8 friend, that came from him. 
son. Lendne the Letter : Let me fee what newes. 
Pre. Thereisno newes (my Lord)but chat he writes 
How on iy Lar eatcg a 
And ane the 3 
Wilaing oe wich an, parser of i fortune. 
Mist. And how ftead gon affected to his with? 
Pre. As one relying on your Lordfhips will, 
pany negra. gieroen, er iendly with. 
. My will is {omething forted with his with : 
Mafe mot that { thus fodamnty proceed ; 
Fer what I will, I will, and snend: 
1 am cefola’d, that thou fhalt (pend fome time 
With Maleatina:, in the E Court : 
Whar maintenance he from his friends receives, 
Like exhibition thow thelt have from me , 
Tomerrow be in readineffe, to goe, 
Excufle not: for] aro ory. 
, foone provided , 


















No more of fisy: to morrow thou mult goe; 

Come on P. ; you thell be imployd, 

To haften on his Expedition. 

Pra. Thus have 1 thund the fire. for feare of burning 
And drench’d me im the fes.where J am drown'd. 

I fear'd to Chew my Father /uhias Letter, 

Lcaft he fhoetd ek 


























Which now fhewes ail the ey tie Sun, 
Aad by and by 2 clowd eskes all away. 

Pan. Sit Protheat, your Fathers call's for yoo, 
He «sin haft, therefore I pray you go. 

Pre. Why thisit is my heart accords thereto, 
And yet athoulend times it snfwer's no. 








Exenae. Finis, 
eA Gus fecundus: Scena Prima. 
Enter Vdlensiac, Speed, Siluia. 


Speed, Sit, your Glove. 

Valea. Not mine ; my Gloves ate on, 

Sp. Vithy then this may be yours : for this is but one 
Val. Ha? Let me fee sh, iue ic me, it's mine: 
athing diuine, 


Speed. Shee is not within hearing Sir. 

Val. Why fr, who bed you cail her? 
rsiglseaabainy doy cei tia ans 

Vd. WA: you'll fill be too forward. 

Speed, And yet 1 wae 138 chidden for being too flow. 


Tbe two Gentlemenof Uerons. 
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Val, Goeto,fir, tell me:do youknow Maderm Siduia? 
Speed, Shee that your worfhip loues ?. 

Sheed May by the lpia maken: Fry. 
e {peci es: fir you have 

learn’d (like Sit Prothens )to wreath your Asses hike a 

Male-content: co rellith a Lewe.feng, likes 

breaft :to walke alone tke one thet had the peftilence: 

to figh, like a Schoole-boy chet hed loft his 4. B,C. to 

weep like s yong wench thet hed buried her Grandam : 

Be ee oe ane like one that 

eares robbing :to fpeake puling, likes begess at Hal- 
lew-Maffe: ¥ ou were wont, when you a geaee ctow 
like a cockes when you watk'd, to walke like one of the 

Lions : when you fafted , « was afeer dinner : 

when you look'd fedly, it was for want of money : And 

now you ere Meramorphu'd with e Miftris, that when | 
lonke on you, | cen hardly thinke you my Mafter. 

Wal. Accalithefe things perceiu'd in me? 

Speed. They ore all pescein'’d without ye. 

Val. Wuhou me? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you /ney, that's certaine : for wath- 
out you were fofimple , none elfe would : but you are 
fo without thele follies, thet thele follies are within you, 
and fhine through you like che water in an Vrinall : that 
not sn eye thas fees you , but is s Phyficien to comeent 
on your Malady. 

Val, Buc cell me:do ft thou know my Lady Sais? 


Speed. Shee chaz you gaze onfo,8s fhe fits ot fupper? 
Vd. Ha tbou ud chet? cuen the | meene. 
Speed. Why fir, 1 kaow her not. 


Val. Do ft chou know her by my gazing on her,snd 
yet know’ her not ? 

Speed. 1s the aot hard: fauour’d , fie? 

Val, Noe fo feise (boy) os well (aeour'd. 

Speed, Sis, know that well enough, 

Ual. What doft thou know ? 

Speed. That thee is not fo faire, 28 (of you) wetl-fa- 
vourd 


¢ 

Val. Inesne that her beauty is exquifite, 
But her fauour infinice, 7 

Speed. Thar’s becaufe the one is pained, snd theo- 
ther out of all count. 

Val. How painted? ond how out of count? 

Speed. Matry fic, fo painted to make her faire, that no 
men counts of her beauty.’ 

Val. How cfteem'ft thou me?T account ofher 

Speed. You never faw her fince fhe was deform'd. 

Val, How long hath the beene deform’d? 

Speed. Ever fince you low'd her. 

‘al. Uhsue lou'd her ener fince I faw her, 
And full! fee her beautifull. 

Speed. \f you loue her, you cannot fee her. 

Val. Why? 

Speed. Becaufe Loue is blinde : O thet you had mine 
eyes, or your owne eyes hed che lights they were wont 
to hawe, when you chidde at Sis Pretheus, for geing vn- 
garter'd. 


Speed. Your owne » aad hes peffing de- 
Pesce opi pops Are plog ag. bk 
his hofe ; and you, beeing inloue , caanot fee to put on 
your hofe. (ning 

Wal. Belike (Soy) ae yoo are in lowe, for left mos. 
You could not fee to my fhooes. 

Speed. Teue fir: 1 was in love with my bed, Ichanke 
you, you fwing’d me for my love, which makes — 
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24 
bolder to chide 
Wel As concvalica, | Rand sibeAsd ta'Sée, 
- | would you were fet, fo your affection would 
Fel. LaR right the dme, 
To wrice fome lines to one fhe louce. 
Speed. And bans you? ‘. 
a pare writ ? 
Speed. not 
Pal. No( Boy) buc es weil as I can do them 
Peece, bere fhe comes. 


Speed. Oh excelent motion; ob exceeding Puppet: 
Now will he imeezpret to her. 

Wal, Modem & Mifires, 2 thouland good.morrews. 

Speed. Ob, ‘give yo-good-ev'a ; bees's 3 millies of 
manners 


Sa. ou ree eaed eee OTe 
Speed. He Choold give ber imerelt: & the gives se him. 
Vel. As you inioynd me; | have wert your Letics 

Vato the fecret, nameles friend of yours : 

Which I wee mach vowilling to proceed m, 

But for my duty ce your Ledifhip. (dene. 
Sil, I chanke you (gerule Servant) ‘t1s very Clerkly. 
Wal. Now truft me(Madem jis came hardly-off ; 


» lle write your Ladilip enother. 
Sd, And foes ee 
And if ix you, fo: ifnet: : 
Val. Wii plonie re, (Madam?) aoe then? 
Sd, Why ific plesfe you, take st for yous labour ; 
And fo Servenc. Exa. Sd. 
Oh ieft enfeene : inferutible : nushble, 
Asanole on semane face,ors Wethercocke ons fceple 
My Matter fees to ber: and the bath coughs her Sacor, 


He her Pupill,co become her Tueoe. 

Oh excellence denife, was there cues heard s becres ? 
Thee my mefter being fcribe, 

To himielfe thould write the Lectes ? 


Fal, How now Sie? 
What are you reafoning with your (elfe? 

Speed. Nay: I was riasing :’tis yous haeuc the resfeo. 
Vad, Todoe whet? 


Speed. To be a Spokef-qnen from Madarn Saints. 

Spe Toyore lef the woes you by « figere. 
a. Weta bi 

Speed, By a Lecter, I thould fay 





Ud. the hath net writ tome? 
Wiernes 


Wal. That's the Leteer } writ to her friend. 
Speed, Mad $ lerter hoch (he deliwes'd, Oc there en end, 
Val. T-wouldit were se worl, 


Speed. |, but heerken fir: 
can feed on che syre, lam one ther om nourith'dby my 
vidtuals : and would feme hawe meste: ob bee net like 
your Miftreffe, be meued, be moved. Cum, 





Scena fecunda. 


Enter Prothous, Iulia, Pankiee. 


Pre. Haue patience, gentle /utia: 
Jal. I maft here i oo reenedy. 





Keepe this remambrsace for thy falie’s fake. 
Pre. Why chen wee'll 

Here, teke you this. 
dat. And leale the with s holy kiffe, 


Pro. Here is my hand, for my true 
And when chac howre ore-(lips me in the dey, 


For trach hath berrar deeds,then words to grace it. 
Panb. Sis Prothees : you ese fiuid for. 
Pode sks poe Loucss dumbe. 
cs 
pecting poore . 








Ber : fer, lowke you, the is as white as 2 Hilly, ond 8 

Gucll 23 a wand 3 thus hat is Nav our maid ; 1 am the 

: Fam the 

': 1; f0,fo: new 
: pow 


no, the 


nor 
fpeakes 3 word : buc fee how 1 ley the deft with my 
tener. 

Posh, Tanne, ° ? a Boord: thy Mafter is 
fhig'd, sad chen srtcopelt fix cekeusieaie 
reapespiert neal ig oe! away afle, you | loofe 
the Tide, 1fyoutarty any longer. 

Lams. ic isno matter if che tide were loft, for it is the 
vakindeht Tide,chat ever sny man tide, 

Pesth, Whac's the vnkindeft tide? 

Leu, Why he chae’s tide here, Crab 

Pant. bapyent hoesinedpecdalysce sila 
a flood, in loofin 

thy Mefier, Sod be cotang thy Mate, 
loate chy seraice, and in loofine thy feruice : ——— why 
doft thos op my mouth? =—s_- 


voyage , and the Me» 
tide: why man, if the River 


a Come: come swey man , 1 wae fent to call 
Les, Siz: call me whet thou des, 
Pas. Wilt thou goe? 


Low. Well, I will gee. 


Scena Quarta. 


of, Seruant, 
Wd, Indeed’ Misdeen, Ifeemne fo. 


Tle. Aedhow ? 
Val, spose opted lag 
The, by lerkin i» doable, Pe 
‘ad... then, lle doable le 
Tha. How ? ia 


Si. Whar Sit Tharie,de colous? 
Pal. Gioe tnt oe badua-ba shied ot Canela. 
Tan. That hath mere minds to feed on your blowd, 
then liee in your syre. 
Val. Vou have {aid Sie. 
Tha. 1 Sir,and donc toe for this time, 
Wal. iknow ic wel fis you alwaics end ere you begin. 
Sid A foe volly of worse, geralowsé, Bx quicklylhor off 
Val, “Tis indeed, Medem,we chenk the giver. 

Fal, Your (efe(fweee Lady ot the fir 
Val, Your weet you geue' €, 
Ste Thavie urtows bis wit Som your Ladithips lookes, 
And {pends what be borrowes kindly in your compeny. 
Siz,if you fpend werd for word with me, | fhall 
make rel benkrupe. (words, 

Wal. Vsnove ic weil fis » you hawe an Exchequer of 
And I thinke, no echer treafure to give yous followers: 
For it sppeares by theis bare Lincsies 
That they live by your bare words. 

Sil. Nomore, gemilemen, no mote: 

Here comes my father. 
Dak, Now, 


regard of {uch e father, 
. Dak, You know him well ? 


To mine age with Angel-fike 
Yethath Sir { for cher’s his name) 
Pa betas gacbdyraay ts ofbis deies . 
is yeares on i ce old. 
Hi heed wnansiotredjbut his Tedgemeontipe 
Aad in a woed (for far bebinde bis worth 
Comes all the peaifes shae I neweeeesy 





He 
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Wi H good ; See . 
ich s grace, to grace a Gentleman, 
He is as worthy for an Emprefic love, 
As meet tobe an Emperors Councellor : 
Well, Siz : this Gentlemen is come to we 
Winh Commendation from Povencates , 
And heere be meanes to fpend his time a while, 
I chinke ‘tis no vn-welcome newes to you. 
Ua. Should I have wih’da thing ,it had beenc he, 
Dak. Welcome him then according to his worth 
Sefmea,} (peake to you,and you Sis Tharve , 
SY eee 
1 will fend him hither to spy 
Val. This ls the Gentlemen Lee your Ledifhip 
Had come along wich me, but that his Mifireffe 
Did hold his eyes, locke in her Chraftall lookes. 
oe Bee eee 
Pra. Nay (ure, chinke the holds them prifoners Mil. 
Sil. Ney chen he fhould be blind,and being biind 
How could he fee his way to fecke ont you ? 
Ul. Why Lady, Love bath rwenty paire il pia 


nave done : here comes f gentlemen. 
Wal. Wecome,dees Prethem : Miftris, | befeech you 
Confirme his welcome, with fome fpeciall fewor. 
Sal. Hits worth is warrant for his welcome bether, 


Tobe my fellow-feruant to your 
Sat. Too low a Miftres for.fo ory se 
Pro. Net fo,feeet Lady, but too meane s feruant 
To haue alooke of fuch a worthy a Miftreffe, 
Wal. pptcheicanpehia difabilities 
Sweet entertsine hi Serusnt. 
Pn My dee will i boof shactncs elfe. 
Sel. And dutie vener yet did want his mecd. 
Scream, you are welcome to a worthicfie Miftrefic. 
Pre. Tle die on him that foies fo but your felfe. 
Sil, Thet you sre welcome ? 
Pre. That you ace worthieffe. (you. 
Tier. Niedam, my Lord your father wold (peak with 
Sd. L wait vpon his pl : Come Sir Thavie, 
Goe with me : oace more new Seruent welcome ; 
lie leans you co confes of home affaires, 
When you heue done, we looke too heare from you. 
Pre. Wedli both strend vpon your Ladihbip. 
Wd. Now tell me: how do al from whence you came? 
Pre. ous frends sre wel,&c henc the much eomended. 
Val. And how doc yours f 
Pro. Weft chem all in health. 
Val, How docs your Lady?& bow thrives your lowe? 
Pre, My tales ot Love were wont to weary you, 
ivsse poviey ances Love-difcourfe, 
Wal. | Prevhess bet that life is slcer'd now, 
I hove done pennance for contemning Love, 
Whole high emperious thoughts hsve punifh'd me 
With bitces fats, with penizenciell grones, 
i esares,end duily hart-fore fighes, 


For in of my contempt of louc, 
Love hath chae’d from my enchesiled eyes, 
And mede thers warchers of mine owne hearts forrow. 


O gentle Prethess, Louc’s a mighty Lord, 
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Aod hath fo humbled me,ss I confeffe 
There is no woe to his correation , 
Nor co his Serwice,no (uch ioy on earth : 


Now,no difcoerfe, it be of louc 
Now cae bedi my fad fup,and fleepe, 


Pre. Enough ; I read yous forcume in : 
Was this the doll, that you worthip o> 
Val, Euen She; end is fhe pox s heseenly Sain: 


Pre. No; Bat theisan earthly 
Val, Call ber diamine. . 


And | auf imifies the like to ; 
Vd, Then fpeake the erach by hes; if net dinine, 


Saban sore sean 

to all che Creatures ow the carth, 
Pre, my Mifireffe. 
Hal, Swen :except not any, 

Excepc chou wik excepe ag aint my Lowe, 
Pre. Have I noe reafoato mune owne f 


Onely for his poffefions ere fo 
gan ihe seng nd Tl . 
For Lowe (thou is full of scaloufie. ) 


Determin’d of : how | mot dimbe her window, 


Some neceffaries, thet I needs meft vie, 
extend 


And chen Ile 
ou mkehsAc? 


Fa, Wi Exit. 


Shee is faire ; and fo is Judi that I lowe, 
(Tha 
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(That ] ded lous Sornow my love is thaw'd, 
 apemapameliherpelaars, 2 olwe 
Besres no xnprefison of ot wees.) 
Rie chokes avy zrale tc Valentaseis cold , 
Aad that Wouc bun neces I-was wont: 


dazel'd rey seabona light: 
enhez 


Scena Quinta. 


Earev Speed ard Laonce. 


Lass, welcome to P. p 
7 peal Parisians aes (ale fonts ear. patie 
ser welcome. } reckon ches 


vadon till hee be hang‘d, not newer welcome 10 8 place, 
call Some eercame thet be paid, end the Hofteffe fay wele 


come. 
wipe pc 1 where, fron a pene, 
thew 


where, far one thot of fiue pence , 
brave Ge thoutsnd welcomes : But fiche how 

Od chy Mafier pest with Madoss fala? 
Let oe nae they parted 


= ier 

Spe. then, how fends the macter with them 2 

Lan, Marry thes, when 2 Rands well outhina, © 

Gands well wich he. 

pm Whet an sffe ast theu,] vaderftsnd chee not. 

What a blocke arc chou, that thon canft sot? 

My fteffe vaderfiends me ? 

Whee chon faift ? 


Wry 
Spee. Bartell me true, wil: be a merch ? 
Les. Aske my dogge, ifhe fay I, x will : if hee Coy 
Bo , ic will: sfhee (hake his wile, end {ay nothing , 


will. 
i The cenciafica is thea, chet it will. ; 
Thou thak never get fach s fecret from me, bur 
"re *Tie well chas J ges ic fo : bue Lanes, how (att 
thou cher char mihi becouse s aoubhe Leck? 
Lan, I cower ian otherwele, 
Then how ? 
A actsble Labbe: : as thourepertet hum to 
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ra Why, thou whorion Affe,thou mifisk’A me, 
Why Foole , I means not thee , 3} means chy 


Speo. 1tel] thee, my Mafter is become s hot Lowes, 


charity in thee as 
to goe tothe Alewithe Chafties + Wils thou gos ? 
Spee. Ac tay fervice. 
éuum, 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Procheus folw 


Pre. To lease my Julie; hell} be forfwerne? 

Us loue faire Sédmea; gy etpdesirirsals 
© wrong my frend, much forfworne. 

And ev'n that Powse which geve me firftuny oath 
Provokes ane co thus three-fold periune. 
Loue bad mec {weere,and Lowe bids me for.{weare ; 
O fweet- Love, if shou heft fm'd, 
Teach me(t fubse&) to excule is. 
At fisit 1 did adore s twinkling Stare, 
But cow I worthip a celeftiall Sunne : 
Vo-heedfall vowes may hredfully be broken, 
And he wancs wit, chec wants refelucd will, 
To learoe his wie, Veachange the bac for bener; 
Fie sfie,ynrewcrend tongee, to cal! her bed, 
‘Whole foveraigney fe ofc thos haft preferd , 
Wah ieaytee foule-conks ming esthes, 
1 connot leaue te lene ; and yet Idee: 
Bur chere | lease 00 love, where | thould lesa, 
leh \ \oofe,s0d Valentme 1 loofe, 
If } keepe cher», | aceds maf leofe my felfe: 


J will forget chet Jalsa ra afrue , 
Remembring thet ray Lous to her is dead. 
And Uatentune Tie hold an Enerme , 


gre 
Oftcheie dif end flighs . 

Whe larg wil bons Palette, 

Bat Veleniue being gon, Lie quickely crofe 

By fore the cricke,bhant Tires’: dull proceeding. 
Lous lend me wings, to make my fe fonft . 
As thou heft lent ane wit to plot his deife, ; 


Cs Scena 
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Scena feptima. 


Eater lulis end Luceces. 


Jul Counfrile, Lacerta gencle girle sift me, 
And eu'mankmnde love, 1 doe conure thee, 
Who ertche Table wherein sll my choughes 
Are vifibly Choradter'd, and engrau’d, 

To leffon me, and tell me apse, i ea 
How with my honour }] may 
A sourney to my loung Prethesn. 

Lac. Alas, the wey is wearifome and long 

fal. Acree-devoted Pil 
Teo mesfure Kingdomes wath his feeble Neps. 
Mach leffe Chal fhe 


By longing for that food fo leng 2 time. 
Did ches 


As feeke to quench the fre of Love with words, 
La. | doe nos feeke v0 quench your Loves hot fire, 
But quolifie the fires extreame cage 
Left 2 thould burne aboue the bounds of reafon 
fal. The more chou dam fit vp the more st burnes 
barra ak with ae taurmure glides 
(Thouknow’f) ‘ rently doch rege. 
Bec ches ilane ete mates, i 
He makes (weet vee with rls ake 
iuing a to ed 
ce cicsls pipe” 
Andfo ct hse A winding nookes he firases 
With willing {port to the wilde Ocean 
Then let me goe,sad hinder not my courfe . 
the be as petient as s genle firesme, 
And makes paftime of esch weary Rep, 
Till the isft Rep haus brought me to my Loue, 
And there Ile reft.as after much turmoiie 
A bleffed foule doth mn Esecans. 
Lac, But in what habic will you goe siong? 
Jal. Nottike s women, for 1 would prevent 
The loofe encouncers of lafcrusous men 
Gentle renner with fuch weedes 
As may befeeme well P. 
Luc, Why then your Taig vot ps here 
Jal, No gisle, Ne knis it vp wn filken ftrmgs, 
With twentle od-conceited trne-loue kaots 
Tobe fanteftque, may become s youth 
Of greater chene then I that! fhew to be (ches 
. What fgfhion (Madam) thall ] make your bree 
Jub That fits as weil,as cell me(good my Lord) 
What ‘¢ will you weare your Farthingale ? 
Why ew'n what fafluon thou beft likes( Lacerta.) 
Loe You mofi needs haus ché with a cod. pcece (Ma 
Fal, Our out,(Lacera)that wilbe slifauourd (dam) 
Luc. A round hofe( Madam )now's not worth a pin 
Vnieffe you haze a cod-peece to flick pins on. 
fal. Lucesta,ss hoe lou’ ft me let me have 
{ What thow chink ‘il meet,and is moft 


3 


mennerly 
But tell h) how will the world: on Heply when they houe mdg'd me fait sfleepe, 
eoneeet sseurney? sre Aas cisatiias bine paper aio Sorked 


1 feare ate it will make me fcondeliz‘d. 


meflengers, fect from bis heart, 
r 
‘oor ee 
» Pray beau’n he when to hen, 
Jal. Now,as thou tos hans do boca chai e wrong, 
To beares hard opimuon of his truth: 


eee ypeaaaeiea! I fend in need of, 
© furmth me lourney 
Allchatus anne leswtac thy dipete 
‘alin aced @eocuanlaees: 
Come ; snfwere not : but to it prefentiy, 


I am impatient of my carriance 
Eeume. 





Adlus Tertius, Scena Prima. 





Ester Duby, Thanse, Prevent pW dlentset, 
Lewuce, Speed, 


6 


Dake Sir Tharce, gee vs lesue(I w 
We est loaceact tomer a 
par gr refttean pier ogerhere eee 
re. t which J wold difcouer, 
el en 
w to swouts 
Deoe to me (undefermes ss Ion) 
My dutie pricks me on to verer thet 
Winch one worldly good fhould draw from me. 
Know (worthy Prince) Sit Valeateer any friend 
This night intends to Reale sway your deughees » 
M am one made priuy to the plot 
I know you haue determw’dto 
On Tharie, whom your 


her 


Thus (for my decies fake) I rather chote 
To croffe my frend in his retended drift, 


Then (by coacesling tr) oa bead 

é aig yc enka irae der peal eee 
vnprevented ) to your tumelefie graue 

es pioraand bre angen ea Seer ae 


Which to raquse, command me while 1 Lue. 
This leue of tny felfe have often feene 
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pret 
' Dake, Vpon mint Honer, be fhall newer baow 
That I hed sary highs from thee of this. 
Pre. Adiew, avy Lord, Sis Valentine ts comm 
Dak, Sar Pclestine, whether wwsy (0 faft? 
Vd. Plesfe' your 


Tomecch ary friend Sic Tharie, to my deughner. 
Wed. I hoc ic evel any Lord) end fase dhe Match 

Wee rich and sbeBdes, the 

Is fall of baer org Ainge i 

Belormang a Wite,ss deuginer 

Comet foo Gree winber whence? 


Aad fay co chee, this pride of hers 
se chalice) hich drverne wy Ieee froen her, 
the 


Aod 

Should hewe beene cherith d by her child-like dure, 
lsow om fill refale’d co esbe » wife, 

Aad came het out, to who will cake her in: 

Then let her besatybe her wedding dowre: 


Wd. Whar would your Grace have roc to de ia thi 


Dak, There is s Lady in Verona heere 
Whor | affed : but the is nice, and coy, 
And ssughe cfleemes m eloquence. 
Now define would Feats chee my Tucor 


(Foz leag These forgot to court . 
Eefides « Ecthion ef the eeme is chang’d) 


quicke words, doc moue a wemans minde. 
Dek, Bat Coe did corns a prefent that ifenbe, « 
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If the doe frowne, ‘tis nos in hate cf you, 

But eather to bege: more love in you. 

If the doe chide, ‘tis act to have you gone, 

For why, the fooles are med, if left alone. 

Take no repulle, what ever the doth fay, 

For,get you gon, fhe doth acs meane away. 
Flaceer, and commend, extoll cheir greces t 
Though nere fo blacke, fay they haue Angelis faces, 
That man chet beth a congue, I {ay is no man, 

If wich his he canane 


Dal, Whee lerts but one mey enter at her window ? 
Her chamber is aloft, far from che ground, 

And builc fu theleing that one cannot climbc it 
Mat Why then adder qui 

Val. Why then a nly made of Cords 
TocsA vpinth a peucot mater bia 
Would ferue to feale another Here's vewre, 
So bold Leander would aduemure it, 

Dak. Now as thos ort s Geneleman of blood 
Aduife me,where | may heus fech a Ladder, 

Val, When would you vie is ? prey fir cell me thee, 

Dek, This very night ; for Loweis likes childe 
Thas fur every ching cha he con come by. 

Vel, By feaucn  clock,ile get you fech e Ladder. 

Dek, But harke thee; | will goe to her slene, 
ape retrerey baer pervodopeel 


me fee thy closke, 
Tle cet me one of fuch anesher tength. 
a. Why any closke will feruc che tarm (my Lord) 
Dek. How thall I fathion me co weare s closke ? 
I pray chee bes me feele thy cloake vpon me. 
Wha Lescer is this sar what's here? to Seana? 
Aad heere an Engi ‘orm 
Hebe fobold co eo 


Cy shenghes do harbenr with wry Sitaia nig bsiy , 
Arad flascs they are to we, that fend them firing. 
Ob, contdsheer Adaftcr come, and gee py 
Humfeife woald ledge where vale: ave lying. 
My Herald Thong brs, in thy pusobefome ref therm , 
While | (thew Keug) chat rhitber them id 
Dee curfe tle grace shas with fac grace barb bleff them, 
may leife dee want ary foruants fortune. 
I curfe my felfe, for sey are fom veri 
Thas they foerdd barber where thei Lord foculd be. 
What's bere ? Séiaia, thes 
Tis fo: and heere’s che 





Be gooe, vaane excule , 
Ber as chou lou’ thy lifemake {pced from bence. 


Val. And wby oor desth, rather chen lining soument? 
To die, is to be banilhe froro my felfe, 


vpoo 
Except be by Sdais in thenght, 
ial tga arta ; 
There is no diy for me to looke vpon, 
wy eflence, snd | leave to be 


Terry I hecre, | but attend oo desth, 
Bus fie I hence, I fie sway from life. 
Pre. Rua (boy) ron, run, end fecke him ous, 
Les. Sos hough 
kro. Wheat thou? 
Late Hum we got to finde, 
There's not 2 hairega’s head , but «ie a Maleutinn, 


Pro. Villsine, forbesre. 
Lan, Why Six, Uc firike nothing : | pray you. 


. 


will sbrid : 
Hospi alouers Rafe, walke ene wich thet 
Thy tener may bebe though how at beet, 

ach, being wnit co me, thal) be defises’d 
Ewen am che aulke-whiee bofome of chy Loar. 
The cme now ferues net te 


Val. Osmy decre Sd; hapicile Valencia. 

Latuss, | om bet s fools, looke you , and yes Thane 
che wices chinke avy Maficris shindeofaknese : but 
chec’s all one, be be but one knee : Hc ues sot new 
chat knowes meco be in lowe, yer lamin lowe, bar o 
Teeme ot horfe hall ace placke thet from me :ncrwho 
"cis Tlowe : te bed dearest or pe wR I 


looke you, a fewer vertuc in a maid wih 


Speed. How now Signics Laser? what newes with 


Mofterfhip ? 
Me With ? why, ieis ar Sea : a 


Sp. Web, yor ald ie @iD: aiMtake the woed: 


I wil dy chee cvall me thio, ee 








Sp. Macry,the fon of my Geand-facher. 

La, Ohilli loyteres ; it was the foone of chy 
ee ee roe ee ses one oe oe 

Sp. come : try mein thy peper. 

La, There: and S_Niehela: be chy (peed. 

Sp. lopenras fhe can milke. 

Le Icha thea, 


When fhe can knit him 2 (Qocke ? 

Sp. ltem Phe can wath and (coure. 

Lae. A(peciall vertue : for then thee neede nor be 
wafh'd,and [cowr'd. 

hem, the can {p: 

Fi Than easy i (er dhe wold ow obec: when (he 
con {pin for her bur ‘ 

Sp. Item fhe sain nasip coucleke vertues. 

Le. That’sas much asto {ay Bafard-wertwes : that 
indeede know not theu fathers; and therefore have no 
mares. 

Sp. Here follow her vices. 

La, Clefe at the heeles of het vertues. 

Sp. Ese, thee isnot to be falting in refped of her 


Le. Weil. thas fault may be mended with 2 break- 
fof . read oa. 

Sp. Itern, foe hach a (eeet mouth. 

La. Thst makes smncnds for her foure breach. 

Sp. Tkem, fhe doth talkein her fleepe. 

Ze. It's a0 matter for that; {> (pee (icepe net in her 


Sp. trem, the is low in words. . 

La. Ob villsmme, that fet chis downe among her vices; 
Tobe flow in words,is a womans oncly vertuc . 

} pray thee out with't, and place it for her chiefe vertue 

Sp. leem. the is proud. 

Le. Out with that too: 
lt wes Ene se,and cannot be tafe from her, 

Sp. Ieem. the hath norecth, 

La, 1 care not for that neither : becaufe] love crults. 

Sp. lrem,the is curht. 

Le Well: the bef is.the heth a0 tecth to bite. 

Sp. ltem.the will often praifeberliquos. 

La. Uber liquot be good,fhe thal: if fhe will net, 
I will, for geod things thould be prailed. 

Sp. sem fhe sstooliberall 

Le. Ofher the ceonot ; for that's writ downe 
the is flew of : ofber paste, thee thal! not, for that ile 
keepe (hast : Now,of another thing fhee mey, and that 
cannot Ibelpe. Weil, proceede. 

Sp. hem, fhee hath more haire thea wit, sod more 
faulcs then beires, and more wealth then faults. 

La, Stop there : Ie hase her : fhe was mine, and nor 
cane, twice os three sn thst left Article: rebearfe chat 
ence more. 

Sp. Icem, fhe hath more haire then wie. 

La. More hsire chen wit :it may be ile prowe it: The 
cover of the felz, hides the (alt, ead it is more 
thes the falt; the heise that cowers the wit, 1s more 
thea che wit; fee the greater hides che lefle: What's 
are f 
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Sp. And mere faults then beires. 

La. That's monfirous : oh thac ther were cur. 

Sp. And more wealth then faules. 

Le, Why that word makes the feules gracious: 
Well, ile hase her: end if it bes metch, as nothing is 


Sp. What then ? 

Le. Why then, will I rell chee, chet dry Mefler Asics 
for thee at the North gate. 

Sp. Foe me? 

La. For thee? I,who art thou? he hath ftaid fer s bet- 
ter man then thee, 

Sp. And muft 1 goe to him ? 

La. Thou maft run to hun;for thou haft fisid (0 long, 
that going will (coree ferue the turne. 

Sp. did@ not cell me fooner ? ‘pox of your love 
Letcers. 

La. Now will he be (weng'd for reading my Letter, 
An vamennerly flaue , shat will thruft himfelfe mto (e- 
crete : Sle after,to reroyce in the boyes cerreAiio. Excans, 





Scena Secunda. 





Emer Dukes, Tharie, Probes, 


Da. Sir Tharie feare not, but thac Che wall lowe you 
Now Valentsae 1s banith’d from her fight. 

Th. Smee his esile the hath defpisd me moft, 
Forfworne my company, and rail’dac me, 

That | acm defperate of obtaining her, 

Da. This weeke umpretle of Loue, it a8 a figure 
Trenched 1n ice, winch with an houres heste 
Diffolues to water, and doth loofe hes forme. 

A little ume will melt her frozen thoughts, 
And worthlefle Valentres (halt be forget. 
How now fir Prothems, is your countriman 
(According to our Proclamation) gon ? 

Pre, Gon, my good Lord. 

‘Ds. My daughter takes tis going grieueufly ? 

‘Pro. A becle time (my Lord) will kill chat griefe 

Ds. So I beleeue: but Thursethinkes not fo; 
Prothens, the good conceit | hold of thee, 

(For thow haft (howne fome figne of gnod defert) 
Makes me che betrer to confer with tbee. 

Pre, Longer then I prove loyall to your Grace, 
Let me not line,to looke vpen your Grace. 

De. Thou know ft how willing}y,1 would effe& 
The macch betweene fic Tharse,and my deughter ¢ 

Pre. 1 doe my Lord. 

‘Ds. Andaifo.1 chinke, thos srt net ignorant 
How fhe oppofes her sgainft my will ? 

Pre. She did my Lord, when Uatesow was bexe. 

Ds. l,end : 

What migh 
The love of Velatae,and love fis Tharee? 

Pro, The beft way is,to (lander Velentine, 
With falfebood cowardize, and poore difcent : 
Three things, chat women highly hold in hota 

Da, 1, but the'll chinke, that it is fpoke io hete, 

Pre. 1, ifhis enemy deliver it. 

Therefore it moft with circcumfiance be fpoken 
By one, who the eftecmeth as his 
Da, Then you ae vadertake co (landes him, 


Pre. 
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And afterward determine our 
















nighs your Ladies chamber-window 
With fome freer Confors ; To cheir laRtrumencts 
Tune a deploring dumpe : the aights dead filence 


To give the on-fer to chy good eduife. 
Da. About it Genclemen. 
Pre. We'll wait vpoa your Grace, cill afeer Sepper, 


rested toi friend. 
pee Youbaoe escera tae Lord) sf 1 can doe x 


ht chat I can (peske in hie di 
Sten alc ae eee: 
But fey chis weede her lowe from Melee, 

Ic Followes not thar the will loue fis Thurse, 

Tb. Therefore,ss you vnwmode her love from him; 
Lesft 1c fhould rsuell and be good to none, 
You muft prowde to borteme it on me 
Which matt be done, by praifing me se much 
As you,in worth difpraife fis Valeur ine. 

Da. And Prothes,vre dare treft you ws thes kinde, 
Becaule we know (on Valentines teport) 
You are sleeady loves firme votary, 
- And cannot foone revolt, and change your minde. 
Mahendra olay aro hela 

you, with Siua,may conferre at large 
For the is lampith, heawy melianchotly, 

And (for your friends fake) will be gled of you; 
Where you may temper her, by your | sibeetila 
To hate yong Ualesrene and love my fri 

Pre, As mach as! can doe, | 
tharpe enough 


hott 


$ 


besrt: 


yous 
Wrieecill your inkebe dry: ond with your ceares 
Moi it agsine: and frame fome feeling line, 
That may difcouer fach integrity 


gricwance: 


This, or elfe will wherit ber. 
Da, This 


Ds, Ewen now shout ic,! will perden you. Exemnz, 


eAfus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Emer Valentine certaine Omn-daves, 
1.One-L. Fellowes of : I fees peffenger, 


: The two Gentlemen of Verona. 


3.Onr. If there be ten, thrinke not, but down with’em. 


Leue thea,ss our and 





$.O. Stand fr and chrew vs tha: you have abeut'ye. 
you, 


Od. 

¢ Gat. "snot fo, fa: we are enemies, 

9.Ous. Peace: we'll heare him. a 

g-Out, I by ney beard will we : for he ts 3 

Val. Then know thas I hame listle toleete; 
aduerfese : 


Aman J am, crofs'd with 
al Mrapegrtny ope 


which, if you thould er dlerain 


You take che (am end fabfance thet } hese, 


2.Our, Whether cranell you? 


3.0m. Hove you long Coiourn'dthere? (Rand, 
Vel. ean ices oes and longer augiz hese 


If crooked fortune had noe chwarted ane. 


1 Oat. What, were you bensfh’d thence ? 

Vel, Yas. 

2.Oa:. For what offenee? 

Val. For that which now torments me to rehesrfe; 
Thil'd aman,whofe death I much repent, 


But yet I flew bum wo fight, 
vidoe le onge ole ciar 
3.One. Why nere repent st,1f it were done fe; 
But were you bantfhe for (0 {mali s fault? 
Vel. Iwas, and held me glad of fuch a doome, 
3.0e0. Have you the Tongues? 
Vel. My youthfull causile,cherein made me happy, 
Ox elfe i often had beene often miferedle. 
3-Oar By chebsre of Rebus Eleods far Fryer, 


This fellow were » King, ter our wilde fadtion. 


3-Ous. Weill have him : Siss, a word 
Sp. Mafier.be one of them: 

Tc's an honourable hinde of cheevery. 
Fd, Pesce villaine. j 


Such as the fury of evern'd yoush 
Thewfi foes the company of ewfull men, 
My felfe was from Verena benithed, 


For fesle 
Pod feranea,| tataphirig bos NN 
0.0Oer. And! from Adanus for s Gentleman, 


Who 30 my meode,] ftsb'd ento che heart, 
t.Our, And i, for fech like petty crimes as thele 
But co che purpofe: for we cite our fenles, 





As we doe in our quali 
30a. becaefe you ere s banith'd man, 


3 

Sey I and be che ceptaine of've sll s 

We'll doe thes horwage,sad be sul’ d by chee, 
’ Commendes coking 











1.Om 





3-Our. Thos thais not hus,pe 


Vd. \ cake your offer,sad will ine with you, (fer'd. 


Promded that you dope outrages 


Which, wich eur Cabocs,all och wt thy dolpofe.  freeue, 
Scena Secanda. 


Lene Prethess ,Tharw, latte,Foft sSufitiar Stnio. 


hear 1 bie felfe to Mahuster, 

Aad aew I be a9 vrunft co Ture , 

blew, 

| hase ecnedic cay owe lose eo prefer, ° 
Bat Sdaia w 100 feire.too tree,too hely,, 

Te be corrvapsed with 


ia bresking feith with /atse,whoen How'd 5 
Aad cocwsh{lending all her fodelnc quipe, 


wa in feruice, where le cannes ges. 
vT%. Lec hope, $i ce leve nos bere. 
Pre. Sa jou | doe : a: effe | weald be hence. 
Th. Who,Silaie? 


Lee's cane send cooit owhihe. 
Be prod Enets ee eaeke your: eeyeneny 
U pesy i 


Kio Cameo bese you merry: de where 
yom all ear Makqee, end ri phelps) a chen 


thefe? 


Whe is Sdaia? what is fas ? 
Than all cur Sevateos conmassmdiss @ 
eit, 
ron re 

rd 
For ee 
Lome apes 


Tobepelimefbatindesi 


Sheonesh: sack 
Wpen che dull earch 
Tober les ws Garbands 
He. How aow? ae you fedder chen you wese bes 
NewdecjoAcantdeisadclbatetee 
iu. You miftshe : che MuGsien Rises me eet. 


e 2 quiche cove (hone. 
a Wl e@asia | wen desis ; ic pokes me base o few 


is in che 
Ja, I :thet cheage is the ee 
Ph. You would hauc them shwsies ploy ber ent thing, 
fn, I would ehvesies hour ene bar ene ching, 
we telheon, 
Often refore vance this Gentieweusen 3 
Fie. I veil you whet Lounes his men veld ma; 
He lou'd her ous of ali nicke, 


la, Where is Leunse ? 
Se, Gene to coke his dog, which te merrompby hie 
rare commend, hes anit cerry fer 9 prefens ve his 
fu. Peoce fiend shde 
Pe wewemnt 
a 
Tb. Farewell. 


Pre, Madem: geod ex'ace your Ledithip. 


Sd. I theake yen for your Mefique(Geatlemen 
Whe tether Sore aad ) 


Pre, One if pam haew bis puse heares 
You woeld haces oa hace Saag Mo celee” 
Set. Sie Provbens, es} cake ie. 


Sd. Youheur with: will ie 
Thac preLenthy you bie howe wba 
Thow ‘ wens 


Thee! dfpfe thet for op reg hall en, 
Pre. I grin hiss 
per fhe kn denk ) — 


Ja, “T were felle,fi thoald Speake it; 
For 3.sen Sure fhe is nor busied. 


Sa. fhe be syer #% tiene 
sarees eh i we 
lem betroch’d share 
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Fa. Aodtotoppaicumistortcker gro: | ‘Vegrane ny Eberanger (plato 

Sd. Aad fo am 1; for in hex grauc Vege acc \) 
AGure thy felfe.my louc is buried. De ink rpm oy prs Later pic) 

Pre. Sweet Jet me take it from che carth. Aad on the iuftice of ay fying hence, 

Sid. Goeto ies grave ond call hers cheace, To keepe me from a moh vebely match, 
Or az the lesft,in thine. Which end fortune fill rewards with plagues. 

fal. He beard not thac. i doe defire thee, even frome heart 

Pro. Madam: if your heart be fo ebdurate : As fall of fecrowes,ss the Sen of fends, 
Vouchfafe me yet your PiGure for wy louc, Fetegaabes haeraart Lamy! rp ueretaigh 
The Pidtore doc i honpiag in your chensber’ If act to hide what I hove fad to thee, 
Boas ve (peek ene tee ueoge eer Thse | mey venture to depert clone. 
For fince the (ubftance of your perfec fee 






Is cife devoted, ] am bees thadew ; 










Aad to your (badow, will | meke true love. I give confent to gos slong with 
fal. U'veeres babfence you would (ore dccewe hk, | Wreaking os lade whac batidethane, 
Aad make it buc a thadow,ss | em. As moch,| with all geod befortunc yeu. 
Sd. 1 am very loath to be your Idoll Ste ; When will you gee? 
Bot, Gace your fakchoad hall become you well Sd. This cveni 
To eatth’p Rado and deve lle apes, Ez. Where theil | cate you? 
Sead so ein the morning,sad ile fend « : Sd. At Poser P. Cd, 





And {o,good ref 





my 
Toft eme,} uh loft dey. 
Tats Roar {a bas ¥ bok bs aclongeh sagle | Scene Quarta. 
Thee ere 1 watch’d,sad the molt hcawett. 













Scena T ertia. Len, When 2 mans fervent Chall ploy she Came with 










taught bem (cuen as ene would fey precifety, thes I 


Laser Eglamere, Silna. 
would teach a deg) } was fent to deliwer him, 88 8 pre- 












Eg. This isthe hoare thar Mader Silusa feng to Mifins Sidmie, fom my Moller; and I came no 
Encreated me to call,end koow her minde _| Sooner into the dyamng-chaaber, but he fleps me to her 
Ther's fome great matter fhe'ld employ me in. Met ages Sestelee ae cr) O, ‘tis a foule 
Madam,Madam. . when s Cur connot keepe hinwelfe im afl compa- 

Sid. Whe cals? mes : | would have (as one Gould {ey ome thet takes vp- 

&. Your Craent,and your friend ; on tum to be 2 dog inderde, to be,seit were, 2 dog ot all 
One chat steends your Ledifhips command, things. If | hed net hed more wit then he,to take a faak 

Sil, Sur Egtamvere, 3 thouland tines good morrow. {| vponmechat he did, I thmke verily her hed bin hang’d 

Eg. Asmany (worthy Lady) +o your felfe : for't : fare as | line he bed faffer'd for’ : you thal iudge: 
According to your Ladithips impofe, Hee cheufts me himfelfe into the company of three or 
Jam ches cesly come,to know what fervice foure s,vader the Dutes cable: hee 
Ix rite! apse terion had noc binthere (bleSe the marke) 3 pifling while, bur 

Sd. OBE, , thou arts Gentlemen ; all che chamber fmeit hie : out wath the dog (fries one) 
Thiake not I (for I fweore f doe net) what cur is thet (fies another) whip hen ou ({ares the 
Valisnt, wife remorte- fell, well sccempleth'd, third ) hang him vp(faies the Duke.) I howog bia ac. 






elect tac 
ocs me to the fellow ches wheps the dagges : friend 
na oped 





Thou art not ignorant what deere goed will 
} beare ento che benfh’d Wakenssnes 








Oe 


pon bew fy fete Se ry avoth 1) you mesne to arty doe 1 
Vaine Thre (whom my very foule sbhor'd.) (quoch he you doc him the mere wreng(quosh | )"rwas 
Thy felfe heft low’d, and I howe heord chee fey 1 did che you wetef: he makes me a0 more adoe, 
No griefe did ever come fo neere thy heart, but whips mc out ofthe chember : how mony Maflers 
As when thy Lady,and chy crve-love dide, would doe this fer his Seruent ? ney, ite be fworne | have 
Vpon whofe Graue thow vow’dft pure chaftitic 3 for in che Reckes for peddings he hath flolae, ccherwile 
Sir Eglameare > | would to abeotme he had bin executed: 1 hauc feed on the Pillorie for 
To Mantua, where Unease he mekes sbod ; Geefe he hoch kit'd, etherwife he hed fulferd fort: thou 
And for the weaies arc dangerous to pollc, think’ft not of this now : nay,I remember che tricke you 
I dog defire thy worthy company, fered me, when [ tocke any leave of Madam Sims: did 
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ant Ibid thee Mill exarkeme,sod doe 231 do;when did'R , Teo plesd ferthat, which I would nor obtaine , 
thes fcc mac beaue vp any leg, and make water agemfis | Te carry chat,whsch I weald hsee refus'd 


farubingalc ? did't theo ener foe me doe | To prafe his faith, which I would hove ditpras 4. 
fach o cxacke? A am rey Maiters crue confirmed Louse, 

Pre. Schaffian is thy name : I like thee weil, But connor be cree fernent tomy Mafter, 
dad wil suploy chee in fore feruice prefencly. Valeffe { prouc falle erator to my felfe 

fe, in what you pleafe ale doe whet | can. Yet wll | woe for hien but yer (2 coldly, 

Pre. Lbope thos wile. As (heaven it knowes) I would. not haue han {peed. 
How sew you whors-foa pezan, Genclewaman,good day . I prsy you be my meane 
Where hence you bin thefe two dayes loyrerme? To bring me where so (peake with MadamSdare, 

La, Masry Sis, 1 carreed Mifiris Sadana the dogge you Sd. What would you wich her ,sfthac l be the 2 
bad oe. sal. If you be the, ( doe increst your pationce 

Pr. And what fares the co my Incle lewell? To heare me fpeake che meffage I am fen on. 

La, Marry the fares pour deg vess 3 cur,end tels you Sd From whom? 
amrifh thanks 1s good enough tor fecita prefent. fal, Evom my after, Sir Prorhems Madar. 

Pro, Ban Ore recem d my dog ? Sil. Ob: be fends you for a Piftuse ? 

Le. No wdecde did fhe aot. lal. 1, Madem. 
Harchsec | brouehs hm backe agaime. Si. Wejala, bring my PiGure there, 
dre, What didi chee offer her this from ene ? ree your Matter chis - cell Rum from me 

La. 1 Sae,the eches Squirnil! was Aolne from me One Jedse that his chenging thooghts forget 
By the Hangraens boyes in the marker place. Would beceer Gr his Chamber, then ches Shadow. 
And chen | offer'a her rine owne who 1.0 dog Jed, Madam, pleafe you perufe this Leceet 3 


As bug as ten of yours,& therefore the guittage greeter. | Pardon me (Madem) I heuc enaduis é 
Pra, Goe,ger thee hence,and fade my dog sgaine, | Deliver'd yous paper thax J fhould nes 


Oc acre retame 3g ame Inco my fight. This is the Letter co yous L adithip, 
Ausy,] fay : chou to veze ac here; Sd. I pray chee lec me looke on thar sgsine, 
A Sue ancad,tarnes me to fhame : ied, Te may not be : good Madam pardon me. 
Schafran,| have enrertaacd thee, Sd. There, hold: 
Pay thas f haue neede of fuch a youth, 1 will not looke vpon yous Mefters lines . 
Ther ce with forme difcretion doe my bufineffe s J know chey are fteft with proteftations, 
For’titan to yond foolith Lows , And full of new-found osthes which he will breake 
Bu cnefaly, for ty face,2ad thy behaneer, sdcbig Gray vedrael a de 
Which (it oy Amgury decewse me not ) fat, Madam, be fends your Ladifhup this Ring. 
Ww good beogns forrenc,and truch :- Sd. The more (hamefor hira,thec he femds it me ; 
Thercfare due fein ] encertasac thee, For } heuc heard him fay a thouGaod umes, 
Ge prefenrty sed rake this Ring with thee, His Jade goue is bim,a¢ lus depastuce 
Delmer i to Madsen Silene ; Though hus falfe finger hauc prophsa'd che Ring, 
She low d ne well, delect'd x to me Mune thall aot doc his /u/ia fo mach wroog. 
fal, ic lcemes you lou d not her not leave her token: id. She chankes you. 
She dead belake / Sid. Whac (ait chow? 
‘Pre. Nat fo: I chanke the Jises. fal. \chanke you Madam,that you tender her : 
bet. Ales Poore Genrlewomen, my Mattes wronge her much, 
Pre. Whe do’R thos cry ales? Sil. Do’A thou know her? 
fal, U cannot choofe bux puty her dal, Almoft as well as [ doe know any (elfe. 
Pre. Whesefore (howld’h thoo prity her > Tothinke epon her woes, I doc proteft, ° 
lat, Bocanfe gnetiunkes chat the jou'd you as well That I hsue wep: 9 hundred (euerall cmess 
As you doolous yoer Lady Semis Se, Belke the chinks choc Prorbeas hath forfook hes! 
She dveames on bam, shar hee for gac her love, fal, ithwhke fhe doth: and chas’s her caule of forrow, 
You duate on heer, that cores nat for your lone. Sel. 19 Che at paffing fare? 
Tspay Louc,fhould be fo comrary dul, She hath bin fesrer(Madoew) theo the is , 
And chunking on st,makces ane cry alas. When the did thinke ay Mafter lon'd hes well ; 
Pre. Well: 93 thas Riag,snd chercenchall She,in my ot pied pn chee 
This Lesver 2 ber chamber s Tell my Ledy, Bus fince the did negle& her looking-glafe, 
Idee che pronnfe forher heenenly Pictuse : And threw ere aaa Oe Mas(que eway, 
Your aeflagedone bye home vnto my chander, The eyre hath Agru'd the roles in her cheekes, 
Where then thalc hademe fed,and foliterie. And pinch’d the hilly-tinQure of her face, 
ket, Hoes aeny eronsnwceld doofech ameflege? | Thet now fhe is become as blacke as I, 
Abspecte Praha thee taht quennn 'd Sel. How call was the ¢ 
A Pore to be the Shepheard of hv Lambs, lel, About may fevuce : for a Pertecef, 
Aes. poose Lente, why doc I pry hun When all our Pageants of delight were plaid, 
Thar with his very beart defpifeth me f Our youth got me to play che womans part, 
Recents bes tones defpricth me, And I was trim'd m Madem indies gowne, 
Becante } lowe haan 1 sual potty hm. Winch ferued me as fic,by all mens iudgements, 
Leda, peasant As if the germent hed bin made for me : 
To bande ham co remmarnber apy good will Therefore [ knew the is shou my beighe, 
Asdaow om I (vnbeppy Mefieoger) And at chet ume l made her weepe a good, 
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For I did play slasmentable 
(Madan Anedne, panei 

ot Thefus penury aad vosult Aight ; 
Whiuch I fo huely aéted wath my teares. 
That my poore Mills moued therewnthall, 
Went bitterly: and would I might be dead, 
TF din though felt not her very forrow. 

Sil. She eee: to thee (genthe youth) 

Alas (poore Lady) defolate,and left ; 
Iweepe my felfe co thinke vpon thy words . 
Hereyouth: there is my purley J gruethee this (well. 
For chy fweee Miftris fake, becaufe thou lou It her. Fare. 
» dal. And the {nail chanke you tov’, sfere youknow 
A ser sineade en cer Cee Pa (het. 
I hope my Matters fui will be but cola, 
Since the refpedts my Miftris loue fo much, 
Alas, how love can trifle with it felfe : 
Heress her Pidture - lee me fee,] chinke 
If hed (uch a Tyce, this face of :nine 
Were full as loucly,as is this of hers; 
And yet the Parmer flatter'd her a hile, 
Voleffe I Aacter with my felfe too much, 
Her hsite 18 Aburec mine is perfect Yedew, 
If chat be all che difference in his louc, 
Ile get me fuch 2 couloar'd Perry wig: 
Her eyes are grey as glatfe,and io are mine. 
J, but her fore-head’s low,and mine's as high; 
What fhould it be that he refpectsin her, 
But I can make refpedtive in my felfe? 
If this fond Loue, were not a blinded god. 
Come thadow, come, and take this fladow vp, 
For'tis thy riuall . O chou fenceleffe forme, 
Thow fhalt be worthip’d, kifs'd Jou"d,and ador'd; 
And were chere fence in his Idolatry, 
My fubRance fhould be ftacue in thy flead. 
Ie wfechec kindly, for ehy Miftris fake 
Thacvs’d me fo: or elfe by /oue,] vow, 
I thould haue (cratch'd out wnfceing eyes, 
To make my Mafter out ofloue with thee. 





Arius Quintus. Scone Prima. 





Ewe E , Sasa, 
ake The Sun begins co guild the wefterne shie. 
now itis about the very houre 
That Siduea,at Fryee Parrocks Cell thould meet me, 
She wall not faile ; for Loucrs breake not houres, 
Voleffe it be co come before their ume, 


So mach they {pur their ol ape 
See where (he comes : L pest! Psi 
Sd. Amen,Amen ;: goe on lameure) 
Out at the Pofterne by the Abbey wall 
1 feare 1 am atcended by forme Spies. 
Egl. Feare aot : the Porreft 1s not three leagues off, 
If we recoucs that, we sre fure enough. Exeme, 





Scena Secunda. 





Enter Thorse ,Prethew Saisa,Dakg, 
Th. Sit Provhems, what {aies Sitesa to my feic? 


The two Gentlemen of Verona. 


Pre. ObSir,I fade her milder chen the 
And yes (he takes exceptions at salen 

7. Wet that my leg is too long? 

Pre. No,that it 13 coo liedle, 


Tha. le weare a Boote, to meke t fomewhes 


(dex. 


Fre. But lowe will not be fpurd co what xt loathes. 


Toa, What {are fhero ray face? 
Pre. Shelares st is 0 faire one. 


7 oe, Nay chen the wanton lyes : my face ss bi 
Pre, Bt Peacics are faire; tod the ld fying ok 


Blackemen are Pearles sn beaureous Ladies 
Tha, “Tis cred fuch Pearles 39 put our vay 
For I had racher winke, then looke on chem, 
Tha, How likes the my difcourle ¢ 
Pro, WM, when yoo talke of war. 


ies eyes, 


Téa, But well, when J difeourfe of love 
Jul, Bur better indeede, when de ary poe aa 


Tha, What (ayes the to my valour? 
Pra, Ob Sir,fhe makes no doubt of that. 


fal, She needes not, when the knowes st cowardize. 


Ton. What fares fhe to my birth? 

Pra. That yoo are well éeriu'd, 

lal, True : from a Genticean, to 8 foole. 
Tha, Confiders the my Poffefhons 2 

Pre. Oh, 1: and piettes them, 


Tha, Wherefor 

Jul, Tha: fach an Affe fhould owe them. 

Pre. That they are out by Leafe, 

Ine. Ae eae €. 

Da. How now fir Prethems ; how now Thavie 
Which of you faw Eglemenre of late? : 

The. Nor I. 

bs Nor). 

. Saw you my daughter? 

Pre. Nevibor. . 

Da. Why then 
She's fled ynte that pezent, Paleetene , 
And Egiemenre isin her Company: 
"Tis truss foc Frier Lansrnce met them both 
As he,in pennance wander'd through che Forreft : 
Him he knew well - and guefd thac it was the, 
Buc being mask‘d, he was noc fure of ic. 
Befides fee did intend Confefhon 
At Patrecks Cell this even,snd chere the wasnot. 
Thefe hkelihoods confisenc her flight from hence 3 
Therefore I pray you fland nck to difcoarfe, 
But moun you prefencly, and meete with me 
Vpon the rifing of the Mountaine foote 
Thac leads toward Mfantme,vehether they are fled: 
ele Seok Gentlemen) ead follew me. 

this it is,to bes a 

That fties her fortune when it followes her: 
Ile after ; more to be reveng’d on Egiameare, 
Then for the love of reck-leffe Silaia, 

Pre. And] will follow, more for Sdinas love 
Then hate of Eg/aweare that goes with ber, 

ial. And will follow more to croffe chet love 
Then hate for Sstma,that io gone for lowe. 


¥ 


Exes, 





Scena T ertia. 





Sila, Qer-ignes, 
t.One, Come, come be pasient 





rd 


SLA mere then this ene 
ee ae Ee iently. 


‘aleriag 
Goe thou with her 00 the Wefi end of the wood, 
: Wee'll follow him that's fled, 
be cannoc {cape 


Excant. 


Scans Quarta. 





Emer Vairatine , Probes, Scheid, baka, Dake, Thurio, 
Onc-lames. 


Vad. How vie doth breed e hebit in amen? 
This 


@ 
Wihdsew thee Melestme :who'sthis comes heere ? 
Pr, inept meng aio Pare 
(Though refpedt not feruant 
Tolazard Kfe,sed reskew yor from bien, 
Vann ee: 


37 
When women cannot lone where they're belou’d. 
Siu. When Prete: cannot he’s beled: 


Defcended into periary, to love me, 
Thou haft no faith left now, valeffe thou'dat two, 
Aod that’s farre werfe then none : better heme none. 
Then plurall faith, which is too much byenes 
Thoo Counterfeye, to thy true friend, 
Pre. In Loue, 
Who refprds friend ? 
Pro. Nay, ifthe gentle {pisit ef moving words 
Cen no way change you toa milder forme: 
He wove you like a Souldier, ot armes end, 
And loue gainft the natuce of Louc: force ye. 
Sil. Oh henten. 


Pre, Whe force thee yeeld to my defire. 

Val. Ruffian: let goc thar rude vnciuill cowch, 
Thou friend of an ill fathion, 

Pre. Ualentrae, 

Val, Thou comon friend ,thae’s wishout faith os love, 
ST LAL ee 
Thou ha il’d my hopes ; nowghe bur mine 
Collanaeceuteadedne eeu iccta: ep sis 
T have one friend alive ; thou wouldft difproucme » 
Who fhould be crufted, when ones right hsnd 
Is periured tothe bofeme? Prakeas 
J amforry I mull never teu thee more, 

But count the world s flzanger - thy fakes 
The priuete wound is deepeft: oh time, moft secur: 
*Monght all foes that 8 friend fhould be the worft ? 


Pro, My fheme snd guilt confounds mes 
Forgive me }alenting: if hesrcy forrow 
Be afafhecient Ranfome for 
Iteader’t heere: I doe ss truely Galfer, 
Asere 1 did commit, 

Val. Then lam peid s 


And onceagaine, I doe receive thee honeft 5 
Who by Repentanceis not farisfied, 

Is not of heawen, nor earth ; for chefe sre pleae'ds 
By Penitence th’Eternalls wrath’s appeas'd : 
And that my loue may appeare plaine and free, 
All that was mine, in Sdaia, I gine thee. 


Val. Boy / ° 
Why wag :how now ? what's che mattertlook ups fpesk. 
Tei.O good fr my after charg’d me to deliver a ring 
to Madam Silsie: W (out of my negleA)wes never done 
Pre, Whereis chatring bey? 
fed. Heere'cis s this it 
bitte atin lie 
Why chis is the ring I gaue to Jake, 
[a Oh, ery you mercy fir, Thase miftooke: 
This is the riig you fent to Siluia, 
Pre, Bathow cam'tt thou by this ring ?at my depart 
I geue this vnto Jalia, 
fal, reroarsc ly ihNedood abd 


And [alta her felfe hath broughe it hither. 
ule, 
’ ie toalle caches, 
And emtersain’d'enn deerely in heart. ‘3 
Hew oft heft chou with periury cleft the roote ? 


Oh Proshens, ioc this habit meke chee bieth. 
D 
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Be chou afharn'd that I haue cooke vpoa me 
Sech an immedef cayment 5 uf (hame line 
In 9 difguife of loac ? 
Ic1s the leffer bloc modefly findes , 
Women to change their thapes,then men their minds, 
Pre. Then men their minds/tis true:oh heven, were man 
But Cunftant he were perfect ; chat one error 
Fale hiew with feolts: makes him ren dtrough all th’fins ; 
TaconRancy falls-off, ere « begins 
What is m Silwa's face, buc I may (pre 
More freth in fuba’s, with a conftant eye? 
Uadl. Come ,come : 3 hand from either . 
Let me be bleft co make chis clofe 
*T were pitty cwo fuch frends fhould be long foes. 
Pre. Beare witnes (heaven) I have my with for ever. 
Jet, And I mine. 
Oust, A prize: sprize: a prize, 
Val. Forbeate,forbearel fay leis my Lord the Dade. 
Your Grace is welcome to a man difgracd, 
Banifhed Walentene 
Dake. Sit Vatemene? 
Tha. Yonder ss Silma : and Silsia’s mine. 
Val. Tharw give backe ; ot eife embrace thy death: 
Come not within the meafure of my wrach 
Doe net name Ssdasa thine : if once againe, 
Verena (hall nor hold thee; heere fhe ftands , 


The Merry Wists ofWindjor. 


Now, by the honor of 
Pratl tay Ancefiry 


Plead anew fisce mn chy wo-riual'd meriz, 

To which I thus fublcribe : Sir Valentine, 
Thou ast s Genelemen,and well deriu'd, 

Take chou chy Siénia, for thou halt deferw’d her, 

Val. I chaak your Grace, § gift bach made me happy: 
I now befeech you (for your daughters fake ) 

To grant one Boone thet I fhall aske of you. 

Dube. 1 grane it (for thane owne) what cre st be. 

Val, Thele benifh’d asen,thac } hewe kept witha, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualines. 

Forgive them what they hawe consantted here, 

And let them be recall’d from their Exile - 

T pa dsapisthesias cruall, full of good, 
employment (worthy Lozd.) 

Deke. heft i thers and thee ; 
Dilpofe of them,as theis deferts, 
Come,let vs goc, we wili inclede afl iaeres, 

Wah Tri % Mirth, and rare folemmity. 

Vel. as we walke slong,| dare be 
With out difcourfe, to make your Grace to {mile, 
What chinke you of chus Page (my Lord ?) 





List wre g tema palo 8 Loess Pn I chink che Boy orp grace in him, he blufnes. 
but to breach v . . Twerran d)more grace 2 
Ther. Sis Wateiancs cic ois Fox hai: Daty. Wins meses yo by de Lips pen eey 
Thold hi but a foole chat will endanger Val. Plesfe you, Necell you,as we pafie along, 
His Body, foc a Gicle chat loves hin not : That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 
I claime her not,and therefore the is thine. Come Prothenr, ‘tit your but ro heare 
Dake, The more degenerate end bafe ert thou The fory of your Lowes difcouered, 
Tomake fuch meanes for her,ss thou haft done, Thet done,our day of marriage fhall be yours 
And leaue her on fuch flight conditions. One Fesft,one houfe, one mutual hsppinefic. Sxeust. 
Eglemoare : Agews for Seluse sn ber efeape. 
Hof: wher 4 pi vel ° at 
The names of all che AGtors. —_| cat-lewes wth Aon ines 
Speed: aclownifh feruant to Valentine 
Duke: gather so Silwia Lanace : the keto Proshem, 
Wdemine, Panthiem: feruant te Antens 
> the two Gems lemen. Iulia; belowed of Prechems, 
Atnthones:farher to Provhens. Siluia: belowed of Valentine. 


Therie: a foolifh rinell reVlentine. 


— 











Lucetra: waghring- woman 10 balia, 




























Merry Wiues of Windfor. 


eAitus primus, Scena prima. 





Exner Saffice Suatiow, Stender, alles Eesns, Af 
aries gate oll, Anne Page, 
Ford, (96frefe Page, Sumple, 


> Shel. 
t Hegh, perfwade me not : 1 wi makes Scar- 
Chamber mascet of it, ifhee weretwenty Sir 
Seles Falftes Wve hall act sbufe Reber? Shalaw 
; (Coram. 
Of Glocefier, \altice of Peace sad 
Caft—~alerem. 





Parfon) who wriceshimlelfe Armigae, in 
Wearranc, Quictance,or Obligation, drmugers. 
Shaf. I thet I doc,sod have done any csme thefe three 


Shes. Ariss facceffors (gene before hies)hath doo't: 
end afl his Anceftors (that come efter him) mey : chey 
che desen whee Luces in thet Cone. 

cis a0 olde Coste, 


Coar well :i« well peffenc ¢ It isa farnilies beaft co 
man,and 


shes Lout. 
Shel. The Lafeis the freth fith, the fole-fth Js an old 


Enas. 31 2 nec meet the Councell beare a Rios: there 
isne feare of Got in aRiot: The Councell (looke you) 
Goal deGre vo heare the feare of Got , and not ve heare @ 
ae eateries 

3 0 any life, if} were yon 2 againe, 
Qhowld end ix. ad hoo 


Bean, 1: ve peter chat friends is the fword, and end 
iz: 0nd there is alfe snether device in nd area which 
a goot difcretions with ic. There is 
aun: Page , whichis douginer to Molter Thema Poze 
which ts 


Sha. ; ‘eget (be has beowne halve, and 
Ge cs fmell Eke e women. 








Suess, Ivis chat ferry perfor for all che orld, as tuft as 
you will defire , and feuen hundred pounds of Moogyes, 
and Gold, and Sileer,1s her Grand-fire vpon his deathe= 
bed, (Got deliver co a ioyfull cefarrections) gruc, when 
fire a8 able vo overtake fevemcene yeeses old. Ic werea 

oot motion, if we leave ous pribbles end prebbies,snd 

fire a marriage becweene Mafter Mbrabaav,and Millris 
Aune Page. 

Siu, Did her Grand-fise leane hes feauco hundred 


iad 
Exam. 1, ond her father is make her » peter penay. 
Silex, [know the young Genliewoonn,fhe has good 


ee ore and pof-hilines, is 
an Weer vs fee honeft M' Page: is Palfaffe there? 

Eaen. Shall | cell you alye ? Idoe defpifes lyer, 06 ] 
doe defpife one that is falfc,or as I defpife ane that is nos 
true: ihe Knight Sax Joleg ia there, and I befeech you be 
reled by your well. willers : I will peac the doose for M'. 
Page. What hos? Got-pleffe yous hoale here. 

Ott Page. Who's there ? 

Euan. is go’r's pleffing and your friend, sad Iu- 
Rice Shallow and heere yong Mafter Slender : thet pered- 
wenrures (hall cell you snoches tale, if mesters grow to 


13d t0 fee your Wor well 1] 

akey enitae i Sa 

Mofter Page,| om to ‘mach 
doe our good bent: Twith'd your Venifan beter it 
wasiil killd : how doth good Paget end 3 thank 
you alwaies wich my bean, le: with my beart. 
AG. Page. Sit, lchenke you, 
Shas: Sis; | chase pou by poised oo Tse 
MPa. lara gied co fee you, Mafter Stender. 
Sten, How do's your fallow Greyhound, Siz, } heard 
he was out-run on (ot/all. 
MPa. 1s could not beiudg’d, Sis. 
Siena. You'll not coalefle t you'll nor confeffe. 
Shal. Thac be will wot, tis your fank,’tit yous feule : 


‘tis a good dogge. 

AE Pa. A Si. 

Shal, =e gre cree, ie aly een there 
be more faid? hess goed, sad fare. Is Sur Joba Faifaffe 
heere? 

MOP a. Sit, hee is within : end] would I could does 

office be tweene you 


Eum. Icis fpoke es a Chriftians ough: to {pcake. 
Shal. He hach d after Page, 
wrong’ rel 8 rs ) 


is. 






Ds Shel, 





Shal. Ifitbeconf ~-d,jvis c zredreffed ; Is noe chat 
fo ( M.Page? ) he hash v:song’d me, indeed he hath, ata 
srxehelen vom ee ofr Shalew Elquire,feinh 

is wrong 
Mea.Pa. Here coms Sit Jebe. 
Fal. Now,Msfter Shahew, you'll comp|sine of mteto 


aah g Koi h have be 

ight, atenmy men, kill’d 
deere, énd’ ke Legs my Lodge. ii roy 

Fal. Bat not kifs’d your Keerers heer ? 

Shal, Tut, pin: chs thall be anfwer’ 

Fal, I will anfwere it ftraic, I have done all chis # 
Thac is now an(wer'd. 

Shel. The Counceil thall knew this. 

Pal. “Twere better for you sfit were known in coun- 
eel: youl be lasgh’d a. 

Ea, Pawsa verbe (Si lobn) good worts. 

Fal. Good worts? good Cabidge 3 Slender, I broke 
your head : what matter have you sgainft me? 

Slew, Marty fir, Jhaue matter in my head egainft you, 
slay ar your cony-caching Rafcalls, Bardelf, Vyas, 
and Pifel. 

Bar. You Banbery Cheefe. 

Slen. 1, it is no matter. 

PA. How now, Alephofteptsinn : 

Sten. 1, nis no matter. 

Nyas. Slice,] (ay ; panca.panca: Slice gha:’s my humor. 

Slen, Where's Siaple my man? can you tell, Cofen ? 

Baa, Peace, I pesy yous now let vs enderitend: there 
ia chree Vanpires in this matter, 83 J vnderfland ; that is, 
Mafter Pare (fidelicet Mafter Pace, ) & chere is my felfe, 
(fidelicet my felfe) and the chree party is ( laftly , and fi. 
nally) mine Hoft of che Gater. 

Ma.Pa. We rhree to hear it,& end ic between thee, 

Enas. cook, lwilimekea of it in my 
note-booke, end we wil afterwards orke vpen the caufe, 
with as great difcrectly as we can, 

Bal. Piel. 

P#.. He heares with esres. 

Eaas, The Tevill and his Tam: wher phrafe is chis ? 
he heares with esre ? why,0t is affedtations, 

Fa. Prftel, did you picke M. Stender: purfe? 

Slew, 1, by thefe gloves did hee, of ] would I might 
never come in mine owne great chamber agsine cife, of 
feauen grostes in mill-fzpences, snd two Edward She- 
wciboords, thet coft me two fhilling and twe pence a 
peece of Yead Miller : by thefc gloves. 

Fal, lachis crue, Pifoll? 

Eass.No, it is falfe, ific is 0 piche-purfe, 

Pil, Ha, thou mountaine Forreyner : Sir lobe, and 
Mafter mine, | combat challenge of this Lorme Bifbee: 
word of deniall in thy Lebras here; word of denials froth, 
and (cure thou left 

Siem, By thefe gloves, shen’ was be. 

Nym. Be svie'd Gr, and paffe goad humours : I will 
fay marry trap with you, if you runne the net-books hu- 
mor on mae, thet is cht very note of it. 

Slew, By this hac, then he in the red facehad it + for 
-thoogh I csnnet remember what ] did when you made 
rae drunke, yer I em not alcogetber an afte, 

Fal. What fay you Scarist,and Jobe? 

Bo. Gc, (for my part) | fay the Gentleman had 
druake himfelfe out of his fiue fencences, 

En. Iv is his five fences: fie,what the ignorance is, 
Bor, ped bebe topes oeeees fay) cafheerd :and 
fe conclufiogs-paft 

























































Cas-cires. 


~The Merry Wines of Windjor. 








oo 


fpake tn Lavcenthen to: but ‘tis no mate 


Sten. I, you 
ter; Denere be drunk whilft I line bet in honeft, 
ciuill, godly company for this tricke : if | be drunke, Ile 
be dranke wich thofe thar have the feare of God,2nd aoe 
with drunken neues, 

Ena. So gomudge me, that is a vertuons minde. 

Fal, Youkeore al thefe matters deni’d, Gentlemen ; 
you heare «. 

Ad Page. Ney daughter, corcy the wine in, wee'll 
drinke wichin. 

Slen, Oh heauen : This is Miftrefle tame Page, 

Af’ Page Hownow Mifiris Ford? 

Fal, Mifris Ford, by my woub you are very wel mat: 
by your leaue good Miftsis, =| 

af age. Wife bid thefe gentlemen welcome: come, 
we haue ahor Venifon pafty co dinner ; Come - 
sce ary ae eae cere seat de ara sp 

ad rather then ferty thillings I had my books 
of Songs and Sonners heere lee Simple where 
haue you beene ? Imuft waiton my feife, muh I? yeu 
haue not the bookeof Riddles about you, hace you ¢ 

Sins. Booke of Riddles ? why did you net lend it ta 
Alne Shortcake upon Alhallowmes isi, afortaight e- 
fore Michacimas. 

Shal, Come Coz,come Coz,we Ray for you: a woed 
with you Coz: marry this, Coz : chere is as"tweren tem 
ders kinde of render, made s {asre-off by Sir Hugh here: 
doe you vaderfland me? 

Sim, Sit, you hall finde meresfoneble; ifit be fo. 
I that doe thar thar is reafon, 

Shel, Nay, but vnderftend me, 

Siew. So! doe Ser. 

Euan, Gine eare so his motions : (Mr Slender) I will 
defcription the matter co you, if you be capacity of h. 

Shen, Nay, I will doe 3s my Cozen Shatow {sies : I 
pray yoe ha me, he's aluftice of Peace in his Coun. 
trie, femple though J ftand here. 

Euan, Butthatis not che queftion : the queftion ts 
concerning your marriage. 

Sha. 1, there's the poine Sv. 

Ew. Masry is it; the very point of it, to Mi. 4m Page. 

Slea, Wry ific be fos] will marry her vpoe any ret- 
fonable demands, 

En. But can you affeAtion the ‘o-men, let vs commend 
to know that of your mouth, or of your lips : fos divers 
Philofophers hold, thas che lips is parcel of the mouth 
wage sires Fa you carry your good wil to frend? 

Sb. Abrabem Slender con you lowe her? 

Sie. spore eee Geek Galverwey eset 

eA. . 


wonld doc 
Eu, Nay, got’s Lords,and hie Ledies,you auf 
poficable Mi yoe Jrepinaahdepirecq Bopha Hu 


what I doc is to pleasure you (Coz:) can you lowe the 
msid 2 


Sten, 1 will marty her ( Sir ) at your requeft ; bur if 
there bee ao leven che begianing , yet Hewwen 
mey decreafe « vpon betce: acquaimancc, when wee 
sre merried, sad haue more occelion te know one ano- 
ther : chy eblacerrwagey| will grow mere content ¢ 
but if you fay mary-her, | will mary-her, chet J am freely 
Giffolucd,and diflehncty. 





Ew ty 


° The Merry Wines of W indfor. 


Ex, 1e18 2 fery difcertion-anfwere; faue the fall is ia 
ch’ estas s est is (eccarting te our mes- 
: 3 hus 18g 
“2 I: lchinke ay Colac mets all 
St. 1,01 dfel would I right be hang'd(la.) 
Sh, Hove comes faire Miftris Aner; would ( were 
for fake, Mifixis une. 
we. Ths Sian is onthe Table, my Fasher de(ires 


a als hen,(faire Msfttis Aone.) 


yoe 31 am very well. 
fa. The dinner attends you,Sir. 

Sé. J am not s-hungry, | thanke you, forfooth: gos 
Sera, for all you are my man, goe wait vpon my Cofen 
Shelisw : 0} sheer soar rosie oe may be beholding 
te has friend for a Men; I keepe bur three Men, and a 
Boy yet, till any Mother be dead : but wha though, yet 
thuehke s peore Gentlemen borne. 

din, Imzy not goe in without your worfhip: they 
wil aot fit tif you come, 

St. | fainh jhe cate noching : I chanke you as much es 

I did. . 
an. | 

KI 
ey fhinth’other dey, with plsying at Sword and Dag- 

with a Mafler of Fence (three veneys for a dith of 
Ken'd Prancs jend by my trath,1 cannot abide the forell 
of hos este face. Why doe your dogs bake fo? be 
there Beares ith’ Towne ? 

ta. Ithinke there are,Sir, ! heard chem calk'dof,. 

32. Move the fport well, but I thall as foone quarrel! 


you Sir walke in. 


a it, as ony moan ta Engleed ; you ace afraid if you fee the 
Beare you not? 
As, Tindcede Sir. 


Sl, Thac’s meate and drinke to me now: ] haue feene 
Seclyr fea loofe twenty times,znd have tzken him by she 
Chaine : but (1 warrant you) the women have fo cride 
aad fheeke at i,tbac it pat : But women indeede,cannot 
abide’ern , chey ase very ill. fawour'd rough things, 

Ma. Pa Come,gentieM.Skader come; we fisy for you. 

Sf, Me exte notching, I thanke you Sir. 

Afa Pa. By cocke and pie, you thall nat choole, Sur 
wn Ney pezy you lead the 

&. the wey. 

Ma Fifa bacen Sir. : 

Sf. Miftris Anse: your felfe thall goe firlt. 

An, NotlSir, pray you keepe on, 

Sl. Tructy [ will not goe fult: trucly-la: 1 will not 
doe you that 

ae, J you Sir. 

St. Me cacher be vnmannerly chen troublefome: you 

doe your felfe wrong sadcedels Excunt, 





Scena Secunda. 





Ecter Euast, and Sim's, 

Ee. Go your waies, and aske of Doftor Casas houfe, 
Which is the way 3 and chere dwels one Miftris Qucky ; 
which is in the manner of his Nurfe;or his dry-Nurfe;oc 
bes Cooke; or his Lauodey ; his Wather,and his Ringer. 

Si. Weill Sir. 


ere 


eather walke here (Ithsake you) I bruz'd | 
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Ex, Nay, it 18 petcer yet + give her chisleccer for sco 


s’oman that aktogeathers scqusintace with Mifttis Ause 
Page; and the Letter is to defire, and require her to foli- 
cite yous Mafters delizes, to Miftvis Ame Page: I pray 
you be gon: 1 vill make an end of my dinner jsher's Pip- 
pins and Cheefeto come. Exeuns, 





Scena Tertia. 





Enter Faihaffe Heft, Bar Nyaa? 5 . 

Fal. Mine Hof of the phe é sie be 

Ho, What (aies my Bully Rooke ? fpeake {chollerly, 
aod wifely, 

Fal. Trucly ming Hof ; l mult turne away fome of my 
followers. 

He. Diicard, (bully Herewier) cotheereslec them wag; 
tror,trot. 

Fal 1 fit at ten pounds a weeke. 

He. Thou'rt an Emperor (Cefar, Keefer and Pheezer) 
I will entertaine 8 she thall draw;zbe (hall top; faid 
1 well (bully Aedler ? ) 

Fa. Doe fo (good mine Hef. 

He. Vhave fpohe. let him follow: let me fee thee froth, 
and line: lam ac 3 word - follow. 

Fal, Bardelfe follow him: a Tapffer is a good wade. 
an old Cloake,makes anew Jerkin. a wither'd Seruing- 
man, a freth Tapfier : goe, adew. 

Ba, Ieisahfe thas I have defie’d : I will thrive, 

P.f, O bafe hungarian wight: wilt § the {prgot wield 

Ni.He was ce in deimkss novebe humar cSceired? 

Fal. 19m glad I am fo ecquit of chis Tinderbox : his 
Thefts were coo open: his filching was hike an vnskilfull 
Singer, he kept not esme. 

Nr. The good humor is to fteale at s minutes reft. 

Pf. Conuay : the wife it call : Secale? foh : a fico for 
the phrafe. 

Fal, Well fics, ¥ am almoft out at heeles, 

Pi, Why then let Kibes enfue. 
. Fal. There ts no remedy:1 mult conicatch, I muft thik. 

Pit. Yong Ravens muft haue foode. 

Fal, Whuchof you know Ford of chis Towne? 

Pip, Vhenthe wight : hess of fubfisnce good, 

Fal. My honeft Lads, J will tell you what tam about. 

Piff. Two yasds, and more. 

Fal. No quips now Prfod: (Indeede Tam in the wafte 
two yards abous : but 1 amnow about no wafte: J sm a- 
bout thrift) briefely : 1 doe meane to make loue 10 Fards 
wife : I Spie entertainment in het: thee difcourfes: thee 
carves. Che piues the leete of inuntation Ian confisue 
the aftion of her families Mile. & the hardeft voice of her 
behsuior(co be engiith'd rightly)is, / amv Sir ohm Balfafs. 

Poff. He hath fludied her willsand tranflaced her will: 
out of honefty, into val 

N:. The Anchors deepe : will thac humor paffe? 

Fal. Now,thercport goes, the hes all the rule of her 
husbands Purfe: he hach a legend of Angels. 
Pif. As many diuels entertaine: and to hes Boy fey 1. 

N:. The humor rifes:it is good:shumor me the angels, 

Fal, Uhave writ me here a Icecer to her 1s & bere ano~ 
ther to Pages wife, whocuennow gave mee good eyes 
toozexamind my pares with moft iudicious illisds:fome- 


times the beame of her view, guildedmy foote : fome- 
times my portly belly. 
D: Pf. 
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Pit, Then did the Sun on duag-hill fhine. 
Ni. Ichanke chee for thar humour. 


gol 
them both , end chey fhall be Exchequersto mee: ch 
fhall be my Exh and Weft Indies, and I will trade ‘ 
them both : Goe.beare thou this Letter to Miftris Page; 
and chou this to Mifisis Ford: we will cheiae (Lads) we 
will thrive. 

Pf. Shall 1 Sir Pandares of Trey become, 

And by my fide weare Stele? then Lucifer cake all. 

Ns. Lwill run no bsfe humor : here take the hamore 
Letter ; I will keepe the havior of reputation. 

Fal. Hold Sirha,beare you thefe Letcers tightly, 
Saile like my Pinnsffe to thefe golden thores. 
Rogues, hence suaunt,vanith like haile-(tones ; goe, 
Trudge; plod away ith’ hoofe : feeke fhelter,packe : 
Falfidfe will leame the honor of rhe age , 

drift, you Rogues, my felfe, snd skirted Page. 

Pf, Let Vultores pein a guts: for gourd, and 
Fullam bolds:& high and low beguiles the rich& poore, 
Tefter ile have in pouch when thow fhalk lacke, 

Bale Phrygian Turke. 

Ni. have opperacions, 
Which be humors of reuenge. 

Pif. Wilt chos revenge? 

Né. By Wetkin,and her Scar. 

Pf. Wichwir,or Steele: 

Ni. With both the hamors, I - 

I will difcuffe rhe humour of chis Loue to Fond. 
Pif. And Ito Page fhall eke vnfold 
How Falfeffe (varlet vile) 
His Doue will prove: his gold will hold, 
And his foft couch defile. 

Ni. My humour fhall not coole : I will incenle Ferd 
to desle with poyfon : | will poffeffe him with ysllow.. 
neffe, for the revolt of mine is dangerous: that is my 


erve humour. 
P.ft. Thoa art the LACers of Adalecontents : 1 {econd 
thee: troope on. Exemn, 


Scena Quarta. 


Ewa Deiris Quietly Simpl lobes Rugby, Deller, 


a. What, lobe Rugly, 1 pray thee gor to the Cale- 
eas eae teeta P Mafer, Meter Dodter 
Caim comming : if he doe ih) and finde say body 
in the houfe ; here will be an old ng of Gods past. 
ence,and the Kings 

Ba, The goe watch. 

fa Goe,snd we'll have a poliet for'e (oone at night, 
Se oe ates oo8 ot toe cole An Does, 
ing, kinde fellow,ss euet feruant thall come in boule 


he is given to prayer ; heeis 
peevith thar way : but no body but has his 
fauls : but let thac pafte. Poser Simple. you {ay your 
name is? 
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Ae. De'she not weares greet reund Beard, Whe o 


ag arte Seward 
Si. No ? he heth but a lierle wee-fece ; wich 
alte yellow beard : 2 Caine colourd Beard. 

Qa. A foltly-(prighted men,ishe not? 

Si. | forfooth : but be is 9s call s mnen of his hande,ss 
ony is betweeene this snd his head : he hath foughe with 







Ru. Out sas: here comes my Mafter, 
Qu, We thal all be thent : oun in bere 

ri pie ener 

: t I fey? 

quire for my Mefier, I doubt he be Lele 

comes not home : (and dewne dewer sdagus ah. 
La. Vatis you fing ? Idoe not like des-toyes: peay 

you goe and verch me in my Cloffer,ynboyteene verds 

a Bor.a grecne-e-Box : do intend vas I (peake? a greeng- 


_T——_- _pee 
am went not in bi ifhe 
see paprai : _ ™ 
* fer od Fg 
Poy J eoneller ot fait for chende, fe men voi be 
es ainsi 

4 antte ie am menposige As-peach quickly 
Viocateee om ? : 

Xt, What lols Rugby Jobe ¢ 

riba eo 

4 You are Reghy, sad are 
Come, take-s-your Rapier, and pe Vit &s 
the Court. 

va pr treedy Sir, here in the Porch. 

a By my trot: too 3od’s-me: P) 
cublie: dere'is (ome Sienples io my rang artp-bed 
Poe ee 

y-me,he'll inde the ren there, 8c be mad, 
* O Dishle, Diablo: vars Litny Chock? 
Villsn ; Regi my Rapier, 
content, 






whaz 
eRe 
bee 
















é Bled een isan bonefi men, 
4. honeft man do in sdee 
isao honeft man daz thall come in 








Ca. Vell. 
2s Beace,I pray you. 
Si. To dete this boweA saree var aid) 
fer theway Marne, nn 
a. This sal! sbae i 
oe, meee eearne 
4 fend-e you? Rugby, ballow mee fome 
Paper : tarry you a lictall-e.while, a 
! 
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const fate tif be hed bin chrough- 
hewe heard him f loud.end {o me- 


nore notwithftending men, Ie doe 
pets Sirdar vend 


— & goes charge to come vader one bodics 


arr Ate you 2-is'd o'chat? you thall fade it 0 great 
: and to be ep eerly, and down lece: but nocwith- 
to cell you in yeur eare, | wold heue 90 words 
of 2) any Maftes bunfcife is in love wich Miftris une 
; bet oorwichRanding chat I know er mmind,chas’s 
eeithe: becre nor chere. 
Cams. Yoo, lack Nspe: gives a this Letter to Sir 
cS eas thallenge : | will cut his cross in de 
aad} will teach a fcuruy leck-s-nape Prieft to 
meddle, ormake: saat Acero at it is noe goed 
pos cary here by gar I will cut ali hisewo (tones 3 by 
gat, bc Chall nox heve a fone to throw at his dog ge. 
Qe. Ales : he fpeakes but for his friend. 
ae fc is 20 mstrer’s ver dat : do at you tell-a-me 
é:t } Chall hase tums rpgits prnalgn Aaalal gu. Tvl 
kill de Lack-Pric + have appointed mine Hofi f 
dc larteer to weafare 08: weapon: by gar,! wil my lelfe 
beer Sens Page. 
Quast. Siz, the maid lowes you , end al] thal bre well : 
We malt ciee folkes leaue to prace : what the ier. 
Cam, Rugby, come to the Court with me : by gar, if 
ee ee en out of my 
dere : follow ay hecies 
ai, You fhall bese ootes bead of your owne : 
Ne, Tknow es mind for that : newer e woman in Wiad- 
fo taowes mere of das minde then I doe , vor can doe 
more then I dee wich her,I thenke heseen,. 
Petes. Who's wih in there, hos? 
Qua. Who's there, [tra ? Come neste the hoafe I 


ha, How oow(good worsen 
Bos Tocbenet tp Yous pod Wert 


Fn, Whee newes? bow do's Mifirie -tane? 
fan) patch esa he presty, and honeft, end 
6S 
wey, I praife hesnen for it. 
Bie ——" geod chigkf chou ¢ fhals } nos 


Sie, oll le in hic handesdoues burnot- 
dng ( Maher Rem) Bebe (worne an abeoks 
ae reeves : haus nee yous Worthip s wer ebous 
"he Yocany tne Lapses 
Opt. Wei, chereby rain good pit be Cuth 
nother Nav ; (beeChanet) an maid as ever 
bietandebepsorigm solani loiy) Me 
ball never Laugh bus te compeny ¢ 
7 bra pia echoes Allicholy sad mafing : 
ans ~~ gostee——— 
Pon, Well: I Geel] feg her to dey : held, there's me- 
rilerirva sa cabs dey soko ney boul a if 
fue, epmamend me -<— 
= WET? Tfeich thes weewill: And J willteil 
ta 
other woos. 


Fee, Well, fare-well, Tem in hafte vow. 

. Fere-well to yous Worthip : sn benef 
Gen : but Ane hifm nos : for I tu 
munde as well es anothes do's: out vpon't : what howe I 
forgot. Exa. 





Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 





Encore AM five Page, Mfr F Page, Af. 
di st ap irlarar he a 


Bai lots ape Whar, heue pa a ei = the 
we em I now 8 fubseA 
holy dey-emne of ay benury 


Aske me 00 v0 lleme Rea 
fcfrbS penton be aber bss fn (ete 
pen are wet youg, we mere ame !: gee tothcn shere's 

pew arc wverry, fo aml. bby thee moe pet 
you tows facke, and fo do! : wonld yon dafire betzer farparbie? 
Lat tt faffice vbee (Mefires Page ) ot toe leaft f the Lows of 
Seuldeer can faffice, thar 1 lome ho I will wee fay pity suee , 
“tas wet 0 Somldeer lobe pl afe ; bat | fey, tome me: 


metic aaa 
Far theese figs. ohn Faif offe. 


What 2 Hered of Serie is this ?O wicked wicked weeid: 
One ther is mee yoga wih ge 


my I fay co hie? I wee theo 
Frogell ofary micth: (hesnen forgive mee: ) why Ile 
Exhubit s Balin che Parliament fer the parting ting downe 
of men : how thall J be reveng'd on him ? for reweng'd I 
will be? as fure es his puts are made of 


Adil Ford, Muftru Page crelt ne.) wes going ve your 


dA Par, Andwnt me,I was comming to yeu: you 
eva 
sated Btey » ernere beleeoe Coat | bane ce hee 


*Paith bet you doe in my minde, 
eg ath yu dni ny leould thew 
eee tee score 2 iene er ee ee ae 


wae What's the matter, women ? 
Owemen: ah core not for one alin g te 
is conld come vo fac bce 
Page, Hang Hang che trifle woman) take the penowr 
Bog di(pence with 2 what le it? 
Afi Ferd. If would but goeto hell , for an eternal! 
meoment,or [0:1 could be kni 
C9ti.Page. Whee thon lief ? Sis Alice Ford ? thefe 
ee couse Socheu fhoaldft not altes the ere 
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ife wemens modefty: and gave fach or ond wel- 
Cckebed toa] yncomelineffe, hele her have 
{worne his difpofrion would haue gone to the truth of 
his words: buc they doc no more adhere and keep place 
together,then the hundred Pfalms to the cune of Green- 
fleeves : What i i (Ltroa) threw chis Whale,( with 
o many Tuns of oyle in his belly) a fhoare 9¢ Windfor? 
How thall I bee reuenged on him? 1 thinke the beft way 
were, tocntertasne him with hope, cill che wicked fire 
of luft have melted him in his owne greace : Did you e- 
uer heare the like ¢ 

Adef-Page. Lercer for letter; but chat the name of 
Page and Ford differs : co thy great comfort in this my- 
Aery of ill opsaions,heere’s the ewyn-brocher of thy Let- 
ter : bac let thine inberit firlt , for proreft mine never 
thall : 3 warrant he hath s thoufand of thefe Letters, writ 
with blenche-(psce for different names (fure more ): snd 
thefe are ofthe fecond edition: hee will print chem ovr | 
of doubt : for he cares not what hee puts meo che preffe, 
when he would put vs two : I had rather be a Gianceffe, 
and lye ender Mount Pelsee: Well; J will find you ¢wen- 
tie lafcinious Tartles ere one chafte man 

Mf Ford. Why chisss the very fame - che very hand: 
the very words * what doth he thinke of vs ? 

Mef. Page Nay Iknow nor: 1¢ makes me almofl res- 
die to wrangle with mine owne honefty : Ile encertaine 

felfe like one chat [am vor scquainted withsll : for 
fare valeffc bee know fore flraine in mee, that [know 
= my (elf, hee would never have boorded me in this 


1. 

dts, Ferd. Boordin it ? Le bee fure co keepe 
him aboue decke — 

CA6.Page. So will] : ifbee come ender my hatches, 
Ile never to Sea agerne : Let's bee reveng'don him : ley's 
8 hum a meeting : him s fhow of comfort m 

Sust,and lead him on with a fine bated delay, till bee 
heth peww'd his horfes to mine Hoff of the Garter. 

Mi. Ford. Ney, I wil confene to a8 any villany sgainft 
him not fully the charineffe of our honefty : oh 
that my hasband few this Letter : it would cine eternal 
food to his iestoufic. er es 

Mif.Page. Why look w ¢ comes; and my 
meso of 4 as farre from iealoufie, asl am foe Bi- 
wing him caufe, and chat (1 hope) 16 an vamealuradle di- 
ftan 


ce, 
Moat Tee res sore , ; 
Page. Lev’s confult cogether ageinft chis greafie 
Knight : Come hither. 
Ferd, Well: Thope, it be nor fo 
Pf. Hopeise curtall-dog io fome affaires . 
Sw loba affeAsthy wife. 


Ford, Why fir, my wife ra not young. 

Pt. He wots beth high andlow,both rich & poor, 
boch yong and old, 8ne with another (Ferd) he loues the 
Gally-mawfry (Ferd) perpend. 

. Loue my > 
Pift. With ler, burmng hot :prevent? 
Or goe thou like Sie Allee he, with 
at thy heeles :O, odious 1s the name, 

Ferd. What name Sit? 

Pf. Toe borne Gy: eet ed 
Take heed, have ¢, for cheeves doe 
Take heed,ere homes Caswes ,or Cuckoo-birds do fing 
Away fir Corporal Nan 


”~ 


' Beleeue st (Page) he fpeakes fence. 
fod Nwilfte oth be I wall find out this, 
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Wee. And chis is true : J like nos the humor 
headhach mee in fome humors: } thould 
berne che humour d Letrer to her : but I have a fwerd ; 
al rola ted beredangse clon your wife; 
There's the fhort end ¢ long : My neme is Corporal 
peal fig serayacecani Hen ae desde 

F oues wife : adieu, I love not 
tour of bread wd hentai, — 

Page. of it (quoch’s ?) heere’s 3 fellow 

frighes Eng lith our ofhis oo ; , 

Ferd. a feeke out Faiftdfz. 

Page. Loner heecd fuch 2 drawling-elfeGing 

Ferd. If I doe finde ic: well. me 
a i I vill not beleewe fuch a Catassn, though the 

o’ th’ Towne commended him for s tree man, 

Ford. “Twasa good fenfible fellow : well, 

Page. How now Uy? 

Mift, Page, Whether goe you( George?) haske you. 

ee How now({weet Frank why art chou me- 
te) 

Ford I melancholy ? 1 em not melancholy : 

Get you home : goe. 

Mif.Ford. Faith.hou haft fome crochets mn thy head, 
Now: will you Atiftris Page? 

Mif.Page, Havewith you you'll come to dinner 
George ? Looke who comes yonder thee thall bee ous 
Meflenger co this palene Knight, 

CMif Ford, Truft me,] thought on her: fhee'll ir st. 

Afif. Page. You are come to fee my daeghter Auer? 
sq. Iforfooch : and J pray how do’s good Mifiseffe 

( 

Mif.Poge. Go in with vs and ice: we baue an boures 
talke with you. 

Page. How now Matter Ford ? 

For. You heard what thisknave told ae,did you not? 

Page. Yes,and you heard what the other told me ? 

. Ferd. Doe youchinke chete as truch in them ? 

Pag. Hang em flaucs : I doenotthmke the Kneght 
would offer it : But thefe chat accufe him sn bes umtefe 
towards our wines, are a yoake of his difcarded men: ve. 
ry rogues, now they be our of ferusce. 

Ferd, Were they his men? 

Pages. Merry were they. 

Ford. Vike it neuer che berez for chat, 

Do's he lye ot the Garter? 

Page. | marcy do's he: if hee fhould intend this woy- 
age toward my wife, } would come her loofe to him; 
“seit gets moreof her, then fharpe words, let it 

on baal 
T Fmd. Idee net eildoubeow wike + baz} woald bee 
loath tocurne them ¢ : 3 man mey be too conft- 
dent : I would haue noching lye on sy head : 1 cannes 
aid aptly eres 

Poge. Looke where my ranung-H the Garter 
dened these le epthe: hequse in Ws pases oc many ta bus 

a; when hee lookes fo merrily : How now mune 

eft? 

Hef. Hownow Bally-Rooke: thou'rt 3 Gentleman 
Caueleiro luftiec, 3 fey 

Shel. \ follow, (awne Hof) I follow Good-eveo, 
sad ewenty (good Mater Pag) Malier Pagel yo" 6° 
with vs? we heuc fport is 

Hoff Tell him Cancleizo-Luftice : tell him Bully- 
Rooke 

ShaB. Sue, chere ts a fray Sedo ally te alga 
Hugh che Welch Prich,and Cam the hare 

ood 


Pr 


RS a TF TS 








Ferd. Good wine Heft och Garten a word with you 
Bef. What fe:ft thev, my Bully-Rooke ? 
Shel. Wil) you dol gto ke? My 


Bf. Hef thos po (ais ogsini my Kaighehery geeft- 


? 
Shal. Nene, ! bet fle apottiec of 
vicar Sone wence ke: alain 
a frre sory ried ay and 
coger, (ead ewe?) acd try marne fll be . be 


Page. Thaue heard che Freach-ann hath good shill 


hn bos 

Shal. Tor Gr: 1 could have told you more : In chefe 
i ftand on diftence: your Poffes,Scoccado’s sad 
know not what : ‘cis che heart ( Mafter Page) ’tis heere, 
‘usbeere ; Thaue feene the time. wich my loag-fword , ] 
would have made you fowre tall fellowes skippe like 
Rectes. 


bof. reali sani odor areae 
oie you + I had cacher heare them fcold, 
then 
Thoegh Page be a fecure foele, and fends fo 
dines ose Cie ray (ee ease pace ay 2 
pmnion fo eahly : the was in his a Pages houte : 
aod what they made there,I know noc, Wall, I wil looke 
furches inno’t, and I heve s difgusfe. to found Faifaffe ; if 


I finde her hevelt, } leofe not my labor : ifthe be other. 
wile, ‘tis labour well beftowed, Sixtus. 


— 





Scana Secunda. 





ao Piftell, Robin, Quickly, Berdolffe, 


Fal. 1 will not lend thee . ; 
Pg. Whey chen the worles muneOyfer, which, 
with fword will open. ; 
Ply ip oom dilread ooo spony 
t 
quod (tends for thres R ae 


on eprecues for 
fe 
Seances fea 


Souldiers, end tall-fellewes. And when Mifireffe 
lof che handle of her Fan, } vook’t vpon mine ho- 
scar thoe hsdft i net. 

Pf. Did nos thes there ? hadf thou not fifteme 


? 
Opal Resion, yeu roague reson : think? thou Iie en- 
ray foute Pac a werd, heng 09 mere sbour 
oer, Jem a0 for you : gee, athort knife, and s 


wa pt ta baesempecod aegied pes fox Ems 
a mae 

hover : why, (thew woconfinable balenelie)it ia ex ouch 
981 can doe co keepe the sarmes of my heoonor precife: 
1,1, 1 ny Satfe formeriones, leauing che feere of heseen on 
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fadne ce 1to eadiolec, and gar, sie 
Rogue, will en-fconce 3 your 

your ees, end your beid. 
ender che of your hener # yeu 


will nox dec it? you? 
Pf. 4 decvchane ;eihei weald dick mites abies? 
re 


enpresch, 
Pal Geol =e good marow, 
pail a 
Qu. liebe (worne, 


As my mocher was che firft houre I wes bose. 
"Fal. 1 dee beleeve che fwease: , what wich ae? 


cwor 
li Tee honkend (bolre wosnes) ond Be veushlahe 


bere ry ler del ek nD ai 


Trey 0? weasels ce ond make 
them his Serusnes. 
Fal, Well ; Miftrefle Ferd, when of ber ? 





ait Me ocnccteceotarns to 


ete se 
8 uste, 
and , ond in foch alligam termes, endin fach wiee 
aod of the bef, end tbe faire, thet would bave 
weange any womans heart: and ] warrent you, they could 
acerr get en eye.winke of her: 1 bed ay fella twernie 
sean wet, prenitnense eb oh 
the way ofhencfty :2ad 
yeu, newer ger her fo much 20 fippe 
with the prowdelt of them all, ond yet there has 
:ney,( whichis more ) Peacioners, bar I 
warrant youallisecewithher. 
Fal, But wher fares thee ro mee? be briele my geod 
Te Wats bakulicaee Lower : for 
a. ' recele’ : feeche 
ouah te aciosios ry cimes yaad the gies 
a nte that her husband will be ebfence from bis 


npc abbey ride nen ony eoiraa 
avery fremnpold ( 
"Ra. Ten, and eleven. ene 
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Womaa, commend meto her, 1 will not fale her. 

Que. Why, youfay well : Buc I hauc another meffen- 
ger to your worthip : Miftrefle Pege hash ber bearue 
commendations to you to: and let mee cell you in your 
eare, Dee's as ferveous acimil mode wife, sadone (! 
tell you ) chac will not miffe you morning nor evening 

yer, 39 sny 13 mn srmdfer, who ere bee the ocher: end 

ce bade me tell your worfhup, that her hasbend is fel- 
dome from home, but the hopes there will come a time. 
I neuer knew & woman {nodose vpon aman ; lercly} 
thinke you heue charmes,!s: yes mn truth. 

Fal, Nott, 1] allure chee; roan, Sohbet my 
good pag ts afide, | haue no other ‘an 

wk, Bleffing on your heart for’ 

Fal, But I pray chee tell me this has Feras wife, and 
Poges wnfe ited esch other, how they love me? 

Qs. Thet werea teft indeed : they hauc nor fo lute 
grace! chat were a teicke indeed > But Miftris Page 
would defire you to fend ber your lite Page ot al loucs: 
her husband has a macusiJous infedto to the lide Page : 
end trucly Mafles Page 1s an honeft man. never a wife in 
Windfer \asdes  bester life.chen fhe do’s. doe what fhee 
will, fay what the will, ta ke all pay all, goe to bed when 
the lift, rife when fhe lift, all rs as the will : sng cruly fhe 
deferwes t 5 for sf here be akinde women in Mindfer, the 
is one : you maf fend her your Page,noremedie 

Fal. Why, I will 

Qa. Nay, burdoefothen and looke you, hee may 
come and goe betweene you both ; snd in any cafe haue 
aney-word, thet you may know one anothers minde , 
and the Boy never need to vnderftand any thing ; for 
"ns mot good chaz children fhrould know any wickedses: 

folkes you know, have dilcretion, as they fay , and 


world, 

Fel. Eaceches.well , commend mee to them both: 
chere’s ny perfe , Lam yecthy dedter - Boy, goe along 
wath chis woman, chis pewes diflsséts me 

Pe. This Poncke 1s one of Capeds Carners, 

Cisp on more {aides purfee : up with your fighes : 
Gwe fise : the is ny ptree, of Ocean whelme chem all. 

Fal, Saift chow 60 (old Jeske) go thy wares: Ile make 
more of thy olde body chen I have done : will they yec 
looke afcer chee ? wilt thou after che eof fomuch 

‘be now o games ? Body, | thanke thee : let 
chem {ay ‘us done, fo « bee facely done. a0 


Bar. Si loka, nere’s one Maficr Bresme below would 
fame fpeake wh you,sod be scquainted with you ; snd 
hath fent your worfhip s mornmgs deaugh: of Sacke. 

Fal. Broome is tus oscnet 

Bar. 1 Sit. 

Fad, Call him in . fuch Bresenes sre welcome to mee, 
chat ore flowes fich liquor: shha, Miftzefle Pord and Mi- 
Aircfle Page. have I encompels'd you? goe to, was. 

Ferd ‘Biefleyou fir. 

Fal. And youl would you fpeske with me/ 

Ferd. Iraake bold, to pretic, with fo hicle prepara- 
fon 
Fa You're welcome, what's your will ? gruc vs Icaue 
Drawer, 

Ford. Sic, 1am a Georieman that hauc fpent mach , 

mame is Broonse. 

Fal, Good Mafier Breame,] defise more acquaintance 


of 
Yerd. Good Sir fobs, I fee for yours . nos to charge 
you, for laf bet you vnderftand, Ichinkemy felfe in 


. berrer plight for a Lender, chen you are: the which hath 


fomething emboldned me to this vnfeafon'd Intsufon 
for they fay, sf money goc before, all wares doc lye 


open. 
Fal, Money is » good Souldier (Sit) and will on, 
Ferd. Trot, einer seas ot : heere trou. 
bles me : sf you will helpe cobeare it (Sis Jeba) take all, 
or halfe, for eafing me of the carrisge, 
Fal Sur, Tkoow noc bow I may deferue to bee your 
Portet 
Ford, 1 will cell you fir, tf you will give mee the hes. 


ring 
Fal. Speake (good Maftes Bresmve) I fhall be gladco 
be your Seruane, 


y 

Ford, Su, heate you are 8 Scholler : (I will be broefe 
with yos) and you haue been s man long knowne to me, 
though I had neuer fo good mneans as defire, 1o make my 
felfe acquemted with you. | thal! difcouer atbing to 
you, wherero | muft very mech isy open mince owne m= 
perfection : but (good Sis Joba) 28 you have one cye vp- 
on my follies, as you beare chem yntolded,terne another 
into che Regiter of your owne, thar ]ansy peffe with a 
reproofe che eaher, ith you your felfe know how esfe st 
18 to be fuch en offender. 

Fal. Very well Sit, proceed. 

Fard. There 1s aGemlewomanin this Towne, her 
husbands name ts Ford. 

Fal. Well Sir 

Ford. | baue long lou'd her, and J proteft to you, be- 
flowed much on her : followed her with a doating ob- 
fervance : Ingrofs'd opportunities co meete her : feed e- 
wery fight occafion that could but osgardly give mec 
fight of her snot only bought many prefents to gine her, 
but haue given lergely to many, to know what thee 
wou'd have given : Sey » Thave purfu'd her, as Love 
hath purfued mee, which hath beene on the wing of all 
occalions: but whacfoever Ihave merned, ercher in my 
famde, of in my meanes,mecde J am fure [ have recessed 
none, vnlefie Experncnce be a lewell, that! have parc ha- 
fed at an mfinice race, and thar hath caught mee co fay 
this, 

* Lone lie afoagew fors,when fab gece Lens parfacs, 

«* Perfume thas that flees, avd fying whas por {ars 


Fal. Heue you recen'd 00 fe of fatisfadtion ac 
her hands? ‘ Dae 

Ferd. Never j oe 

Fal, Have you imporwn’d ber to fach a purpole > 

Fades 

Fal, Of what qualitie was your loue thea? 

Ferd. Like a fais houfc,builc on another mans ground, 
fo thac Uhaue loft my edifice , by muftaking the place, 
where I creed 

Fal, To what purpofe hsue you unfolded this to me? 

Fer, When I hauc told you ther,f haue told you all: 
Some fay, chaz though fhe sppeare honeft co mee, yet mn 
other places thee enlargeth her mirth fo farre, chat here 
is fhsewd conftru@ion made of her. Now (Sir Jobe phere 
1s the heart of my fe : yoo ares gemicman of cx- 
cellent breeding , sdmireble difcourfe, of great admit. 
tance, suthentscke sn yous place and perfon, generally 
allow d for your meny wasslike, court-like, and learned 


ford, Belcewe it, for you know i . theres moncy, 
fpendit, Gpend i, Spend nore 5 fpend all I have, onety 


giue 






? 




















dae io Ot 8, 98 00 
henefly of chic wife 4 
any 


of 
hte. 
ferurely 
foule 
to be leook'é 






is felfe : thee 1s too bri 





ese Revagly embstraild ogain®t me : whet fey youtoo't, 
Siz fobs 


> 
Fal, Mafter Brees, I will fark ancke bold with your 
gous hand : end laft, es! sma 


you if you will, enioy Fords wife. 
Ferd. O St. 
Fal. 3 fay you thell. 
Ford. Worn no (Sts feba) yeu thall wane none. 
® Fal. W sot 00 Destroy 


Ford M papal relies 
went neue: I tell be wich her (I may ceil you) by her 
que appointment, cucn 23 you camc into me , her offi- 
Genter pated from me: I fay I thall be 
Weueous sicily kaserherbeibaad willbe forh come 
her 2 come 
ar choca i) ito plants, eae 

Ferd. 1 ambieii in your acquaintance: do yeu know 
tordSiz? : 


jelous mefies of money, for 
che which bis wife to me well-feueurd : | will vfe 
lez as the key of the Cockoldly-rogees Coffer, & cher’s 


ard, 1 woold you knew Ferd, fr, thet you might 
F you , thet you might a- 
void hum, if you faw hic. 
Fal, Hang bim, mechenicall-fale-burter rogue; I wil 
Rare han ovr of his wits : | will swe-him with my cud- 
: ie (hall hang like a Meteor ore the Cackolds hom: 
Breeme, thow thak know, I will inate o- 
ace the pezace, and chou fhelt lye with ns wife. Come 
vo me foone at night 1 Ford's a knave , ead | will oggra- 
wore his ftile : thou (Msfter Broene ) thal know him for 
















kuswe, and Cuckold. Come to me foone e 
Ford. What a daran'd Epicurian-Refesit is this? my 
beart ie ready to cracke with i ce: who fees this 
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wates, then fhee devifes ¢ end whur they thinke ia their 


Weife- | 1 amcometo fetch you home : ] am {worn of the peace: 


man wah my Checfe,en my itz. | youhawethow'd your felfe a wife Phyficien, and Sir 
becele, os 0 Theefeto smbling sthen | Ffagh hath towne himfcife a wife and patient Church- 
i plots, chen thee rumi- | mea: you melt goe with me, M.Dodtor. 
a] 
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Scena Tertia. 


Eater C astm, 
Cain, Taskg le 


. Ste. 
nf Ves is the clocke, Jack, 
Rag. “Tis pelt che howre( Sir chat Sir Fingd promis’d 
meet, 


to 

Cal, By gee, he hes fous his foule,det he is no-come: 
hee hes pray his Prble well, dit he isno-come: by gor 
Tack gh as bad sendy he be come. 

Rog. Hee ts wile Siz: bee knew yous worthip would 


( 
kill bien fhe came, 
hesting is no desd, foes 1 vill kill 


, Page, Shaler, Sleeder , Fieft. 


Cai. 


Peat Ah (Jacky) 1 vill tell you how 1 vill 
Vv %. 
bill him, : = 












Page. Now,good DM. Do@on 


Sim, “Gine  aopiengbl fe. 
you one, two, tree, fowre,come for? 


Coin, Ver 

Hell. To (ee thee fight,co fee shee foigne,to fce thee 
siete to palace dace? taralgs vss 

pancto, t thy reuer diftance, th 

ee. igang Etopion Is ae rane 
cifco? ha aies culapén ? my Galrentrny 
heart of Eide. ha? a beddead clay beeke  he dena? 

Ca. By gar,he is de Coward-lack-Prieft of de vorid: 
he es aoe his face. 

Hef. Thou arts Caftalion kiog-Veinall + Helter of 
Greece(my Boy) 

Cai. | pray you besre witneffe, thet mehaue flay, 
fixe of feuen, two tref howres for him, sad hee ts no- 


come. 

Shalt. Heis the wifer man arcane? ay acuret of 

foules,end yous cuser uf codices: I!'you dfigh:,you 

ge againfiche haire of your profefions ; 1s 1 not true, 
? 


fer 
P i er ore 3 you have your felfe beene 2 
prestige shoogh now amen of peace. 

Body-kins M. Page, though I now be old,and 
of the peace ; if I [ees iwordouc, my finger itches to 
make one : though wee are Isftices, and DoGors , and 
sedan ey wee haue fome fale of ous youth 
in vs, we are che fons of women (M. Page.) 

Page. ‘Tistroe, M', Shalow, 
Shai, It wilbe found fo,(M.Page:) M.Dodtos Cains, 


Heft. Pas. 
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water. 
Cai, Mock~varer? vat is dex? 
Hof, Mock-water, in our Bactifh sengee, is Valour 


¥-) 
Cai. By gor, then Thaueas mach Mock-vateras de 
Bogli(henan : fcucay-leck-dog-Prieft : by ger, mec vill 
ef, View C claw chee tightly( Bully.) 
° ww tigne uly. 
Ca. Ciapper-de-rtow? vata dat?™ a 
Ff. That is, he will meke thee amends. 
Cai, By-gar, ae doe looke hee thall clappes-de-claw 
me, for by-gar, me vill have ix. 
Heft. And | will prosoke hie to’t, ot let him wag. 
Cai. Metenck you for det. 
paper Seat aap oder osm 
Slender, got you through 


is cheve, is he ? 
Heft. Hieis fee what humor he is in: end I will 
the Dodtor abous by the Fields s will it doe well ? 
Nibeu good Dod 
48, ° or. 
Cal. By-ger, one vill kill de Prieft, for he {peake for a 


reps will thee where Miftris Sauer 
I 1 where ; 
Parvin ere here ncule & ing: end thou thale wooe 
es Cride-game, faid I well? 
nocd Pr pmsorborssayrontetrr gtr] loue 
you :and I (hall procure“s you de good : de Basle, 
de ¢, de Lorde, de Gendemen,my 
. Per che which, I will be chy ary toward 
Arune Page: (eid Lowell? . 
Cas. get, ’tis good 1 veil faid. 
Re. ve wag then. 
Cal, Come at my hotles, Jack Raph. 





Ailus Tertius. Scena Prima. 





Enter Exans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoeft, Catz, 


Boat, | now, good Mofter Slender: fering. 
enon, end frhend Stone te come ek way haue 
Jook’d for Maftes Cais, that calls himfelfe Door 


leffe my {owe : 7% 
ppphare bd vl vals: There willwe 
eur Pods of Rofés : andathenfaed fragrant pofes, To {oal- 
lan: ‘Mercic on mes, J hawe a great to cry, 
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Heft. Pesdon , Guefi-luftice s » Mounkeur Mocke~ | Adsledions birds 


Madrigal : — When a I ftia Pa. 


bien : ands i Herre Tefoalen, ce. 


Enan, Hee's welcome: Toft Barf 
the right : what weapons is he? 
Sim. mrongcos, Sins chens ensues my Mofher, be. 
Shallow, and Gentlemen 3 from Freguere , over 
the file, ebis way. 


Gnas. P : 
_ Pray you gine sacemy gowne, or cife heape it 


Doe you ftudy them beth, M’.Parlen? 


Euan. There is reafons, and caufes for it. 


Page. Wesce cometo doe : | 
Parka. you, to does geod office, bi 


Shat, I hove lived Sure-{core yeeres, ond epward 11 
end lcaming, fo 


Euan, What is he ? 
Page. ithinke you know him :M*. Dofos Catan che 
tenowned French ; 


fnas, Gor'e-will, and his paflion of my heart: I bad 
as lief you would tell me of 0 meffe of porredge. 

Page. ? 

Exon THe Laine mas babaled pale padnais and 
Galen, and hee ts 2 knew befides : a cowardly kaoue, as 
you woald defres co be scquaiured withal). 
lee I watramt youshee's the man fhould Sighs with 


Slen, Obereet Ane P. 


funder: here : 
P » Pasfon, in yous 
tft. Di 
gap Shp eampheaenasaeny aera arg 
on let-a-mee {peake 8 word 
rei vieesbare vill youl box mcer-a'ena? a 


Enen, on vie your petience in time. 

Cal. ra eecc tac Cegudds dsioc dog visa 

Gnas. Prey you let snot be : ks co other 
mens humors : I defire youin fri end T will one 
way of other make you amend: will knog your Vrinal 
marsha mR yy Meee 

Cal, Diable : lack Kugby swine Hoff de larcoer: have | 
not (sy for him, co kill him ? have J nos ac de piace I did 

? 


Euan. Asl ame Chriftiens-foule, now looke you : 
this is the plece sppeinted, Ile bee indgement by mine 
Hoff. Peace, I fey, Galle and Gaal, French & Welch, 
Soule-Cures,snd Body-Curet. ca. 1, 


Shel. It eppeases fo bi hs wespets Keep haat: 7 
comes Doftor Cotas, 





Ca. 1, dazes , exceilanc, i 
. Peoce, Se Seat gaa tich ofthe Curis: 

Am I polwicke? Aas} fobtlc? Am 1s Machieetl ? 
Sal wry Door ?No, Ince glues me the Potions 
end the Motioas. Shall ! loofe rey Parfon ? my Pref? 

Sic Hagh 2 No, he methe Prousrbes, and the 
Ne-verber. Giese me thy hend (Celeftial) fo - Boyes of 
Art, J hase deceru’d you both . srasgiehcaiea bed to 
wreng places : ae » your skinnee are 
Wael vend tes Loon'd Settee becker ue: Come Jay their 
ferends to pewne ; Foifow me, Lad of peace, follow fol. 
tow, follow 

Shel, Trohme,s mad Hef fellow Genitemen,fol- 


low, 
Skea. O fercet Mane Pape. 
Ca. He'do I perceiue des? Have you makewe-de-fot 
offes, he, ha? 
slag This te erell, he hes made vs his viowring-fog: 
T defre you char we may be frends : and let vs ui a 
praimes cogecher to be revenge on chis fame feall-feur- 
wy-cegging-compamonthe Hoff ofcheGater 
1 Ca. By gat, with ail my heart: he promffe to bring 
ene where 1s Suse Page: by gar he decetuc me toe. 
Seas, Well] will bine hit nodéles: pray you follow. 


Scena Secunds. 





leader , Ffoft , 
aap Page, fay ata Shaline Sleoder Heft 


o( was, 

AOf Page. Ney keepe way (Tittle Gallen) you 
weet ibs, Bascal ba nee you srea Leader: 
whether had you cather trad munc eyes, oF cye your me- 
fers heeles ? 

Reb. thed rather (forfooth) go before you like 8 men, 
chee follow hire like 3 devarfe . ovrner, 

Bt iet yoeme eae weer: new J fee you'lbes 

ord. Well met miftrs Page, whether go you 

oe co fee mr was the ac home 

Fard.\, and es tdle es fhe may hang together for went 
paliescaty fs I chinke of your hasbends were deed, you 
cwo 


marty. 

ALP a. Se fare of chat, ewo other husbands. 
Ford, Where hed As prety weacher-cocke? 
dickens) nsnome 15 my 
husbend hed han of what do you cal your Kaights nome 

peat ellgrar fe 

Ste Jobe F : 
rps eg ee there ts fecha 





a. Sesue fir,I am Aicke till I fee her. 
pain rif piclearellalabeopera pel pes ? Heth he 
thenking ?Sare they fleepe, be hath no vfe of them : 
will carvie sletter twentie mile aseahe, 0s 
thost peme-blanke ewelve fcore : hee pee- 
es out his wiees ieciination : he her folly motion 


ming Mift_Page, divulge Page tieatelfe fora fecure end 
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wilfull Mifeen, and to thefe violent s el 
nxghbors fhall cme Tea 








FordaT tuft me.a good knocte; | hawe good cheere x 
home, and I pray you all go with me. 

Shel. 1 mu excufe wy felfe M Ferd, 

Slew, And {fo meftt Siz, 
We hone appointed to dine with Mifttis tase, 
And I would nos breake wich her for more mony 


Then tle fpeake of, 
"dabout smarch berweene 4s 





Shal. We baue lin 
Page, and my cosen Sireder, and thus day wee thal! hone 
our anfwer, 

Slee. thopel! have your 

Pag. Youhave M* Slender, Read 
Buc my wife (M’ Doftor) is for you akogether, 

@ I be-ger, end de Maid is louc-s-are. my nurth. 
a-Qoickly cell me fo muth, 

Hef, Wha (ay youro St" Fearon? He capers, 
he dances, be has of di he westes verfes, hee 

es bollidey, he Apnil and May, he wil carry’ 

an careyies te tn hus tiasioty he wid aes 

Page. Not by ay confens ! promife you. The Gentie- 
man w of no hauing, hee ame with che wide 
Prince,end Pests : he is of too aR knows 
too much: no, hee thail oor kre knot wn his f 
wath che finger of my fubftance : ifhe take her, let him 
take her imply : the wealth [ have warts on my confene, 
and my conient goes nor chet way, 

Ferd. | befcech you heartily, fome of you por home 
wu me co dinner : befides your cheere you fhall have 
fport, I will fhew yous monfter: M' DoGor, yeu thal 
ge,fo thell you M' Pageand you Sir Hart, 

Sbal. Well, fare you well: 
We hall have che freer wong at M' Pages, 

Cas. Go home /elen Regby,1 come anon, 

Heft. Farewell my heares,! will tomy honeftKaight 
Falfiaffe, and drinke Canane with him. 

Ferd, } chunke J thall drinke in Pipe-wine firft with 
him, Ilemake him dance. Will you go, Geneles ? 

Af. Haue with you, to fee this Moafter, 





Scena Tertsa. 


Suter MM Pord, Ad Page Seruans Reba F alftafe, 
Ferd, Page,Casu,Emant. 

MA. Berd. Wha lebn, what Reber. 

M. i tekly, quickly: Is che Back -besket— 

Mt. Fd aa Whac Robin | {ay 

Adsf, Page. Come, core, come. 

Me. Ford. Heere,fer it downe, 

MM .Pag. Gwe your men the charge, we mut be briefe, 

CM .Fard.Merric.st I cold betore( fabe & Robert) 
be ready here hard-by in the frew bowls, & when I fe. 
daly call you,come forth, and (withoot any peule, or 
Gulgc ottaa alla, eaten weeny awe 

withre mall ond e te 

fters on Derebet Mesd,sod there ecepty wen che meddse 
ditch, clofe by the Themes fide, 

4f.P. ou will dog? (direftion. 
a.Ford. Lhe told salads ouer, they nase 





$8 


, ond come when you ere call'd. 

P= Here comcs like Robie. (wich you? 
Mieft.Ford. How aow may Eyas-Musker, whee newes 
Reb. ddy M.Sit Lobe ig come in at your backe doers 
(MR. Perd sad re our company, 

MP ageX onli ~a-lem,haue you bin crue so vs 

Reb. 1, lie be femsneseay Mafter kaowes act of your 
being heere s end hoch chrentned toput me into eucrie- 
fling liberty, if I cell you of is : for he facares hel curse 


me away, 

Mb? - Thoe rte boy: shis fe of thine 
thall be a Alpe le. Jory eats alpen 
bles and hofe. Ile go hide me. 

AG. Ferd. Do & 1go tell chy Maller, Jem slenc « Mi- 


Arie Page, cemembes you your Qn. 
Mf? chee HI dones 2A iz, bile me. 
} Hl dones Ais, : 


Be 


A weerent 
aie has ae psi arial — 
erradity the grefe-w etry Pumpion; tesch 
to kaow Tortles from ! ; 


Fal. Hove! thee, lewell? Why 
wow lec me dic for I haue liv'd long enough : This is the. 
period of my embiion : O this beaure. 

MG. Ford. O feces Sis leben. 

al. VMiltsic Ford, | canner cog, I cannot prare (Mit 
Ferd) cow Chall | fin in my with; I would thy Husband 
were dead, Ile (peake it before the bef L I would 


make thee my Lady. 
Atf Fords your Lady Sloe? Ans, thon bees 


Fd. Lis che Coetiel Bante Uew ine beck snocker 
E Seehow thine eye would emulate che Diamond : Thow 
hefiche righs es of che brow, thas becomes 
the Ship-tyre, che Tyre~valiant, or any Tixe of Venetian 


ca 

C06f Ferd. A plane Kerchiefe, Sic Jebes 
My browes become noching eife,nor char well neither. 
Ful. Thou arta tyrant vo (sy fo: chow wouldft make 
an ebfolute Coertier, end tbe fizeore of chy Gore, 
eroald pabebhrorvigear iar waphati A nur ine fomi- 
ti thy 


ciccled ingale. I fee what thoe wer 
wesc bes Picess ty esd Cae, chow canit not 
it 


Adi .Perd.Belecue me, shes's 20 fech thing in me. 

Fal, Whacmade me lows thee 2 Let thee perfwade 
thee, Ther's fomething ¢ in thee : Come, J 
cannot cog, and (ey thou art this and thet, like s-manic 
of thefe hawthorne thet conw lee women 
inenene spparreil, and (mefllike. Bucklers-berry in fien- 
pie tiene Ff ceance, bur lope thee, nene but thew and 
chou deferu'R 


vs 
AM .Ferd.Do nor betrey me 6,1 fear you love MP, 
Fal. Thou mi as well fi oto wate 
— e, which is es t@ mae, os the 


e - 
f Ford, Well, beauen knowes how I love you, 
ye = you 


pd. in thee minde, Iie deferue ir. 
Fol Nea lest cen (pou dee) 
Or I could noe bein thet minde. © 


Rob Digiris Ford, Miftris Ferd, beese’s Milizis Page x 
cece ae 
and wou with you ° 

Fal. She thali nat fee me, 1 will enfeonce mer behinde 
the Arcas. 

M.Feed.Prsy you do (0, the’savery latiing wornen. 
Whats themaster? How now ? 


The Merry Wines of Wind for. 


Mip.P .O miltris Fad what haue you donc} 
You's theay'4, y'are ousrthrowne, y’ere vadene for exer, 
rps ‘s wailieis Page? 


vadone, 
fet oem 
age it be nos fo, ches 
pr ach leapal plasiont en Lara fea 
spits) poate spaledier oes 
come to g Selfe 
cleore, why I ten gled of it: bos fu hane s Stand bene, 
conucy, coouty him ont, Benet emez'd, cell all yoar 
espe Jr irl a tea or bid Garwell 20 
e Cudci. 
A Ford. Wha thall 1 do? There ies Canieaea my 
perithecia rehiercinenreetyio pape 1 
a bse . recher ches 
saclineat a theafaad pound be ware 
<Page. Fos thame, never fend (you bed rather 
you hed athert) pour Kesbead seer orhend brenoone 
es ir denarna bashed the boule you cannet hide 
Oh, bow bese you dectiu'd me? heae iss 
basket, if be be of say res{oneble Mature, he creepe 
ta beeve, end throw hanes epon bimyas ware 
going co bucking : Orit is whiting Une, hie by 
oa Ford. tes coe big ec go isthe: what fal 
$00 Dig to go in 
Pal. Let me fee's, berm fee's, O let ene fex't — 
lis in. Tie in hase alps wapergage trans 
ae ee your Lee. 
tere. ec 
Fal. lowe thee, 3 ’ 
Sie beipe mec ewey : letme creept ia 
2t.Page, Helpeto coucs  pererst Call 
yourmen (UA Ford. You ing Ke nie 
ad Ferd, Whee » febn ; Go, cake vp thefe 
esampacapasies apd “s the Comie-fiafic Look 
how yoo ? Corry them to the Leadrefi la Dac. 
chet mead : quackiy, come. 
Ford. you coves neresif] 


rah Mi whe sheer, doe whether chey 

of 5 co 

beare is? You were belt meddle with buck. : 
Ford. Bache weal cold wuthny Gi of ck 

Bucke, bucke, buche, by 

Andelixiatteawesk tell pane 

oy 


Warten 
Fox. Les me flop thisway fist: fo.new 


vacepe, 
age. Good matter Fund, be consemned : 
"hen Ti reaara Gemiemen. 
rec 
You thali (ce cee 
Fatiow 


- a ee ~ 





Fellow me : 
Bnas, Thes 19 fery faneafticall bumors and ical 
Cass, Dy gas, ‘us n0-che falbicn of Prencs : 
lis not icelous in Frence. 
Page. Nay follow ham (Geniemes) fee the yflue of 
fcarch, 


def. Pagels chere not 3 double exceilency 1a this ? 
Mf. fard. I koow act which me betces, 
That ay besbend is decesued,or Sr /ebn 
MAP - Whac 2 caking washecin, when yout 
hasbead ackt whe wes wn the ? 
Ail. Ford. 1 am halfe affraid he will have neede of 
: fo chrowg hrra into the warer, wall doe him 


Page. Heog bum dihhonelt rafcall : would all 

of led ras ickay Seat the fame diftreffe. 
AGf Ford. \chinke my hesband hath fome sehr 
(aw hiea fo 


bfpiacien of F. 7 beme heere : for I 
Bt cicuance a 


Mf Page, | will lays to try that, end wee will 
winters ereckes wat ratte his dflolare difeate 
will {corfe obey this medicine, 

Mf Ford Shall we (ead chas feelifhion Casion Moll. 


ext’ to ham, tnd excute hea rearing te eee 
& hie anecher hope , so betray hem to anosher 
4 > 


AGP age, We will do it : let hin be Cent for re mor. 
tow a clocke to haue amends. 

J cannot finde him: may be the lnaue brogg”é 
of chat he could not compaffe. 

Adf, Page. Heard you that ? 

MA Fod. You vie roe well,\4. Ferd?Do you? 

Fed. 1,1. do lo, 

CM. Ferd. Heswen make you bester then your thoghes 

Ferd. (.men. 

€M1Page.¥ 08 do your felfe mighty wiong{ M.Ferd) 

Ferd. Li: toe Ct. 

Ea. ifthere be say body mthe howfe,& m the chem- 
bers,and in the coffers, and m the preffes : heaucn for- 
ed 

Caen, Be gz, nor lroo 1s no-bodies 

Page Fy fy, MFerd,are you not sfhamn'd 7 What [pr- 
ra,whac divell faggefts chis mnagmsiion? | wold not hs 


ah ron ches kind, for § welch of iedjor cafile. 
Word. Toeny fault my ¢) | fulfer for st. 

Exess. You (affer aul, conferences your wife rs 
wsheacts o’arans, 37 will among fue thou. 
fand,end fee hundred too. 

Cal. By gaz, | fee ‘tis an honeft woman. 

Ferd, Went ptormutd you a dianer:come,come, walk 


mthe Parke, 1 me: | wit hereafcer mate 

tnowse to I hawe done this. Come wining! 
MPage,! arden me.Pray harcly perdon me. 

| P capa oo 1a Greutlemen, but(truf me) we'l mock 
ben: ] doe wnuste you to morrow 

' eo breakfett: afeer we'll s Birding together, Lhave 8 fine 

Hawke for the buth. Shall 1 be fo. 


Ferd. Any ching. 

Ea Lf there 1s onc, 1 thal! make two in the Compeme 

Calfshere be one, or cwo.t thall make-s.chetord. 

Ford. Pr: o, M. Page. 

Foal pea panties femenonsica morrow onthe 
lowfe kneve, mine Hoft. 
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tomy boafe - 


Scena Quarta. 





Enter Fasten, rage Page, yr Shender,, 
meckly, » Adit. Rage. 
Fea: Wee’ caumet getty Faihess ine, 
Therefore 90 more turne meto him (Sweet Nan.) 
o/fune. Alss, how chen / 


As. May be he tels you tree 
FenNo, heauen fo fpeed me in my ume to come, 
Alves. | will confeffe, thy Fachers wealth 
Wes che fit motive chat I woo'd chee (.une:) 
Yet weorng thee, ] found thee of more valew 
Then Rampes in Gold, or fummes in fealed bagges , 
Aad ‘us the very riches of tby felfe, 
Thar now I ayme at. 
Aa GenileM. Featee, 
Yer leche my Fachers love, fill feeke st fe, 
If opporunity and humble? (ure 
Conner susie it, why then harke you hicher. 
Shai. Breaske their talke Miftris Pasty, 
My Kinfraan thall (peake for himfelfe. 
Sle, ite make a thaft of 3 bods n't fd, us but ventn- 
Shai. Be nor difmaid, (ring. 
Sin, No, the thall not difenay me : 
T cave not for ther, but chac | ane affeard. 
Saye ye,M.Sleader would {pesk 0 word with you 
Aa, Teomeco hum, Thisis my choice: 
O whats world of vilde sl. feuour'd feules 
Lookes handfome sa three hundred pounds s 
Bes. And how do's goed Mater Featen? 
Pray you 2 word with you. 
Shal. Shee's commiag ; to her Coz: 
O boy, parry is oy 
Sion. T hada AC Au rey encle con tel 
tefts of him : pray you sofort My aewthe wh cn 
ory Father {tole two Geefe out of a Pen,gaod Vackle. 
Shal, Mifitis 4naeymy Coxzen loucs you. 
Sten. | chat 3 do, as well as I lowe any women mn Glee 
cefterfhire. 
Shel, He will moincaine you like a Gentlewomsn. 
Siew, 1 chat 1 will, come cut and long-taile, vnder che 
degree of s Squire. 
Shel. He will make you ahondred sod fife pounds 
ene Good Maifter Shaiew let bam wee for him- 


Shal. Marne I chenke you for ic : 1 thanke you for 
thet good coenfdre : fhe cals you (Coz) Ile leaut you. 

As. Now Mafter Slender, 

Slea, Now good Miftris tune, 

Ame, Whacis yous will? 

Sle. My will ? Odd’s-hart-lings, thers s prettle 
bef indeede : I ne’re made my Wild yet (Ichzake Hes- 
sa Lem net fuch 8 fickely crescure, J give Licsuen 


Bs ae. 
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Anne. | neane (M.Sleader) abate wold you with me? blinde bitches i , fteenei th litter: sad gow cmay 
Slen. Truely, for mune ownc part, J would litle or | ‘know by my fize, that I haee s kinde of alacrity ia fink- 
seching with you : your father and my vocle hath made | ing : ifthe borcome were as deepe as hell, T dewa. 
notions 3 if « be ay lucke,fo 5 it nec, manbee his | 1 had beene drown'd, bus - har thore was theley and 
dole, they can teil sou how go,betrer then I can: | thallow: s death char 1 sbhorre : for the water fwelles a 
goumsy ske your father, taan; and what 8 thing (hould! bauc beene, when 1 
Page. Now MF Slander ; Loot bim daughter tan. had beenefwefd? | thould heue beene s Mountane of 
now? Whar does Mt Faster here ¢ Memmic. 


T moh aduence the coloers of my 
And actsetire. Let me haue your good will. 

aa. (Good smasher; Soleo met Se eT te 

Mf Page, Leneane it vot, Ufecke you s becrer huf- 

as. Thae’s myenefler M. Doster, 

Abed for befegick heac 

bewt'd.to death t. 
rr Pa cone reas na yous Cll geod M. 
roger Perley eed 

meer you, 

Se 


Re. New 
Beart he bach: @ woman would run & we- 
ter for fach 0 kinde heart. a eee my Maifter 





Scena Quinta. 





Esur Falf fe Bardelfe, Quickly Furd. 


Fal.Go, fetch mes of Sacke,pur a toft in’c. 
Hene | lia’d to eis Basket likes barrow of 


New-yeares gift., The roguas (lighted me inso the riuer 
eis cued, see wonld bese drown’de s 


Bay. there's M_ Quickly Sw to fpeske with 

Pal.Come, let me poate in fome Sack to snc Thames 
water : fos my bellies as cold 2s if hed fwallow’d foow- 
bals, for pilles to coale the reines. Cal her in, 

Set. By pom 

mi. By yous lesec:] ? 
Giue your worthip aoa 

Fal. Take away chefe Challices s 

Go, brew me s portle of Sacke 
, Bard. With Egges,Siz? 
Fal. Simple of st {elfe : We no Pallet-Sperime in my 
brewage. How now? 
as, ripened Soe from M. Ford. 
Fal, Mf ford? | howe had -] was throws 
into che Ford ; [haue my belly fall of Ford. 

Qui. Alesthe day, (good-heart) chat wesnet her 
fault: the do's fo rake on with hes men ; they miftooks 
their ereAtion. (promife, 

Fal. So did! mine,to build vpon 2 foolith Womans 

Amt. Well, the laments Sir for i, chat it would yern 
ee her busband goes this s 

ding; the defires you once mere ce come to her, 
cweenc eight and nine : | couft carry her word quickely, 
fbe'll nake you amends! wasrans 

Fel. Well, I will vific her, tell her fo : and bidde her 
chinke what acnzn is: Let ber comfider his Gailety, and 


¢ of my merit. 

Re. will ceil her. 

Fa. Do fo. Betweene nine and cen faift thon? 

al. ¢ end nine Sir. 

Fal, Weill, be gone: I will not miffe her. 

oa Peace be with you Sir, 

Bel. 1 meresilc I beere not of M' Brosae : be fent me 
word to Ray within : [ like his money well. 
Oh, heere be comes. 

Ferd. Bleffé you Siz. 


paft : 
Ford, That indeed (Sir obo): my bufineffe. 
Fal, Ad. Broome 1 will not lye to you, 
I was at her houfe the houre the sppointed me. 
Bow edocs yeas 
Fel. very ill-fauouredly M. Broeswe. 


Ferd, How fo fir did the her determination ? 
Fel.No(M.Breeme our the peaking Carnato her huf 
lorem of ielee- 


snipes posled nd fipendbp se cor, 
end(forfooch)te ferch bis boute Beomaiee’ 


For. Aad did be fesrch for you,8 could nox find you? 
Fal. You thall beste. As good lucke would have ia, 
comes inone Def, Pegs, gives intelligenct of Ferd: bp- 
ptoch send in her lnuencion, and Perds wiverdiirefina, 
they conecy’d me inco sbucke basket, vs 
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Ford. A Bikk-basket? 

Fel Yes: 2 Beck basket: ram’d nce in with foule 
Shirts and Smockes, Socks, foule erie greafie 
Nephins, thac (Maficr Broome) there was the rankeft 
compound of villanous fmell, that cocr offended no- 


ni. 
Ferd. Aad how long lay you there ? 
| what 1 


Fal. Nay, you fhall heare (Matter 

baer falferd. to bring this woman to eull, for your 
good: Bang chas cram’d inthe Basket, @ couple of 
Fords :naees, bes Hindes, were cald forth by ther Mi- 
fins, wo carry mee an the came of foule Cloathes to 
Daxche-lane: they tooke me on their fhoulders : met 
the seslous kasve their Mafter in the doore; who 
ath’d them once or ¢wice what they had in their Bal 
ket? } quak'd for fence leaft the Lunatique Knaue 
would hawe fearch’d a : ber Fete (ordaining he fhould 
be a Cuckold) held his hand: well, on went hee; for 
a fearch , snd awey went 1 for foule Cloaches ; Bur 
mutke the fequcll (Mafter Broome) | foffered the pangs 
of cheee Geverail deaths: Fisft, an intollerable frighe, 
to be deefted with 9 ieslious rotten Bell. weatber 

Nez to be fs°d like a good Bilbo in the circom- 
ference of sPecke, hileco point, heele to head. And 
thes tobe Ropt im fibe 2 Rrong diftiilation with flink- 
tog Closthes, that fretted in their owne greafe: 
thake of that, a maanef my Kidney; thinke of thar, 
ther ana 2s febset to heste as butter; a men of conti. 
eal dflolution, and thaw: it wesa miracle to fcape 
feffecaticn. And ww the height of this Bath (when J 
wat wore then halfe flew'd in greafe (like s 

&fth) to be throwne into the Themes, ond 
cold , » ia thee ferge hke a Horfe- 
thoo; chinke of chat ; bifkag hot : chinke of thae(Maifter 
Broome.) 


fadneffe Sir,1 am that for ary fake 
have rd al cis wl re 

y fee then is defperste: You'll ynderteke her no 
more? 

Fal, Mafler Breemee: | will be chrowne into Erze, 
ss Ikene bemne taco Thames.ere 1 will leave her chus; 
her Hesband is this morning gone # Birding: | 
hase receiued from her another ambafie of mee- 
ting: “cwist eight and mine is tbe hoare ( Mafler 


) 

Ford. “Tis paft cight already Sir. 

Fal. Isis? 1 will chen eddreffe mee to my appoint- 
@cx: Come co mre st your conucnient leifure , snd 
elt aidereet arte 1 fpeede: end the conclsfion 

becrowned with your ing her: adiew: 
hall auc hes (M after Bresme) Maller Brose, you 
cackeld Ford. 


Ferd. Ham the? Is thisavifion? Isthis 3dreame? 
desl fleepe? Mafter Ford awake, awake Malter Ford : 
ther’s shole made in your beft coate (Mafter Ford: his 
‘astobe married; chis‘tisto hase Lynoen, snd Buck- 
backers: Well, 1 will procisime rey (elfe what I sm: 
Iwill sow take the Leacher: hee iset my boule : bee 
csect cape me : ‘cis impofible hee fhould: hee can- 
aes slope halfe-penny pusfe, nor imosa Pepper- 
pri lesft the Divell diz guides hisn, best 

» J will fearch places: chou 
wha [ am, I cannoe patie ang So to be whe: I wala 
toe, thal nox make me came: If] hase hornes, to make 
pd pe aid aca wich me, Hebe horne- 


. 
. 


$3 
Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima, 








Evter Miftrus Page, Quukly Wiliew Enans, : 

Mf Pag. Ishe ac M. Fords already chink’ chow ? 

, av Surche is by this; or will be prefently ; but 
tructy he is very couragiout mad, about his throwing 
rit = water. Miftris Ford defires you to come fo- 
arnely, 

Moft.Pag. Uebewthher by and byt He but bring 
my yong-man ak to fore i looke where his Mafter 
comes; tis a playing day I fee: how now $i Hagb, 
scheolzio dey!” ae = al 

Ena. No:Malter Slender is \ct che Boyes leave to play. 

Qué “Blefhiag ofhis heart. 7 py 

Mift Pag. Six tHagh wy wasbsnd faies my foane pro- 
fits nothing in the world at hes Booke: I pray you aske 
hin fome queftions in his Accidence. 

Eu. Come hither meliem, hold vp yous head;coma 

Afift Pag. Come-on Sitha; holdvp your bead; en. 
fecre your Mafter, be not afraid. 

Ena. Wiliam, how many Numbers is in Nownes? - 

Wel. To. 

Mui. Truely, [thought there had bin one Number 
more, becaufe they fey od's-Nownes. 

Ewa. Peace,your takings. Whac is (Faire osha ? 

wil. Patetr | 
: Ls. Powlcacs? chere ase faiser things chen Powlcers, 
ure. 

Ena, You ste 8 very fimpliciy omen: | 
peace, What is (Laps) Widens? ce 

78, A Scone. 

Ena. And what is 2 Stone (Wiliam /) 

wil. APeeble. 

Ena. No; it 1s Lapis : | pray you remeenber in your 
praine. 

will, Lape. 

Ena. That iss good wikens: what is he(Prkiem 
do's lend Articles’ ss ae 

Wl. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune ; and be 
thas declined. Singulariter wommatine he bac bec. 

Eua. Nomwatine big bag beg : pray you marke : geui- 
rine hues: Well . whayis your (atoms safe? 

Wik, Accnfasrene bine, 

faa. I prey yoo heue your cernembrance (childe) de- 
cnfanwe hing bang bog. 

Qu. Hang-hog, is latcen fer Becon,] warrant you. 

Eu. Leave your prables (o’man) Whet is the Fere- 
towe cafe ( Welham? ) 

wil, O, Vecatine, O. 

Ena, Remember diam, Fecanue,is caret, 

Qa, And tha’ss good roae. 

Ena, O' man, fordeare, 

Meff. Pag. Peace. 

Ewa: is yout Grasse cafe pla all (Wikam?) 

Wil. Gourtine cafe? 

Ena, 1. 

th. Genitine beram barem boram. 

w, ‘Vengeance of Ginyes cafe; fie op her, newer 
name her{ childe) if fhe bes whore. 

Ena. For fhame oman. 

fu. You doe tilcoceach the childe (ach words : hee 
teaches him ca hic, andco hac; which they'll doe fait 


Exewat | cnongh of themfelues, and co call beruas ; fie spon you. 


E ; fue, ‘Oman 
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Esau. O' men, att thou Lunatics ? Haft chou no yn. 
derftandinge for thy Cafes, & the mambers of the Gen- 
ders? Thou art es foolifh Chrsflisn creatures, as 1 would 


wes, e 
(Mi, Page. Pre'thee bold thy peace. 
En. Shee we Dow (WW ileawfome declenhoas of your 


Pronounes. 
gt Forfooth, dpsed re ee ae 
Ew. kris Oui, que, 3 it you forgct your 8 

your Qee sod your Gent you matt be preeches ote 

res and play, 

yo Pag Heisabexter (cheer then M a bene 
Ea. Heiss good {prag-memory:Farewel Afu.Page. 
Mif-Pege. Adiew good Sir Hage : 

Get youhome boy, Come we ftay toofong.  Exeusr. 





Scena Secunda. 





ine F Aft. Ferd, Atif. Page, Seruants,Ford, 
. wa glitchy Shalew, , 


Fal. Ad. Ferd, Your forrow hath esten vp my fuffe. 
rence; I fee yqu ase obfequious in your loue, and I pro- 
feffe requitall.co a haires bredth, not onely Milt. ‘Ferd, 
in the fmple office of loue, but in all the sccuftrement, 
complement, and ceremony of it: But are you fare of 
your husbend now? 

Me.Ferd, Hee's a birding( (weet Sir Soba.) 

Mif.Pege, Whathos,goflip Ford : what hoa, 

Ses Step into th’chember, Sir Jobe. 

Mi. Pegs. How now (fvrcete heart) whofe at home 
befides your felfe t 

Mf Ford Why none but mine owne people, 

Mf Page. Indeed? 

Mif.Ferd, No certsinly : Speake louder, 

Aft. Pag. Truly, Lam (0 glad you heuc no body here, 

Mf.Fed, Why? 

Mif Page. Why woman, your husband is in bis olde 
Tines againe 1 he fo takes on yonder with my husband fo 
railes ageinft all married manRinde ; focurfes all Eases 
daughters of what complexion foever 320d fo buffewes 
himfelfe on the for-head : crying peere-out, peere-out, 
that ony madnefie I ever yet bebela, feem'd Boe tame: 
neffe, cluility, and patience to chis his diftemper he is in 
now : Lem glad the fat Knight is nox bere, 

Abfi.Ford. Why, do's he calke of him? 

Mef.Page, Of none but him,sod fweares he was ca- 
ried our the left ume hee fearch’d for him, in a Baskets 
Protefts to my husband he is now heere, 8 hath drawne 
him and the reff of theie conee phoma thet to 
make snocher experiment ofhis {ulpition: But lam 
the Knight isnot heere ; now he fhall fee his owne 


Nth Feel. How necre is he Miftris P. 
Mf Pag. Hard by,28 firece end ; he wil be here enon. 
Mf Ford, Lamvndone,the Knight ie here, : 
Mip.Page. Why chen you sre vterly tham'd,& hee’s 
bar sdesd men, cawomen sre you? Awsy with 
him, ewsy with him : Better murther. 
Mil Ford, Which way thould be go? How fhould I 
beftow him 2 Shall J put bim into the asket sgrine?. 
Fal. No, lle coue no more ith Basket ; 
Mey I not go out ere he come ? 
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MiP. Page, Alas : dhree of Mr. Fard/Srothers wacch 
the doore with Piftols, chat none thal iffue our : other- 
wife you might flip away ere hee came: But what make 
you heere # ai 

Fal. What thell I do? Ile creepe vp ine the chimney, 

Mift.Ford. There they alwaies v eto difcharpe thas 
Birding-peeces : creepe into the Kill-hole. 

Fal, sheild ha 

auft. Ford, He will fceke thereon my word Neyther {- 
Prefie, Coffer, Cheft, T.uake, Well, Vale bue he hach 
an abfirsdt for the remembrance of fach places,end goes 
eye Nee 3 There is no hiding you in the 


Fal. Ie go out chen. 

AGP Ford, Ifyou goe out la your owne 
you die Sic Jebu, valefle you go out difpnie’d, 

Mift. Ford. How might we difguile hia ¢ 

AcE. Page. Alas the day I know not, there leno woe 
mans gowne bigge enough for him : ocherwile be might 
ag i sal eon er: yp aasdrtied and fo cfcape; 

» Good hearts, deuife fomerhin extremitie, 

rather $e she mifchicfe, wed 

Aft. Ford. My Maids Aunt the fet womun of Praien 
ford,haes gowne aboue. 

_ a, Page. On my word it will feruehios thee’s as 
big as he is : and chere'sher chrum'd hat,end her ausfleg 
gap ra yioee, ; 

Mf Ford. Go,go, fecetSic febn: Adkrié P 
Twill looke fome linnen for our heed. ile as 























Mif Page. Quicke,quicke, wee'le come dreffe you 
Rraight : put onthe gowne the while, 
Mif Ford, } husbend would meete hisa 


in this thape s he cannot the old women of Brain- 
ford y he (weares the's a witch, forbed her my houfe,and 
hath threaened to beate her, 

At. Page. Heaven guide himto thy busbands cnd- 
gels and che diuell guide bis cudgel afterwards, 

Mift Ferd. Butis my hosband comaing ? 

Aff Page. Vin good fedneffe is he, and talkes of the 
basket too, howfoeuer he hath had incelli 

Met. Ford. Wee'l try that: for Ie appoint my mente 
cany the basket agsine, to meere him st the dooce with 
it,as they did lat thee, 

deft. Page. Ney, bur heel be heere prefenly:ler’s go 
dreffe him hike che witch of Bratsferd. 

Aéft. Ford. Ve firlt dire dice my men, what they 
thell doe withthe baskets Goe vp, He bring linnen for 
dim nh eres 

Adif.Page Han dithoneft Varler, 

We hanse mifufe aie hs . 

We'll leaue s proofe by that which we will doo, 
Wines mnsy be merry, and yet honelt coo : 

We do noc adte that often, ieft, and laugh, 

"Tis old but crue, Stull Swine ears al! che draugh. 

Met Ferd. Go Sirs, cake the basket againe oa 
thoulders : your Mafter is hard at doore : ifhee bid you 
fet it duwne,obey him: quickly, difpatch. 

1 Ser. Come, come,tske it vp. 

2 Ser. Pray heswen kee not Lill of Ke he sgoine. 

3 Ser. lhope not, Ihad befe 28 besre fo anarh lead. 

Ford. 1, but ifit proue true (Mt. Page’ have you any 
way then to unfooleme agsine. Sec downe the basker 
villaine : fome bouy call my wife: Youth in a bssket; 
Oh you Panderly Rofcais, there's a knot : 9 gin.a packe, 
a confpiracie agsinft me: Now thail che divel be tham'd, 
What wife I fay :Come, come forth: behold whet ho. 

| neh 
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Page. Why , thus palles M. Ferd: you are act to goe 
lick oxy longer pou anal be iamon’d. 

Ean, Why, vbisis Lunacicks : this is madde, 0s 0 
wad dogge. 

Shel. \ndeed 26. Ford, chi is not well indeed. 

Ferd. Se fay I coo Siz, come buhes Mfrs Ford, My 
Aris ford, the honeht women, the modef wile the verwn- 
] chee hath che icalbeus foole to hes husband: 
lGieed caule (Mifiste)do 1? 

. Ferd. Heasen be my wunefie you doe, if you 
me in say defhencfty. 

Ferd. Well {aid Brazon- face, held ix owt: Come forth 
fersh. 


Page. This pefles. 
Jad Ford, ‘Are you not afbem'd Jet the clothe shone. 
Ferd, | thal finde you snon. 


Ena. Tis vncenfoneble; will you take vp your wiues 
coabes? Come, 

Fad. Eonpey the bashes 1 fy. 

3 Ford, Why maa, why ’ 

Fwd. Mafter Page, 261 ems men, there wes one con- 
way'd ont of my houfe yefterdey ia this beskec : why 
wey not he be there agsine, in any howle | am fare he 1: 
ay Intellegence is rue, ery ietlaniic is reafonable, pluck 
me out all the liane. 

iaif.Ferd. Hf you find o men chere, he thali dye s Fleas 
death, 


Page. Heer’s no maa. 
Sie By ary fidelsty chis is noc well M+. Ferd: This 


Ena) Me Ford, yoomuli pray, and noc follow the 

—— of yous owne beast : chis is icaloufies. 
Well hee’s not heere I (eke for. 

Page. No, oor ne where eife but in your braine. 

Ferd. Helpe to Search my houfe this one time:ifl find 
oar whet I ferhe, Ghew no colour for my extremity : Let 
me for cect be your Table : Let them fey of ne, as 
vedlons os Pard, chat fearch'’de hollow Weall-nuc for his 
wiecs Lerman. Satisfie me once more once wore ferch 
with me. 

M. Ford. What hos (Miftsis Page,) come you and 
the old women downe : iy csbiaed wil come into the 
Chamber 


Ferd, Old women? whst old womans that? 

u igre igo my maids risen Branferd. 

Fed. A wich, Qucane, an olde couzening queane : 
Hane | nos forbid her my howfe. She comes of errands 
do's the ¢ We axe fample men, wee doc not know what's 


beoeght to paffe vader che profethon of Foruune-eclling. 
workes by Charmes, Sects, ch’ Figere,& foc 
pabexpehe )Sretoeet tla owas 


yaa eo you Witch, yo Hapee you come 
Mit Ferd. Ney , good (reer hasbend, good Gentle 

men, let him Rrike che old women. 

ga Come mother Prat, Come giue me your 


Fed. Be Prat-her: Our of my doore, you Wich, 


you Rogee, you Beggsge, you Poulca, you Runnion, 

om,oer Ths ceniner yor, [ie foctuneeell pov. 
AOB-P ose. Are you not afham'd? 

Idiake you hone kilfd the poore women. 

i ret May be-will do ia, “tis a goodly credice 


yeu, 
Ford, Hang her witch. 


$f 


Eee, oes oe eee o'man 18 3 witch in- 
deede : I hike nor when 3 o’msan hes 3 d; Ifps 
3 great peard under his muffler. is ain a 

Ford. Will you follow Gentlemen, 1 befeech yoo fol. 
low . fee but the iflve of ary sesloulie ; If I cry out ches 
vpon no ttaile, newer trait me when | open eg ane, 

Page. Lev's obey his humour a little further : 

Mf Page. Trot ne he beste ham moft pictifully. 

Diif-Ferd.. Nay by th'Malfe chat be did noes be beare 
hem mof enpacifully, met he 

Df .Pege. Uchase the cudgell hallow'd, and bung 
ore the Alcar, it hach done meritorious fervice. 

Wifi Ford. What thanke you? May we with the war- 
rant of woman hood, and the w: of s good ceafcs. 
ence, pusfac hum with any further revenge > 

. The fpirit of wantoaneffe is {ure (card one 
ofhim, i the divell have him not im f be, with 
fine and reeowery, he will newer (1 thinke) in the way of 
wafle, stiermpt vs agsine. 

-Perd, Shall we cell our husbands how wee have 
feru'd him ? 

Mf Page. Yes, by all meanes: ifit be bus to fcrape 
the figures out of your husbands braunes: sf chey can fiad 
in cheir hearts, the poore youertuces fat Koighe thall be 
See ae wee two will fill bee che mine 


DGft Ford. Ve warrant, chcy'l hove him pabliquely 
fham’d, end methinkes ie a be ao period co the 
bef. hould he nos be peblikely fham'd, 

deeft. Page, Come, co the Forge with it, then thape ic : 
1 woald not haue things coole, Exezat 


Scene Tertia. 


Bar. Sit, the Germane defucs to bawe three of your 
horfes : the Duke himfeife will be co morrow 3¢ Court, 
and they sre going to mect him. 

Hof, What Duke fhould that be comes fo ? 
Theare nor of hin on the Coare : let mee (peake with 
Gentlemen, they (peske Enghith? 

Bar. 1 Sir? ile call him co you. 

Heft. They thall have my horfes, bus Tle make theca 
pay: Ite fauce them, they heue bad my houfes s week at 
commaund : Thaue cern’d away my echer guefts, they 
mah come off, Ile fawce them, come. Excun 


Scena Quarta. 


Ewcer Page, Ford, Miftris Page, Saftris 
Fed, ged Euan. 

Ena. ‘Tisone of the bef defcretions of s0'man ts e- 
uer I did loeke vpon. 

Page. And didbe fend you both thefe Letcers st en 
inftanc ? 

Ait Page. VVithin 2 quarter of an hotre, 

Ford. Pardon me (wife) hencetorth do what § wil : 
I rather will fo fpe& che Senne with gold,: 
Then thee wich wantonnes : Now doth thy hanee fland 


(Ia 
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(iq bie thet wos of love an Heretike). Rift Page. My Nex thail be the Queene of all the 
ecw nie atrcnaht oes 

¢. Tis well, ’cis well, no more: ; is i 
Benotss xremein oben oft, Shall Ey Sieeder Reale my |i 
But lec out plot go forward: Letour winet And ber oc Est fead firas 
Yet once agaiue (to make vs poblike fport) Ford. Ray, lle te hike ¢gure ion stag i la 
Appoint a meeting with this old far-fellow, Hee'l cell me all hie purpofe: fure hec'lecme. 


ere we may take him, and difprace his for it. 
Ford. There ts 00 better way then thar they {poke of, 
Page. How? to fend him word ¢hey'll meece him in 
the Pecke at midnight ? neuer come. 
Ba, Yor fey be has bin threwne in the Rivers : end 
ery “iat sora eget rae me-thinkes 


Page. Go thinke I too. 

¥f Ferd, Denife but how you't vie him wh he comes, 
And lec.es two deuife ro bring hima thether. 
age. There is an old tale goes, ther Here the 
Heater (fometimes heere in Windfor Forreft) 
Dothall the wincer time, at ftill midnighe 
Walbe round sbeat sn Oake,with gteatrag'd-hornes, 
And these he biefts the cree, and cakes the cattle, 
And make fich-kine yeeldblood,znd fhakes a chaine 
Vou have heard offoch Spit and well ou kno 
Yoo heue a R iw 

itious idie-beeded-Eld 


Receiu’d, end did deliuer to om age 

Thee Winpidac Gee aan ea, 
ys’ WEN NOT 

la peo ig vo walt by thi Hares Cab 

¢ 


roft 


ought him chether, 
What thall be dene with him? What is your plot? 

3G .Pa. Thar woah — se : vponsét that: 
Na P. daughter)end ary litcle ang 

ae! foure more of chele grovtch,wee'l drefle 

Like Vechins Ouphes,end Fairies, } abatehe ty white, 
With raunds of wazen Thpers on cheir hesds, 
And ratales in thels hands; epen a fodeine, 
As Falfefe, the. ond I, exe newly met, 
J et them from Pliniha faw-pie bares pee 
With fome diffufed fong : their 
Werwo, in great amazedecke will fiyes 
Than lec shes ail nesishta alerts eight 
And cliketo pinch ¢ cane $ 
per fire femnind sa houre ef Fairy Revell, 
la their fo facred pathes, be deres to cread 
In th hane. 

Ferd, “And till he cell che rruch, 
Let the feppofed Fairies pinch him, found, 
And burne lum wich their Tapers. 

Mif.Page. Toeerah being knowne, 
We'll all prefent onc felues; dif horne che (piste, 
And mocke hia home to Windfor, 

Ford. The children mult 

Be pradtis’d well cochie, or chey’sI neu'r doo’t, 

Era, 1 willteach che children their behaviours: and J 


And wicking for our 

' Ena. ees 

tis admirable 8, howett kueweries. 
Ai Pg Go ee ma 

Send quickly to Sir Jebe, to know hie minds : 

Netor tard demienastad spr 


Andnone but he comarry wah Nas Page: 
iseoldnor 


Poem st Court: he, none but he Chall haneber, 
Though twenty choufand worthier come to crsue her, 





Scena Quinta, 





Ester Eee, toe Ena, 


Ze What wouldf thon pig ah bray whae? (chick 
skin) Peake, breathe, difcufle: beeefe, thort, oer 

Simp. M 
Seffe from M, . 

Heft. There's his Chamber, his Houfe, ‘his Caflle, 
bis Aanding-bed and truckle-bed : ‘tis painted about 
with the ftory of the Prodigall, (refh end new:go,knock 
ead cell :heel fpeake likean Anchropophaginian rm0 
thee : Knocke I fay, 

Simp. There’s an olde woman, b fat woman gone vp 
into his chamber : Ie be fo bold as tay Sit ull the come 
downe : I come co fpeake with her indeed, 

fa Ha? A fas women? The Knight may be robb’d : 
Ne call. Bolly-Knight, Bully Sir /obe - fpeake Tromchy 
Lungs Military : Art chou chere? It is chine Hoft, thine 
Ephefian cals. 

Fali How now, mine Hof? 

Holt, Here's a Bohemian-Tartar caries the comming 
downe of thy fat-woman : Let her defcend (Bully) fet 
her no tray Chambers are honourable : Fie, priua- 

?Fie, | 
7 Fal, There was (mine Hoff) an old-fat-women cues 
now with me. but fhe’s gone. 

Stmp. Pray you Sir, was’: nor the Wile-woman of 
Brainferd? 

Fal, Yoarry wasit(Muffel-fhell) whee would you 


with ber ? 

Simp, My Mafter (Sir) my matter Sieader,fent io her 
feehog her go orca ie Rae toknow (Sit) whe- 
ther one Naw (Sir) that beguil’d him of a chaine,had the 
chaine , or no, 

Pal. I (pake wish the old womsnabout 2, 

Siw. And whae the, I prey Sir? 

Fal. Macry thee fayes, thecche very fame enon that 
beguil'd Mafler Strader of his Cheine,cozon'd him of ie. 

Simp. en ene eee eee 


yt As acca to(peake with Sis lobu Fal 


aT oo 
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Ca a TTS caia ca accaa sa aaaarasaascaresamtaammaaaanl 
ber fclfe, Ibed ocher things co haud-fpsken with her» fer’d.more for their fakes; mocethen the villanous in- 











we, Sem hie. conftancy ofinans difpofition is able to beare, 
Ral, Whaz are they /Ict vs know wi, And baue not they fuffer'd? Yes,3 warranyfpe- 
SS cioully one of chem ; Miftris Ferd( good besten 
I easy not concesle them (Sir.) biackotad blaw, ust gon canoe ines wine edout! 
Hef. Conveale chem, of thoa di’. her. 


Sm. Why fr, chey were cothing but shove Mifsis Fal, What tall’ chou mee of blscke, aod blew? I 
dane Page, ca koow il ix were my Matters fortune to | wes beaten my {elie into all the colours of the Raine- 
heoc her or 00. bow : and | was like to be apprehended for the Wieeh 














































Fai. ‘Tis, cis his foreune. of Brasacford, but that my sdmirable dexteritic of wit, 
Sis. Whee Sere ary counterfeiting the s&on of sa old woman deliver’d 
Fal. To banc her, or nes goe; fay the women told | me,che knaueConftable hed {ct me ith’Stocks, ich’ com- 
we fo. thebotd vofay f We Sanne ‘ 
Sam. to Sis? @, Sirs letra © wit, is Chember, 
Pal. Wee Lar ato sor bold. sso Melikis cio things goacied| s aerani) to your 
Sam. Uchanke your worthip:] thall make my Mafter | content : here isa Letter will fey raat oe 
glad with thefe ry dings. aby whac s-doe here is to bring you together ? Sure, 
Bef, Thoa are clearkly : thou ar clearkly(Sir Jobs) | one of you do’s not ferue beauen well, that yeu are fo 
wes there 3 wife woman with thee? creffd, 
Fal. chat there was( mine Haf)one that hath caughe Fal, Come vp ito my Cheasber. Brome, 
me wore wit, then cusr I learo’d before in my life: and 
J pend aoching fos it neither, boc was paid for my lear- 
“f-. Ont alas (Sir) cozonege : meere cozonsge. Scena Sexta. 
Hef. Where be my bacfes? fpeake well of chem vac- 
Ber. Ran awey with che cozoncss : for fo foone as Emer Featen, Hef. 


Icame beyond Zaten, they threw me off, from behinde Aefl. Valter Feuten, talke not to mee, my miade is 

ene of chem, in aflough of myre; aad fer fpurres, and hesay : { will give ones ell, 

3 like chree Germene-cincis ; chree Fas Fea. dgapatebh ivi og | aa ta 
thee 


Hef. What is che aatces Sis? Fes. viae ieceatan-atse you 
Ease, Haue a care of your entertainments :thereisa | With chedeare loue I beace to faire unr Page, 
fiend of mine come to Towne, tclsmeethercis three | Who,mutuslly, hath enfwer'd my affeGion, 
Cozen-lermans,that has cozend all the Haff of Readiar, \edeabaaaaleerg feife me be ber choofer) 
° to my with ; I hages letter from her 
roa, urombela pen age srewile,and full | Of foch-contents, as you will wonder sts 
of viowting-ftocks: aed ‘tis not conuenient | The mirth whereof, {o larded with my matter, 





becozened. Fare you well. Thet aithes (fingly) can be menifefied 
Ca. Vervismine Hof de lartecre? Without the thew ofboth sf Palfaffe 
Haft. Here(Mafter Delter)\o perpleritic,and doubt- | Hath s great Scene; the image of the ieft 
fa dclerons. He fhow you here at large (harke good mine Hoff) 


Cai, 1 connor cell vac is det : but itis cell-s-me, dee Tonight at Herwes-Oky,inkt ‘twixt twelne and one, 
you auke grand preperstion for a Duke dr Lamavie: by Maitcy (weer Nas the Fesrie- Puseme : 
e@y wees des irno Duke ther cheCoorisknow, to The parpole why,ts here : in which difguife 
come tI cell you for goed will: sdicu. VVhile orhey lefts are something ranke on foote, 

Bioft. Hay and cty,(villaine) goes offsft me Kaighe,3 | Her facher figeh commanded hes to flip 
emvadene: fly, run: bay, and cry (villaine) I om ve- ot, Sedeorater ase hoarqctderate 
doe. i 


fal, Ywould all the world might be cozond, for I | Her Mother,(eaen Rrong againft chac omtch 

hene beewe cozond and beaten tov: if it frould come And free for Dodie Cal hath appointed 

v0 the eare of the Court ow I haue Beene transformeds | That he thall likewife thaffic her away, 

and bow my transformation hath ‘Dbeene wathd, and | While othet fports sreuusking sfakeh thindes, 

cudgrid, they woeld mele mee out of my fat drop by Aad at the Desery, where 3 Pricf tends 

drop, ond Nquer Pithermenc-boots with ser] wertent | Strait marry hee : to this her Mothers plec 

7 ane with chair fine wits, cll I were 8s | She feemingly obedient) hkewifc hath 
locas deere: Toe pro(pes'd, fince 1 | Made promife co the Deftor : Now thus it refs, 

forfeoore uny felfe ot : well, if my winde were | Her Father mesnes the fhall be all in whites 


hebsie, 
ws? Totske her by the hsnd,and hid her gos, 
Cet Proms the two pertics ferfooth. She Grel! goe withhie her Mother hed tacended 
The Diuciteske one pertic, snd bis Dem the | (The beterto desote her rotbe Deltery 
ether : and fo they Shel! be both beflowed; Ihswefef- | Per they amit si! be mash’d,and viaerded) ees 
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Loash ing in geeene, fhe thail be loole en-rosb'd, we know one another. 
Wb Ri 


beivintcCcaagieig da Pama ede ody pled pr’ 
8 or ? wal deci well 

To pinch her by the hand, and on thar token, enough, aschery italy 
Themaid hath gives content te go with him. Page. Thenight is derke, Light and willbe. 
fief. Which meancs the to deceine ? Father, oc Mo- | come it wel :Heamen our een Goer 
ther, euill but che devill,end we thal know hia by his hornes. 





Aod in che lewfull nome of marrying, ° 
To dec caraeil vuiked terseeu?: Scena Tertia. 
. Well, husbend your device; He to the Vicsr, 
Se : 
Fea So cuermore to thee; Ester P : 
Befides, Ile meke e prefem reeampence. Bursns wi. Pages MY. Ferd, 








Aeius Owntas. Scene Prima. to the Deanerie, sad tquickly : go inae 





46f. well 
Enter F alfiefe, Quickly, and Ford, reloyce fomach at the ebule of Fafflaf, as he will chafe 
Fal, Pre'chee no more g0, lle hold, this is ee tele adit thea spt | 
te'chee no 2g0, ter; betzer a ry 
che third time : ] hope good lacke lies in odde numbers: | breake. 
Away, go, they fay there is Disinity in odde Numbers, |  Adif.Ferd. Whereis Naw now! end ber troop of Pai- 
eicher in netinity, chsnce; ordesth; sway. ties? and the Welch-denill Herne? 
ai. Tepronide you a chaine, and ledo wher I can Daft Poze. Thety ore oll couch’ dtm ple bard by Heroes 
toge yeu a peire of hornes, Oake, wich obfeut’d Lights; which et the vary infisot 
al, Away I fey, tee wesres, held vp your head & ef Fafhafor sad out eacting sey will m once 20 


ver will be knowne to night, or neser. Bee you in the | Agif Ferd, Thet cannot choole bur emence him. | 
pak men itis Hernes-Oake, and youthall | Adif'.Page. Ufhe be not amend he willbe mock: If | 


Ferd, Went you net to her yeflerdsy(Sir)esyoutold | aifperd. Wer'll becrsy bien finely. | 
me you bad > Agsinkt 3 
Fal, | wone to her (Mafter Bresme) es you (ce, Sikes Thofe that betray chem, do ve treachery. 
d-men, but came from her (Mefter Broome Atft.Ford, The houre drawes-on :to the Ouke,to the 
Oske. fue. 





he beate me greevoully, in the thape of 2 women: (for in 

Ge hopcot Rdan (Meer Bosak} 1 feore not Goleh Scena Quarta. 
with e Weavers besme, becaufe 1 knew elo, life is a 
Sharele) J em in heft, go elong with mee, lle tell you all 

















(after Broone:) fince I plackt Geefe, plaide Trewane, Emer Enaus and Fairise, 
and whips Top, I knew not what ‘twas to be beaten, dill | gaa. Trib, crib Feiries: Come, and remember your 
lacely. mee, Mecell you ftrange things of this | parts: be peld (I prey you) fellow ae into the ple, ond. 
knave Ferd, on whem to night I will be reuenged, end J when I give the wane’ ‘ods, dose! prdyes : Come, 
will deliver his wife into your head . Follew, freunge ; samt 
things in hand (Dress) follow. Exons. 
Scena Qaunbte. 
Scena Secunda. Rs 
Saver Fi is Page, (Mires 
<a PT rae ene a 


Page, Come, come 1 we'll couch ith Caliledicch, | Fal, The Wind{or-bell hech fhrokecwelue : the Mi. 
an we aes hee clover Remember fon Sim- | nace drewes-on: Now the hot-blosdied-Gode oft man 


‘Slew I forfooth, Ihave fpoke with her, & we heut fet on thy hornes. O powerfell Love. 
anay-word, hew to knew one another. I come to her . ssigabenar- tp inti gtr holy cleeriooge rE 
ta white, and cry Mum; fhe cries Badger, and by thet | Youwere 





omnipotent 
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consipesent Loue, how nere the God drew to che com- 
ef aGoofe ; s fauls done firft » the ferme of : 
O loue, o beaftly fanics ) and then snother fasit 
w the of aFowle, thinke on't (love) s fowte- 
fuk. When Godshawe hot becker, what fhall poore 
pro 60? Fer me, ] am beere a Windfor Seagee, and the 
fase& (1 thimke) i'ch Fossch. Sendme a coole ruptime 
(loae}ot who can bleme meto piflemy Tallow? Who 
comm heere 2 ony Doe? 
CM Ford. Siz lebu? Act thou there (ary Decre? ) 


here. 
U.Perd. Mifisis Page is come with me(Sereet hart.) 
Fd, Divide replace eng rsa 
Iwill keepe tomy felfe, oulders fort 
Glow of this wralke ad ay Senet ath your 
habsads: Am fs Woodman, ha? Speake I file Herne 
the Heater? Why, now 1s Cupid a child of confciene, 
he makes reftinnion. As] ama tru fpirit, welcome. 
St Page. Alas, what noife? 
M Ferd, Fessen forgive our fines, 
Fel What fhould this be ? 
M fed. MPage. Awsy,awty. 
Ea. Ithinke rhe dwell wil not have medamn’d, 
Left che oyte that’s in me (hould fer bell on fire; 
He would newer elfe croffe me thus. 
Enter Fasrics, 
Qei, Fairies blacke, gray, greeneand white, 
You Moone -fhine revellers,end fhades of night. 
YouOrphen heires of fixed deltiny, 
Arend your office, and yoor quality. 
NR ea 
y names : Silence you royes 
Cricket, to Windlec-chimnica fait thes leape ; 
Where fires thou find’?t varek'd, and hearths wnfwept, 
These pinch the Maids as blew es Bill-berry, 
Our radiant Queene, haves Sluts,and Slutsery. 
Fa. They ace Fairies,he ther f ks to them fhall die, 
Ile winke,snd couch : No man their workes maft ¢ie. 
Eu, Whes’s you,eod where you find e msid 
Ther ere the fleepe hes thrice her cpeures ie 
pray “easly of her fancafte, 
Steepe the 22 found as cacelef{c infaocic, 
Bat chefe as fleepe, and thinke not on eheir fins, : 
Diech chem srmes, legs, backes, thoalders,fides,& fhios. 
et Abour, about : 
Windlor Caftie(Elues out. 
Serw good lucke (Ouphes) on earry facred roome, 
That a sy ftand till che perperoall doome, 
in bare us wholfome, as in ftete tis fit, 
Worthy the Owner, and the Owner it. 
Thefeueraii Chaires of Order, looke you fcowre 
Wrah iuyce of Balee ; and precious flowre, 
Each Seire Inftalmenc, Coate, snd fev'rall Creft, 
With loys'l Blazon, evermore be bleft. 
And Nightlymneadow-Fairies, looke you fing 


spafte, in aring, 
eaprefare that ic beares: Greene let itbe, 
Mere fertile-frefh then all che Field co fee: 


Aad, Set Dai Adal-y- Pence, write 
fa Eero safe Fieerres perple, blew end white, 
Like Sephire-peasie, and rich erabroiderie, 
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Buckled below faire Knighe-hoods bendin . 

Fairies vfe Flowres fee their charefterie. as 

Away, difperfe : Bax till ‘cis one a clocke, 

Our Dance of Caftome, round eboat the Oke 

Of Herve the Hunter, let vs aot forget. (fer : 
Euan.Pray you lock hand in hand:your felues in order 
And twenty glowewormes (ball owr 


To guide cur Meafure round sbour che Tree, si 
Bat fay, 1 frnell a man of muddle earth. 

Fel, Heewens defend me from the: Welth Fairy 
Leaft be transforme mac to e peece of Cheefe. 


Pet, Vilde worine, thou welt ote-look'd euen ia thy 


Qs. With Triall-fire touch me his finger end: 
If be be chafte, che lame will backe de(cend 
vende no paine : but if he ftere, 

is a corrupesd hezt, 

Pi. Atriall, come, 

Ewa, Come: will this wood take fire? 

oe pastes 

«i. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in defire, 
About him ey fing « fcornfall rime, 
And as you trip, fil pinch bimeo yous time, 





The Song, 
pbdreaeleowyal Fic om Lah, and Lanavie: 
Lift ws but a fire, kundled with enchale defire, 
Fed m beart whofe flames afpire, 
es ts de blow thew higher and bigher. 
Pinch bias ( Farrses) musualy : Pinch brm for bu wibanis. 
Pinch bine, and burwe btm, and tarne ban aban, 
Tid Candins, & Star-hghe,@ Meee. fomebe emt, 


Page. Ney do nex fiye, I thinke we hene worcht you 
now: VVill none boc Herne the Hunter ferue your 
turne ? 

A. Page.] come,bold vp the ieft ao higher. 
Now (good Si fobs) how like voutriadf ‘wines ? 

See you thefe husband ¢ Donor thefe faire 
Become the Forreft betrer chen the Towne ? 

Ferd, Now Sit, whole a Cuckold now? 

Mi Brosaee, Falflaffes a Knawe.e Cuckoldly knawe, 
Heere are his hornes Mafter Broome : 

And Matter Bresave, he hath enioged nothing of Ferd: , 
but his Bock-basker, his cudgell, and twenty of 
smoncy, which maft be paid co M: Bresace, tus are 
arrefted for it, M* Brosane. 

M.Ferd. penn we ea had ola 1 weecould 
never meece : I will newer ts Lous a ; 
but I will slwayes count you =D Deere aes 
Fad. ghia cater ascaey eorae am mede an Affe. 
Ferd. 1, und en Oxetoo: both the proofes are ex- 
cant. 

Fal. And chefe sre not Fairiest 

I wes three or foure times in the thought they were not 
Fairies, and yet che guiltineffe of my minde, che fodsine 
ferprize of my powers, drouc the coffeneffe of the fop- 


pery into a recein’d beleefe, in defpight of the teeth of 
all rime and reafon, that they were Feicies. See now 
how wit may be made a Iecke-a-Lent, when ‘tls vpon ill 
imployment. 

Ponape eee ae and leaue your 
de d Fairies will noe you. 

Pond. VVeli (eid Pairy Eogh, 


Eness, And leave you your lealouzied too, J prey 
= _Distzes ty GOOG Pee 1 
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The Merry Wines of Windfor. 


Ford, Swill nener mi@ruft my wife egaine, till thou Foe prt arife then, you toobe the wrong, 


Eaglith, 


i. as 
this? AmT ridden witha Welch too’ Shal Iheec 
aCoxcombeol Frize? Tis time! were choek’d wichs 
peece of toafted Cheefe, 
Ea. Seefe is not good to gine panter; your belly is al 
Fd, Seele, end Putter? Heoe Ltiv'd to fend &t the 
towne of one that makes Fritters of Englith ? This is ¢- 
nough to be che decay of left snd lace-walking through 
rr Why Sie fabs, do you think 
. . e h wee 
woald hace chreél eirais an of. bor beats b the bued 
end theulders, snd hese giuen our felves wi fcrw 
Sa a a ae at 


end. Whats bodge-pudding ? A bag of ex ? 
Poaaigy opel pared 
a= « wiches'd, and of intoligs able en- 


Fords Aad one that is as flanderous as Sachan ? 
Page. And 0s poore as lob ? 
Ferd. Aades wicked 2s his wife? 


ges pe : 
Bd. Wel, lem : you hane the flert of 
me, t om deicéted : I aw net able to aniwer the Welch 


meornch: Lemetsoce i te tS Plamen Ort we, 60s me 


eyo 
Bord. Marry Sir, wee'l bring you to Windfor to one 
Me Drosme, that hese concatdioh money, to whom 
ou fhould have bin « Pander : oucr sad aboue that you 
faffer'd, I thinke, to repay that money will be abi- 


ee Yer be cheerefall Knight: chou (halc est a pof- 


Seto atmy houfe, wher } will defire theeco laugh 
ar my thar new az chees Tell her Mr Siae- 


Mf. Page. Dottors thet 3 
If dear Page be my deughter, the is (by, this) DoAou: 
Caine wike. 


Sim, Whts hoe, hoe, Father Page. 
Page. Gonne? How now !How now Sonne, 
Hone you difpetch'd ? 
Siw. Dilpecch’d? Demnske the beft in Gloferhhire 
know on't: would I were heng’d la, eife. 
7" OF whe: fonne ? 
1 came yendes t Eaten to merry Mifiris ten 


Page, and he’s e gress lubber! If ithod not bene 
ich Charch, I would heve fwiog'd him, er hee fhoald 
heue fwing’d me. If did not ithad beene stuns 

1 mighe newer Aicre,and ‘tis a Poft-mefiery 


Page, 
Boy. 


ther? J 
Itooke s Boy forsGite: Wihed bene memedechacn 
(rr tll be wes in wecenans epparrell) 1 would net heue 


thisi 
Did cot el fou bor you freld teow ap degen, 


gira pei 

Sion, I went to herin greene, and cried Mum, and 

the cride budget, as fame and I had sppoinced,sad 

it ws not oSame, but « Poft-mafters a 
AGS Page. ood Gaargs be oot angry T imew of 

your ate angele — end in- 

deede pew DoGer Desane 

there married. = = 


Cai. Ver is Miftris Page : by garT em cozoned, J ha 
marrted oon Garfoon,a boy ; oon pefant,by gar. Aboy, 
i is not 4s Page, by gar,] am cozened. 

a it 7? ayou eke her in rbiee 2 

. & 
Wadlor. gt, boy: be &*, lle raife a 


Ford. phar engi re bath po cherighs one 
* Fosten, 


How now M" Penten? . 
Ame Paden ather, good ssother pardon 
Page. Row Mees eee 

How chanee you went not with Mr Siesder? 


poi 
Fen, You do amaze her : heare the truth of z. 
ruoh 


Since cherein the doth euitare and (hun 
A thoufend irreligious curled houres 


Page. Well, vwbat remedy ? Fearon, heauen gue thee , 
soy, what cannot be efchew'd, maft be cabrec'd. ! 
Par When night-dogges run, ell forts of Decre ore 


Ath Page. ‘Well, } will ausfeno farther: Mi Passe, 
Heaven give you macy, many ayes: 


To Mater Brome, yes yertok 
° hold 
Por he, cocighe, fall ve wh Midsis pend" Rarune 








FINIS, 





















For Meafure. 


ef fius primus, Scena prima. 





om that can my part in him adocrtile ; 
Emer Dats, Efeatu, Lords, Hold therefore Angele: 
: In ovr remoue,be chou st full,our felfe s 


Dake, arkeprnbespanasl ridley 
° Live in thy tongue,and : Old Efcales 
. My Lord. (fold, | Thow in queftion, is thy (econdary. 
Ee Ol somanenl proverties to va- Telethy ComeniGen ‘i 
Would (come in met'sffe i (pcecu & difcouric, | dug. Now good my Lord 
Sace | am put co know, chat owne Science Let there be fome more teft,mede of my merle, 
Exceades (in ches ) the lifts of afl adaice Before fo noble, and fo great afigure 
can giee you: Then no more remeiecs Be flemp*t vpon it. 
Bat chat, to your fi as your worth is able, Dak, No more euehions 
Aad let chem ovorke : The natere of ow: People, We haue with a leauen’d,end prepared choice 
Our Costes faffieations, and the Termves Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honors 
op espera Ape) te conta egbenpesbrsesar teal pth condition, 
As Arc sad pro@ife,hach any it prefers it felfe, wes vnqueftion'’d 
Tha we remember : Thereis our Comnithon, Macters of needful value : We thall write to you 
From which, we would aot hevs you werpe; call hicher, | As tienesand our concernin fhell importune, 
1 fey, bid come before vs : How iz goes with vs, and doc looke te know 
Wher figure of vs chinke will besre. Whar doch befall you here. So fore you weil 


Toth’ ull execution doc I leaue you, 





Duk, Looke where be comes. Bas doe not like to Rage me to chels eyes 3 
Aug, Alwazes obediens to your Geaces will, it doe well, I doe ace rellith well 
lcome to keow your pieafare, - | Theislowd and Awes vehement : 


Nex does thinke the mon of fefe difcretion 






cet eee: I wae tea wekucika 
faslich tcrupie excellence, e vs with-draw together, 
Bur bbe athrifry goddefic,the determines Rod we ay looms om eeeaiee eve - 


Her felfethe glory of  creditoor, ioe point, 
- Te wait hones, 
éf. i ait te 





Boch thanks,and vie; bur I de bend my fpeech 
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Scena Secunda. 





Enter Lucio, and rme ether Genticmm. 

Luc. ifthe Dake, with the other Dukes, come notto 
compofition with the King of Hangery,whythen al the 
Dukes fall vpon the King. 

1.Gear. Heauen granc vs its peace, but not the King 
of Hungaries. 

3.Geas. Amen. 

Lac, Thou conclud’ft like the SanGimonides Pirs, 
that w fea with the cen Commandements, but 
fcrap'd of@out of the Table, 

2.Gest. Thou thale not Steale? 

Lwe. 1, that he raz'd, 

Pade Why?'cwas 8 commendement, to command 
the Capraine end all che reft from cher funGtions: they 
putforth toftesles There's not s Souldier of vs all, that 
in che thank/.giuing before meace,do rallith the petition 
well, chat praies for peace. 

aGeat. I ncuer heard any Souldier diflike it. 

Lac, 1 beleeue thee : for Ichenke chou neuer was't 
where Grace was aid. 

2.Gent, No? a dozen times at leaft. 

B.Gent, Whiae ? In mecter? : 

Lac. In soy proportion. or in any lenges 

2.Gear. iciteke ot inany Reger. v 

Lav. 1, why vot ?Grace,is Grace,deipighs of all con. 
trowerGe: 24 for exsmpley Thou chy {elle arca wicked 
villaine, defpight of all Grace. 

Gent, Well: there wens bot apaire of fhecres be- 
cweene v3, 

Luc, I grant: ee ee the Lifts, and 
che Veluet. Thou art che Lig, 

1.Ceur, And theu the Veleet; thaw srt good vcluct; 
thou'rt a chreepi LU wacrane thee: [had as liefe 
bea Lyf of an thKerfey, asbepil'd, as thou sre 
pil'd, for a French Veluet. Do! fpeake feelingly now? 

Las. I thinke thou do : and indeed with moft pain- 
Full feeling of chy (peech : 1 will, out of chine owne con- 
fethoa, leame ya ia bur, whilft I liee for- 
get to drake afcer thee. 

t.Gee.[ think | have done my (eile wrong howe I now? 

8. Geet, Yes,that thou haAt;whether chow are cainced, 
or free. Emer Baude. 

Lee. Behold, behold, where Madam Adstsg aren comes. 
Thane porcha(d ss many difeafes vader her Roofe, 

At come to 
2.Gou, To what,I pray? 
Lac. ledge. 


3-Gest, Tothree theuftod Dollours « yeere, 

3.Geat. mere, 

duc. A French crowne more. 

2.Geut, Thou ect alweyes fi 
thou ert fall of esror,! am 


found, as things chet arehollow ; thy Bones are hollow; 


difeafes in me;buc 


Band, Well, well as-is bale srrefted, end 
carted ce prifon, was worth fine thoufsnd of you ell, 
2.Gent. Who's that I prey'thee? 
Bawd. Marry Sir,that's Claudio, Signior (landir, 


Meafure for Mesfure. 


3.Geer, Claude to prifon ? ‘tis not fo. 

Bard, Nay, but know ‘tis fo ; I fave him serefted : 
faw him carried away : and which is mere, within thele 
three daies hus head to be chop'd off. 

Luc. Bur, after all chis fooling,} wouldnot kewvic fo: 
Art thou fare of this ? 

Bawd, 1am too fare of it: and iz is for getting Madem 
Fabsettaveinh childe. 

Lac, Belecue me this mey be she promi¢’d to mecte 
Ine wo howres fince, end he waseuer precife in promife 

ing. 
"NG Befides you know, it drawes fombing neere 
to the {peech we had to fucha ¢, 

1. Geet. But moft of all agreeing with the proclametid. 

Las. Avesy: let's goe leatne the ruthofie. = Ext, 

ead [hae whac with the war; what with the fweat, 
what with the gallowes, with poverty, I am 
Cuftom-thranke. Hownow ? whac's sha cees with 
you. Evter Clawee, 

Cle, Yonder man is carmed to ’ 

Bay, Weil : whet has he done 

Clo. A Woman, 

‘Baw. But what's his offence ¢ 4 

Che. Groping for Trowts,in « peculies River. 

Baw. What ms there s maid with child by him ? 


Cle. No: butchere’s a woman with maid by him : 


youhavenor heard of the proclamation, hase you? 
Bew, What proclamation, man ¢ 
Cos. Allhowfes in che Suburbs of Fiemme meftbeo 


Bawd, Bar thall all our boufes of refert inthe Sub- 


urbs be puld downe ? 

Clow. To the ground, Miftris. 

Band, Why-heeie's a change indeed inthe Cormmon- 
wealth : what fhall become of me? 

Clow, Come : feare not you: good Counfetters lacke 
no Clients: though you change your plece, youncede 
nox change your Trades Ile bee your Tapfter {till 5 coa- 
rage, there will bee pitty caken onyou ; you thas bawe 
worne your eyes almoft our in che {cruice, you will bee 
coofidered, 


Bawd. Whet'sto doe heere, Thomas Tapfter? tec’s 
withdraw ? 

Cle, Here comes Sigulot Clavtis, led by the Prowott 
to prifon : and there's Madam /ulies, Eun, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Prowoft, Claudia, Juliet ,Officers,Lusio < 1.Goat. 
Cla, Fellow, vehy do'ft chou fhow me thus to th’workd? 

Beare me to prifon,where I am committed, 

Pre. I do k not in euill difpofition ° 

Bat from Lord véngato by {pecial! charge. 

Clas, Thus cen the pies Jan anya ) 

Make vs pay downe, for our offence, weigh 

The words ofheauen ; on whom i will, it will, 

On whor it will not (foe) yer Mill cis inft. (ftrainr, 
ah mii petehiedrd aia ¢ ein ee 
Cla, From toe much liberty, L ¢é 

~ re omheteter fe nockhan’ z sd 7 

i the immoderstev 
Tunestse i + Our Natures doe purfue 
e 








Mesfore for Mesfare. 


Lie Rats ches downe their proper Bane, 
Athichy calf, end when we drinke, we die. 


yee 
Las. A bundred : 


if theyTi doc you sny good: Is Lechery fo look’d after? | 


Cla. Thass ftands i with me : vpeo a true contra 


ee Eck 
« the Lady, the is fat my wife, 
Sour char we doe the denunciation lacke 


pera se Order. aries not te, 
propogsuon a 

Sateen te Caller of er rtends, 

Fem whom we  taeet to hide our Lowe 


Ge , ewer fo, 
had the ata ve, now for the Duke, 
Wheeber it be the fank and of newnes 
Oc whether thas che body , be 
A besle whereon the Governor doth ride, 


Who arwly in the Seate, ther st mey know 
bast med ka wd bal 
Whether the on his ': 
Ornke Emernce chee isievy 
Iftegger ia : Bat clus new Gowernor 4 
Awakes me all the inrolled bes 
Which howe (hke va-{cowr d Armor) hung by th’wall 
Se long. char neneeenc Zodsachs hove gone round, 
ee ee 

che drow aad negiefted A 
Feclhly on ene : "is ferely for a name. 

‘Lac. | warrant it is: And thy head ftands fo uckle on 
thy thoulders, thaca milke-meid,if fhe be in lone, mey 
Sgh it off : Send after the Duke. ond sppesic re him. 

Cis, Lhage dene fo, but hee's nes to be feund. 
eae ce Ade lary payne 

° thevid Cieyttes eer, 
Acquaine her chasse dae 
luplore her, in eny voice, chet the moke friends 
Thewe great hope in chat: for in her youth 
There is 0 prone ond he di 
Soch as move men : befide She hath 
Whee the will pley with reafon, and difoou 
Aad wall the can perfwade. 

les. I pray Ghee may ; ofaell for the encouragement 
of the bike, which cife would Mand vader grecuous iar 
apap sharers ei geht 

thould bee chus foolilhly » acsgeme of ticke- 
tacke: Ile to ber. 

Cle, Ithenke you geod friend Lacie. 


Ase 


_ 
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Lee. Withincwo heares. 
(ie. Come Offices,awey. xem, 
Scens Quarta. 
kes bay Patna oy a 
Pram Wort an bere eay talerdeag 


Con pierce ecomplent bofome : why, ] defire thee 
To give ae fecre: harbowr, hath » perpofe 


More grase,and wrinkled, then the ales, sndends 


fpeake of ic? 


Dak, My boly Sir, none bercer knowes then you 
Vise thee wscicd aah cess 7 


y sbfolate power and place here in Vienna, 
tne tranaild to Poland, 


More mock'd shen fear’d : fo cuz 
Desdio so chentibacsies deal 


And libertie plucks Iaftice by the nofe ; 
The Baby bestes the Nasfe,and quite s.hw ere 


Goes all 
your Grace 


Fei. Ac cefted in 
To valeofe thie tyde-vp Iuftice, when you 
And w in youmore weuld heue 
Then in Lord 

Dak. ee een ; 
Sith twas my fault,to ginethe : 
Puedibensics wake aie 
Por what I bid chem doc: Por, we bid chis be done 
When cuill deedes hawe their 


af ds 
‘eem’d 


yetmy 
Tedo in flander : And to behold 
1 will, as ‘twere a brother of pour Order, 
Vif both Prince end People : Therefore I pre'thee 
Supply me wich the habit,and i 


wmAruA me 
How I may la beare 
Like a true Frier : Moe reafone fos this sien 
At ont more sil I rendes you; 


Onely, this one : Lord togele is ; 

Stands ac a guard with Eauie : {carce confefies 

Ther his blood flowes : or that his ne 

Is mare to bread then {tones hence fhall we fee 

A Ree renter ere eS com Seemners Yes Exk. 
3 © Scawe 
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Scene Quinta. 





A oe 


Emer Sebel and Prancifea a Naw. 


Sfa. Kod hane you New no farther priviledges ? 
aXe, ane ef enough? i 
fa. Yes ccuely; e not as dehizing more, 
Buc rarher withing » more (eid reftrsine . 
Vpon the Ssfterftood che Votarifts of Ssint Clare. 
Lacie withm, 


Laur, Hoa? pesce be inelns place. 
Ifa: Who's thet which cals? 
Nes. it ie a mans voice; 


agrine : I 
Sas Peace and pre itie: who is't chee cale? 
Prociaime yoo ere no leffc : con you fo fteed me, 
As being me co che fight of //ahela, 
ANowice of this place, ond the faire Siftes 
To her enhappie Cleudeo? 
wohappy Brothece Les me aske, 
The racher for I now mult make you koow 
To. Genes fre» your Beata kind greece 
e & ive: j 8 

Noe co be weary with Sy he's we prifen. : Ve 

dm, Voc cnac which df txy fale mighte his ladge, 

. that, w c a 
He thoald receiue his pwaiShrsene.in chaokes 
would not,though cis my faenilier 

T from heset s ploy with all be 
I hold yes a0 a ching ca-ckied, and 
By your renoencernent, on imortall fpiria 
And to be raik’d with in Goceriey, 
As with a Seine. ; 


As thefe ther w full-as blofiermng Time 
Thee from che vi herrpbarvetclaeln_ 

T ars et emo wornbe 
Expretiech is full ° 


Ife. Adopted 
By vaine,though spt affeAion, 
"Lee Shelene. 


Ifa. Oh, tet bim merry her. 
cacigannn (any latte : 


In hand, of aGion : bot we 
eer aren schol sabe tenia 
giulng-out, were of en infinice diftence 
Prous his crue recast deft ene s vpon his place, 


Mesfure for Mesfwe. 


( And with full line of his eathoriay ) 


But doth rebare, and blunt his nazurall edge 
With profits of the minde ; Scudie,and 
He(te gwe feare to vie and libertie, 

Which hawe, for long run. by the hideous law, 
As jaree,by Lyons) hath pickc ouranad. 
Vader whole beasy fence, your brothers life 
Fais inco forftic : be errefts him onit, 


‘T wixt ¢ brother. . 
Ya. Doth belo, 
Lac. Has cenlar'd him slresdy 
Andes I hesre,the Provoll bech s warrent 
Fee's execution, 
Sfe. Alse: what 
Abilicic's in ene,to doe him good. 
Ler, the powre yeu hous, 
lfa. Wy power ? elas, | 
Perpaey iesle eos cof aight 
makes vs we igh wis 
By feaing a sctempes Coats Lard j 
Pridprboe ab aeheateel Bares idens (we 
wwe like sbec w end koeele, 
Allee cure 
As they ues would owe them. 
La. The fee wthar I can doe. 


&. 1, bucyee 
Let vs be keene and coches cut alice 
Then fall,and breife co deaths: slas,chie 
Whee! would faus,hed 2 moft aobie 
Let bes your honour lmow 


Wherher you had nos fometine ip your 
Tic'd im chis point, which now you ecoluse bin, 


And puld che Lew 
“Thee ding to be vompted (fia) 










Another thing co tall : I not deny 
The lary paffing on the Prifoners life 
wn the (werne-tweise hase sled hae e 
thea him they try;what’'s rasde to luftice, 
That leftice fae Wie aoe Lawes 
Tha theeues do paffe on cheeaes? Tis very pregnant, 
The Iewell chac we finde, we floope, snd take’t, 
Becanfe we fee it; but whae we doe not fee, 
Weeread neuer thinke of it. 
Youmay vot fo extenuate his offence, 
Forl baue had foch faules ; buc rather tell me 
When I, thac cenfure himn.do fo offend, 
Let eine owne Ludgement patcerne oot my death, 
Aad nothing come in parniall. Sir he maft dye. 
Eurcer Proacff. 

Ef. Beit as your wifedome will. 

Ang. Where is che Preseff > 

Pro, Here sft like your honour. 

Anz. See that Claudio 
Bcezecmed by nine to morrow morning, 

Being him his Confeffor tec him be prepar'd, 
For chat’s che vemoft of hrs pilgrimage. 
Efe. Well. heauen forgive him; and forgive vs all - 
Some refe by forme and fewve by vertne fall. 
Some ren from brakes of Ice,and anfwere none, 
Aad fome condemned for 3 fault atone. 
Enter Elbow, Fravh, Clowne, Officers. 

£%. Come, bring them away - if thefe be gond peo- 
plein 2 Conwnon-weale, that doe nothing but vfe their 
thafes in common houfes, I know no law © bring them 
sway. . 
yn How now Sit, what's our name? And what's 
the esatter > 

EB. Ife pleafe your honour, [ am the pooreDukes 
Conflable, and my name is Elbows I doe teane vpon lu. 
fice Str, sad doe bring in here before your good honor, 
two notorious BenefsAors. 

Ang. Bencfaftors? Well: What Benefa ors are they? 
Are they not Malefactors ? 

EB. fst pleafe your honour, I know not well what 
we: But precife villasnesthey are, thet 1 am fure of. 
void of all prophanstion in the world, that good 

Chriflians ought to have. 
Ef. This comes off weil : here's 9 wife Officer. 
Ang. Goeto: Whar quality are they of¢ &Bvw is 
rare > 
do Athou nor fpeake Ebow? 
ve He cannot es ont at Elbow. 

Auq. What are yoo Sir? 

EB. He Str :5 Tapfter Sit: paccell Baud: one thar 
ferucs abad woman: whofe houfe Sir was (as they fay) 
eae in the Seborbs: and now thee profefics 3 

: which, ] thinke isa very Ul houfe too, 

Ef. How know youthst? 

EB, My wife Siz? whom | deteft before heauen, end 
yout honour, 

Ef, How? thy wife? 

£5, (Siz: whom I chanke heauen is an honeft wo- 
fen, 

Ef. Do'ft choa deteft her therefore ? 

EsS, V fay fre, } will deceft my felfe alfo,es welles the, 
tha chis hosfe,ific be not s Bauds houfe, itis piety ofher 

Ide, for it isa hty houle. 


Ef, How do® hoa know that, Confteble? 
ES. Marcy fir, by my wife, who,if fhe hed bins wo- 
usa Cadinally given, might have bin accus'd in forni- 
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cation sdultery,and all yncleantineffe there. 

Efe. By che womans mesnes ? 

EB. \it,by Mifisis Oner-dows meanes: but a1 fhe fpit 
in his face, fo the defide him. 

(le. Sir, ific plesle your honor,this is not fo, 

EM, Proue it before thefe varlets here, chew hooora- 
ble ma ee fe, 

of oc you heare how he mifplaces? 

fo. Sit, Che came in great wich childe: and longing 
(fasing yous honors reverence) for ftewd prewyns, fir, 
wehad bat two in the houfe, whichat chat very diftanc 
time flood, as it were ina fruit difh(a dith offome three 
pence your honours haae feene fuch difhes they are 00¢ 
China-dithes, bux very good dithes. 

Efe. Gotoo : go too: nomaites for the dith fir. 

Cle. Noindeede fir not of e pin; youare therein in 
the right : hut,to the point : As ftey, this Mifttis E/oem, 
being (es I fey) wich childe, and being great bellied,and 
longing (as I faid) for prewyns: and hawing but two in 
the dith (as I {sid) Matier Froth heve this very ovan; hs- 
wing eacen the refi(as I {ard )& (a8 I fay) paying for chem 
very honefily : for,as you know Matter Froth,! could not 
giue you three pence agame, 

Fro. Noindcede. 

Cle. Very well: you being then (if you be remem- 
bred) cracking che ftones of tbe forefaid prewyns. 

Fre. 1,foa did indeede. 

Cle, Why, very well: Ltelling you then (if you be 
remembred) that fuch e one, and fuch a one, were pat 
care of the thing you wot of, vnleffe they kept very good 
diet, 38 I cold you. 

Fre. Allchiats crue, 

Cle. Why very well thea. 

Efe, Come : you sre acedious foole ‘tothe purpole: 
what was done to E/bowes wife, that hee hath caufeto 
conrplaine of ? Come meto what wes done to her. 

(®. Sit,your hodor cannot come to that yet, 

Efe. No fic nor | weane it noc. 

Cle. Sit, bot you thall come te it, by your hononrs 
leave :And I befeech you, looke into Mafier Froth here 
fir, aman of foure {cuore pound 9 yeare; whofe father 
died et Helewmse: West not at Habewmas Malicr 
treab? 

Pre. Allhallond-Eve. 

Cle. Why very well: Ehope here be truthes: he Sir, 
ficeing (98 1 fey) 19 8 lower chaire, Sit. ‘twas in the bunch 
of Grapes, where inderde you haue a delight to fit heue 
younor? 

Fre, Thave fo, beceule it is an open roome,and good 
for winter, 

Cle, Why very well then  Lhope here be cruthes. 

fag. This will laf our anightin Refirs 
Whea nights are fonceft there : Ile take my lesue, 

And leave you to the hesring of the caufe; 
Hoping ea finde good caufeto whipthemall. Ex... 

Efe Tchinke no leffe: good morrow to your Lord. 
thip. Now Sir, come on: What was done to EMowes 
wife, ance more? 

Clo. Once Sir? there wat nothing done to her once. 

Efb. Vbeleech you Sir,aske him wha thisman did cc 
my wife. 

(to. Tbeleech your honor,aske me. * 

Efe. Well fir, what did this Genclemantoher? 

Ch. I befeech you fir looke in chis Gentlemans face: 
good Maller Freth looke vpon his honor; ‘tit for s good 
purpofe: doth your aa marke his face ? 


¢. 
3 Efe] 














Cle. Doch your honoe fee any harme in his face ? 
no. 


Efe 
Cle. The be fu abooke,his face is the wort, 
init quod cent hictace be the worl 


benour, 
. He’sinche right (Conftable) wher fi to it? 
& Firft, sad ix fee the es Aas 
houfe ; next,chis is a refpefted fellow; and his Miftsis is 
«Tee by thio hand Sela wi refpetied 
le. r Siz, fe is a more 
fon ‘ccnp of aa oe 
£6. Vasile thou lyefi; thou lyeft wicked vasiex: the 
thee was ever ccfpceted with 
man,woman,or childe. 


Cle Safhe was refpected with him, before he mar- 
ried with her. 

zy. Which is the wifer here; Jaffe or leiquiie? 1s 
this crue? 

24. O thou caytiffe : O thou vasier : O thou wick- 
ed Namibal; | vefpecied with her,before I was married 
to her? If ewer Iwas cefpeated wich her, or the with me, 
let not your worthip chinke mec the poore Darhes Offi- 
ces: proug thes, thou wicked Hawubs3, of ile baue 
mine ation of bacrry on chee, 

Efe. Whe tooke you a box ‘oth’esre, you mtight heve 
your ation of {lander too. : 

EB, Marry I thanke your wor thip for it : what 
is't your Worfhips pleature I fhall doc with this wick- 
de stiffe > 


Efe. Truly Officer, becaule he hath fome offences in 
him, chat thow wouldft difcouer, if thou couldA, lec him 
continae ia his coarfes, ull thou knowft whar they are. 

El. Marry I thanke your worthip for it : Thou feefs 
thou wicked varlec now, what's come vpon thee. Thos 
art co continue now thou Varlet,choo art to continue, 

Efe. Where were you borne, fisend? 

Frock. Here in pemenath ate 

c. Areyou e ayeere? 

Bet Yes and’ pleafe you Sr. : 

Ef. So: whae trade are you of, fir? 

Cle. ATapfter.a poore widdowes Tapfter, 

&fe. Your Mittrisnsme? 

Cle. Miltris Oucr-desw. 

Bfe. Hath the had any more then one husband ? 

Cle, Nine, fir : Oner-dow by the isft. 


Efe. Nine ? come bether to me,Mafler Frorh ; Mafter | - 


Froth, I would not hase you scquaimted with Tapfters 5 
chey will draw you Mafter Freth,and you wil hang them: 
get you gon, and let me heare no more of you. 

Fre. Ithanke your worfhip : for mine owne part, I 
neuer come into any roome in a Tsp-hoafe, bar Iam 
drawne in. 

Efe. Weil : no more ef it Mafter Presb : ferewell : 
Come you hether to ase, Mi. Tapfter: what's your name 
Mr. Tapfter? 

Cle. Pompey. 

Efe. What elle? 

ef, Troth ond bum is the greaceft about 

° your i 
you, fothas io che beafilieft ol apa Aa 


o Troly Ges 1 sma d 
ow would Pompey? by being abawde 
whze doe you thiake of che crade Pespc) isis lewfal 


trade ? 
Cle. If che Law would allow it, fr. 


&. But the Low will act allow it Pompey ; nox it 
gar gr ipsa tanms = Si 
Cle. Do's your meane to 
‘° Peupe. 
Ch. Sa, ia will t00'¢ 
sie yous cetie alec chdes tas tee aod 
not co feare the bawde. 


ten yeare, ile rent the faireft boule inix after chece pence 
apa 1) aoa aaa come to pale, (ay Paupey 
to 5 


Thanke you ? 3; and in requicall of 
sie pecpieie ake ps 1 ocean oe cane 


you before me agai complain whetfoeuer ; 
2o,n0t for dwelling whese you dov sif I doe Pompey, 
theewd Cofr 


a 
to ceria Plaine dealiog Prupey,1 thall have you whip; 
fo agree tensa? pt teas pape 
8 
batten be th wd rel boner 
deveraine.Whip me? no,no, let Carman whip his I 
The vaiem heart'snocwhiptowt ofhstrede = Exx. 
Pr spourdre sa hang ban bis ee 
aRes show <0 ip the e 
of Conftsblef ae aa 
£%. Sewen yeere, and 2 halfe fir, | 
Efe. | choughe by chereadielic in the office you had 
continued in it fome came : you {ay (camen yeascotoge- 


ther, 

ie nae, rere 
Ales, x hech beene peines to you: ! 
to rpuitscl wert Arcee wet ook 
your Ward (officient ro feruc ix? | 
£%, Faith fis, few of any wit in fech matters :2s they 
sre chofen, they sre glad to choele me for them: Idoit 

for fome peece of money snd goe through with all. 





wife Tome cccneel what's a clocke, | 
oe {yey stom ert, 
ae rrinec) efor the death of Clandi 
there’s no remedie: 


Pardon is fll the nerfe of fecond woe ; 
Bur yer, poore Claude ; these is ao remedie. 
Come Sis. ; 
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Scena Secunds. 


Eater Promeit, Sernant. 

Ser, Hee's hearing of « Caufe ; be will come freight. 
Me tell bien of you. 

bre. “Prey you doc ; lle know 

g pleafurc, may be he will relent ; alas 

hach but 93 offended in a dreame, 

2 Sefts, all Ages (mack of this vice, and he 

o dve fos'c ? 

Emer Aagile. 
faug. Now, what's cho matter Proseff ? 
Pre, 1s « yous will Clendio (hall die to morrow ¢ 
. Did noe I cell thee yea ¢ hadit thow not order? 

Why da’ chow aske againe ? 

Pre, Left I enight be too rath: 

ader pour good correction, | have fcene 
Woen after execution, Iudgement hach 

ing. Goe to ; let thac be mine, 
De your office, or give wp your Place, 
Aad you thall well be (par d. : 

Pre. } craue Hooours pardon : 
What thell be Sir, with the groaning fnlier? 
Shag's very ncese her howre. 


Ag, Difpofe of het 
Te fome more firter ; and thac with (peed. 
Sa. Here is the of the man condema'd, 
Defwes acceffe to you. 
. Hach he 3 Sifter¢ 
Pre. Teny goed Lord,s very vertuous maid, 
Andes be fhoculie of s Sifter-hood, 
Vast alscadie. 
nq, Well : let hex be adeitred, 
degra at 
Let her have necdfull, bet oe lauith meanes, 
There thall be order for's. 
Ester Lucie aud Sfabela, 
Pre. ‘Sauq your Honour. (will z 
. Seay a litle while : y’sre welcome: what's your 
ie: I am 8 wefell Sacor to yous Honous , 
Lesage ferstrenrssemay ery 
. Well whet's your fuice. 
. There isa vice thee mai I dee sbherre, 
Aad molt defise fhould mest the blow of luftice ; 
For which I would not chat I matt, 
Fer which I muft noe thet I ara 


I doe befench you let ix be his fauls , 
Aad net ang brother. 


sewed the serie Gi her of a Fuadtion 
Tofine che fanics, fine ftands is record, 
Aad let goe by the AGor: 
If, Ob inl, bos feucre Lew : 
Ihed a brecher chen ; hesuen keepe your boner, 
Lee, Gine “enor ore fo: to him againe, entrest 
Kassie downe before hin, bang vpon his gowne, 
You ae toe cold : you thould need » pin, 


62 
4 
You could go with moretame a congue defire ic: 
To him,] fay. 

fab. Muftbenceds dic ¢ 


. Maiden, no remedie. 
Lab. Yes: 1 doe thinke that you might pardon him, 
And acither beasen,nor men grieve at the mercy. 


as I will noc doe’c. 
Jfab. Bar can yousf you would ? 
rr § Looke what | will not, chat J canaoe doe. 
Lfeb. But might you doe’: & do the world no wrong 
If fo your heart were touch’d with thatcemorfe, 
As mine is to him? 
Ang Hee's fentenc’d, tis too lace. 
Luc, You sre too cold, 
Jfab. Too lace? why no: I that doe {peak a word 
May call st againe s well, beleeue this 
No ceremony chat to great ones longs, 
Nox che Kings Crowne ; nor che depured (word, 
The Marfhails Truncheon, nor che Judges Robe 
Become them with one halfe fo good a grace 
As mercie does: If he had bin as you, and you ashe, 
You would haae flipt like him,bus be like you 
Would not haue beene fo fterne. 
ant: Prey yoo be gone. 
Tfeb. \ would to heanen J had your potencie, 
And you were [fabell : frould it then be thus? 
No: J would tell whar‘twere to be a ludge, 
And what 3 prifoner. 
Lac. l.touch him: there's the vaine. 
tag. Your Brother is a forfeit of the Law, 
And yeu but wafle your words, 
Ffab. Alms, alas: 
Why all the foules hat wece, were forfeit once, 
he shat might the vencage beft have cooke, 
Found out the remedie « how would you be, 
If he, which is the top of ludgemenr,fhould 
But iudge you, 9s you ere ?Oh, chinkeon that, 
And mereve then will breathe witbin your lips 
Like man new made. 
Ang. Be you content, (fsire Maid) 
Ie is the Law, not I, condemne your brother, 
Were he my kinfipan, brother, or my fonne, 
It thould be thus with him ; be muf die te morrow. 
Tfab. To morrow? ob, that's fodune, 
a hien, {pare him : 
ee’s not prepas'd for death ; even for our kitchins 
We kill the fowle of feafon : thall we ferue heauen 
With leffe refpe& then we doe minifter 
To our groffe.felues? good my Lord, bethink you; 
Who is it thet hath did for this oflence? 
There's many have committed it. 
Lac, 1, weil (aid. 
Ang. The Law beth noe bin dead,thogh it hach flepe 
Thofe many had not der'd co doe that cuill 
If che fir, chac did th’ Edidt infringe 
Had enfwer'd for his deed . Now ‘tis awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and like aProphet 
Lookes ina giaffe chat fhewes what future cuils 
Eicher now, or by remiffeneffe, new conceru’d, 
And fo in peogreife to be hste’hd, end borne , 
Are now to haueno fecceflue degrees , 
Bus here they live to end, 
Lfab. Yer thew fome pictie. 
Ang. thew it moft ofe ali, when I fhow Iaftices 
Fes then J pittie hofe I doe not know, 
Which s difmis'd offence, would after geule hi 
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And doc him right, that enfwering one foule wrang .- From thee : . 
Liues not to sét another, Be fariied Set Fe este ene here Aohg re 


La rigreeaiaa ody) prea 
l{ab. Se that this ferwence , 
po ee or Cigernt Obvininexcelent 
Tohasea Giants firength : bur it ss tyrannous 
To vie i like a Giant. 
Loc, That's well faid, 
Ifab, Could great men thunder 
As [ome bimfelfe do's, lene would never be qaict 


Mofti of whac he’s moft sffur'd, 
18 
Sie fach phantaftique tricks 
Asmakes the Angels weepe: who wich oar fpleence, 
chemfeuues laugh mortal. 


Hee’s comming | I perceine’s. 


Pro. Pray beaven fhe wis hie 

Lfab. We cannot our brother with our felfe, 
Great men may ieft with Saints : tis wit in them, 
Bar inthe leffe fowle 


Lue. Thowrt i'th right (Gisle) more other. 
Ife. Tose in the Capcaine’s but 3 chollericke word, 
Which in the Souldier 1s fist blafphemie. 
Lex. was ote eer ont. ; 
° joc you fayings rpon me 
ia. Beceufe Arhecicie, though it erre like others, 
Hath yera kinde of medicine ia it felfe 
That skins the vice o’th cop ; gor to your bofome, 
Knock there, and aske your heart what Ic doth kaow 
Thac's like my brochers faule: if it confeffe 
i. necurall porate asishis, 
it not a vpod yous tongue 
Agsinft my brothers life. iis 
tag, Shee {peakes, and “cis fuch fence 
That my Sence breeds with it; te well. 
fab. Gerle gat Par phaipd backe. 
Ant J will bechinke me: come againe to morrow. 
Ufe.Hark, how Ile bribe egal a a tarn back. 
ag. How ? bribe me 
Af Tried Soch gifts cher heaven fell there with you. 
Lae. You had mar'd all eife. 
[fab. Nor with fond Sickles of the tefted- gold, 
Or Sones, whofe rare are either rich, of poore 
As fancie values them : but with trae prayers, 
That thail be vp at heaven, and enter there 
Ere Sonne rife :prayers from preferued foules, 
From fafting Maides_ whofe mindes cre dedieste 
onothing semporail. 
Aor, Well: come to me to Morrow. 
Lac. Goeto :'cis well saway. 
Jfeb, Heaseakeepe your honour fafe. 
Aine. Amen. 
For I am that way going co temptation , 
Where prayers crofic. 
Ifab, At what hower to morrow, 
Shall I setend goer Lordthip? 
An. Ac anytime ‘fore-noane. 
_,t[ab. *Seoe you Honour. 


Nox the: nor doth the tempc : bur it is J, 
Thas, lying by che Violet in the Sunne , 
Doe 2s che Carrion do's, not as the flowre, 
Corrupt with vertuous feafon : Can ic be, 


And pitch our euils there? ob fie, fie, fie : 
What dof chou? os whet art thoa «-fagule ? 


With afi her vigor, Art, aod Necure 
Once ftir sry temper: bor chis vertuous Maid 
me quite : Buer till now 


When anon were fond, I (mild,end wondered how. Exse, 





Scena T ertia. 





Toler me fee them : and to make me know 
The nature of cheir crimes,thac I mey eninifier 
Tothem sccordingly. 
Pre, | would do more then chet,if more were aced{ul] 
Enter Sabie . 


Locke bere comes one: of caine, 


ae carl : She is with childe, 
it, d: 

sis Gics bec eonches ‘ rer 

Then dye for ¢ bis. 


Tre, Asi do chinke to morrew. 
] have prouided for you, ftay a while 
And you fhall be condaded, 
Dak, Repent you (faire one) of che fn you cary ? 
fhame moft patientiy. 


bene, Ga om 
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“Tie ence {0 ( ) but lesit you do repent 
ery cacta ssecatics (om 
Which forsetw is alweics towerd our (clues not hesuen, 





sett: 
Your pertnes (23 I beare) mult de to morrow, 
Aodl op quh i 300 to hams 
Grace goe 9S, 5 Exe. 
lal, Mok derte morrow ? oh istariows Lous 
Thes refpics ane a hife, whole very 
1s@iB a dywg berror. 
Scena Quarta. 





And many heart the firong end {welling evil 


Ofay 200 : the ftate wheseon I ftudied 
bibs good ing, being often read 

Geowne feard, endtedious: yea, my Grauitie 
Wherem( ict no man beare me sap ears 
Could 1, wish boote, chasge for an idle plume 


Which che agre beses for vaine : oh place, ob forme, 
How often deft chou with thy cafe, chy habis 
Woeach avee from fooles, end tye the wife: foules 


Tothy falfe (corning ? Blood, thou srt blood , 

=sbdesprel, er ny BP procs ear inirale 

Ts ece the : cis how now? who'sthere? 
ae e 

Sifter, defires scceffe to you 


Mal usads appese offence 1 how now [sire Maid. 


Ester 
lfb. lem come co know esture, 
Tha yout How eld mcs bt 
Thea to demsad what tis : your Brother canaet line. 
Sab. Exon fo : heswen keepe your Honor. 
beg. Vee may be line s while : and it may be 


I befeech thet inhie Kepeieve 
Poadeirete ert 
That bis fouke Ecken not. 

ay. Ha? fie,thefe Guy vices-Ik were 2¢ good 


Teo patdon bi nature eine 
fee eet eats nate 
ei 

In that sre forbid : ‘tis all as eahe, = 
Falfely to take awey 2 life true made, 
As to px mettle in ceftzained mesnes 
Tomake a faife one. 

Ifa. i kth ederindoe atin tg 

aug, Say you fotthen! chy. 
Wid bed pec rathe ine eg emcd Lae y 
Now tooke your broshers life,and to redeerne bien 
Giwe vp your bedy to fech fwest 
As the chat he hath Reind? 


[feb. How lay you? 

Ah. Nay Ie not wesrsat thas - for I can Speake 
A the ching I fey : Anfoese to this, 
I(nowthe voyceof the recorded Lew) 
Pronounce a ienteace on your Brothers life, 
a, phot aye ic in ane, 
To lane this Brothers life? 

Lfdb. Plesfe you te dec't, 
lle cake i a6 9 perilfto my foule, 
itis no Rane st all.bet chariie. 

Ang. Pleaf'd you to doo’t, st peril of yous foule 


Were peize of finne,sad chacife. 
as he I do beg his life,ific be nae 
Heaven let me besre it: you granting of ny (ut, 


If thes be fn Ile meke it my 
To haue it added to the fautes of aunt, 


. Thee wifdome withesto molt bright 
Westie dosh tane'i felfe: As chefe biscke Mafques 
Proclsime an en-fhield —— cines loudes 
Then besuty could difplaied : Buz marke me, 
To be recesued plaing, lie fprakessose grofle: 
Your Brother is te dye, 

vd his ohenceis Co,ente 

. is fo,00 ic appestes, 

ascot to che Lew, vponchas peine. 
f e rue, 

. Admis poorhes way to faur his life 

Genta thel obs of quan) ths yous 

in the loffe ef queftion) thas you,his Sifter, 

Ot @vene grest 

Could fetch frees the haaseclss 
Of the all-_building-Law : and chet there were 
No earthly mesne te fous hin, bet thar cisher 
You mutt lsy downe the creslures of your body, 
To this f elfe co let him ’ 
wee rg sa poore Brosher, felfe 

. Asmue 28 My 3 
Thac is: wereld robes dhe ascents of death, 
Thienprethon of keene whips,I'ld weare os Rubies, 
And firip ony (eife to desth,es to & bed, 

That longing have bin fiche for sere I'1é yeeld 
My body vp to thame. 
fog. That 


Ang. Theamaht your brother die, 
Ye. And ‘ewer the way: 


Bewer it were a brocher dide st ence, 
Then thax a fifter, by redeeming him 
Should die for ever. 

Ag. Were not youtien as cruel as the Sentence, 
La! gr lectnny plo errr 

I P 

pecan hate font eocopass 
Ie nothing hinto 

oteg. You feem'd of lace co make she Law atirent, 
And racher prou’d che flidiog of pour’brethcr 
A metriment,then 2 vice. 


fpeake net whet vve meane ; 
1 Comcthing doexcafe the thing I hete, 
For his aduencage tha: I dearely love. 
. Weare all traile. 


Which De geketinten te anetren: 
Women! Heipe beauen 5 men their creation merre 
In profxing by them : Nay, call vs cen nes fraile, 
Fos we are complexions 


Ff, My brother didinne Jeli, 
exil me ther he thal die for't. 
. Hetheli noc Jfabell if yoo giue melove.t 
Ifa. Uknaw your vartoe hath 3 licence ia’e, 
Which (comes a litde fouter chen it ts, 


art. 
. Whe will bebeene thee / ? 

iron ee 

M . piace 1 th otstk, 

Thee ifle in owne reportr, 

And hee ofeawneie. Ihane an 

And now my race, thet 

Firdkpconlioe coioy axpeappetise, 

Ley by ali nicetie, end proimious 

Tha: bsnil’ whet they lec for: Redceme thy brother, 

By yeulding vp thy bodicto my will, 


Meafare for Meafwe. | 


Or elfe he muft noronelie die the death, 
But thy wnkindneffe thal his death draw our 
To lingring fefferance : An{wer me to morrow, 
le proue a Tirant tohim. As for you, 
Ssy what you can ; avy Salle, orc~weighe your cruc, Exit 

be. To whoen thould I complais ? id f cell chis, 
Who would belsese me ?O perilous mouthes 
Thar beare in cham, one and the {elfefeme tongee, 
Eicher of condemnation, or 
pate Cie 
H to th’ ; 
Te talvak soa. capt. 

hhe hath falne by prompture of the blood, 

Yet kath be in him fach a minde of Honor, 
That bad he ewentie heads to tender downe 
Oncwemtie bloodie blockes, hee'ld yeeld them vp, 
Before his fificr (hould hes bodic Roope 
To fech sbhord pollution. 
Then Gabel live chafte, and brother die; 
“More then our Brother, is our Chafticie. 
Tle cell him yet of Aagele’s 
Aad fit his minde to death, for his(oulesreR, Exit. 





eA dus Tertius. Scena Prima. 





se ota aed wie : 

Da.So then from Age? 

Cla. The m: Snr i gabriel 

Fee ee ee enero lime ted am prepes'dco 
ie. 


‘Dake, Be abfolure for death: cicher death or life 
Shall thereby be the {evectes. Reafon thus wnhiife: 
If 3 do loofe thee, 1 do loofes thing 

‘Thar none but fooles would keepe: a breath shew art, 
Seruile co afl che skyve_influences, 

That doft tis habicarion where thou keepft 

Hourely affis@: Meerdly, thou art deaths foole, 

Por him thou lebourtt by thy fighs to fhun, 

Aad yet runft toward him Mill. fies srinctnabie: 
For al ch’accomsmodations that thou bearft, 
Arenarit by bafenefle: Thos’rt by no meanes valiant, 
lestnlcaibacad gr dr Ratich bo tetne 
Of a pose worme: thy bef of reft is j 

And that thou oft provoak ft; yet groflehe fearft 

Thy death, which ts ad more. Thou art oot chy felfe. 
For chou exifis on manic « choufand graince 

That flue out of duft. H shou art noe, 

ill chou Ariu’ft co get, 
ange hiprtnarmaeot el ce Thou art not cercaine, 
Phas Greg det esto Arange effeas, é 
After the Moone: If chou ert rich, thou'rt peose, 


loines 
Docurfe the Gowr, Sepee and che Rheume 
For ending thee no {ooner. Thouhaft nor yeuth,ner age 
Bat as ic were en i 
Dresarning on both, for sil thy youth 


Becomes ss aged, and doth begge the almes 
Of palfied-E4d : and when thes setold, andetth 
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Thos bat neither hesce, afte Bian, limbe,cos besutie , As Falcon doth che Fowle, is yet-a divell: 
Tecske thy ciches pleafsnt : whar's yet in this His filth within cat, be would appesce 
Thar beasts che azine of life? Yer io chis life A pond, as dcepe es bell, : 


Liehid mee thoulend deaths; yer desch we feare Cla. The Atagele? 
wakes thele all even. Tfe, Oh ‘tis the cwaning Ltuerie of bell, 
té. I hacblie eu, The demnefi bodieco inueft, end cover 
To fee to Rue, I finde J to dle, ta pemmere Career one Ses teake 
had Ceahing death, Gade life Le: is comeon. if 


wear bor ree Aaa ge 
Esra Ifebete. Thou migh'@ be freed? 
fab. Whashaa? Pesce heere; Geace,snd good com Cla, Ob hesuens, is cannot be. 
pense. Ifa. Yes,be weeld giu’thee; from this rank offence 
Pre, Who schese ¢ Cameo, the wilh deferuess | Soto offend hie fill, nighe’s the rime 
exkame. Thes | theuld de whse J ebborre to name, 
bubs. Deere Be, exe long fhe vif: you againe. Or eife thou dieft to morrow. 
Cis. MoG bolic Su, I you Clas. Thow thale ant do’e, 
ifa. ity behaefle ts a word at ewo with ( Lendin. Se. O, wese it but my life, 
fre. And vesic weicom : loake Sigatos,bese’s your | Ide throw st downe for your delizerance 


As frankely 0¢ 8 pin. 
Det. Precelt,s word with you, Clan, kes deere Lfabell. 
Pre. As canie ss you pleat. Rha phe eapre rel eel ad a 
Dute.Ering rhem to heare we Deak, where] meybe Yes, Has he affections in 


c5oacee?’d. Thee thus cen make him bie the Law by ch’eole, 
Cle. Now Efter, whas’s cise comfort? 





beocher, B i palersopii and the delighe 
Yes any $ ed 
rie cae caida Tobuhben Secererstade’ 


Cis, Bat in whet astore? 

bfa. in Cech a one, 0s you conleming too ¢, 
Weauld barke your boner from that crunke yoo brace, 
Aed leme you asked. To wher we feare of death, 


Leaf chow a Seanoseus Ife fhonidft , Wher finne you do, co fave a brodhers life, 
And hz of feven winters mere refpe& Nature difpentes with the deede fo ferte, 

‘Then s pexpereaii Hooer, Dax’R thon dies Tas x becomes a vertne, 

Teefeace of death is moft In epprebenbon, | tte dose 

hepa Sop avealig ay Wapea fe hearer ita pe learner ahaa 
conpetall faGerance, fiadss os grest, a man, Of vice? 

As when a Giens dies. dike {ec noc a kinde of coceke tit 

Thakeyou! Se stetisionach Hosa tiideyMoberpaey Fears 

cna a 5 

From ceric For fuchs w ma of re 
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72 
Mercy to thee would prone it felfe 2 Bawd, 
"Tis beft chaz chou die : 
Cis. Ob heare me f; 
Dak, Vouchlafe a word, Sifter, but one word. 
Se Wt tye 
ow it z 
by and by poe Looe gecech ith yous the (o1iTsAtioa I 


would require, is likewife your owne benefit. 
Ifa. Uhsue no faperflaous Icyfare, my flay muft be 
Molen out of other affaires: bet I will attend yous while. 
Dake, Son,) have ouer-heard whac hath paft bet ween 
had neues the to core 
vertue, to 
ostures. 


fere prepare 
Pathe pil jk 


with you. 
Pre, bl rade alii re 
. (now you are come, i cept 
aioe Shak with the Maid. my salad prom es with my 
habit, n0 leffe fhail touch hes by wy company. 
Pre. In good time. . 
Dak The hand that hatch made you faire , hath made 
good: the goodnes thet is cheape in beanty, makes 
Gewurybreein goodaes bur gro bin the foule of 
your on, frallkeepe the body of it ener faire: 
the affaalt that hach madeto you, Fortuse hath 
conaaid tom gend bur thas frailty heth 
examples for his falling I fhoudd wonder st poe ade 
al pag content this Subflitute, and to feue your 


Ifeb. Lemnow going to refolue him: 1 hed rather 
my die by the Law chen my fonne fhould be vn- 
lavefullie borne, Bat (oh) hew much ts-the good Duke 
deceiu'd in efagelo; if ener he returne, and I can ff 
to him, I will open my lips in vaine, oc difcower hus go- 


vernment, 

Datg. That thall not be owch amide: yet,as che met- 
ter now fiends, hewill sucid your acculstion ; he made 
trial of you onelie. Therefore fallen your cere on my 
aduifings, to the love I heue in good ; aremedie 

it {elfe. I doe make my felfe beleeue that you 
may moft vprighteoully do s poor ame- 
tited benefits redeem your brother Law; 
doe no ftsine to yeur owne gracions perfon , and mech 
the abfene Duke, if persduencere he thall everre- 
ee 
. Let me e tto 
iss ae chat appearesnot Fovwle in the truth of my 
ff 


t. 
arn Vertue Is bold, end goodoes never feerefull : 
Howe you not heard (peake of Adariana the fifter of Pre- 
the F tnifcerried st Sea? 


dovickg Souldier, who 

Lfa. T hase heard of the Ledy, and good words went 
with her neme, 

Duke. Shee thould this Angele hawe married : wasaf- 
fenced to her osth end the nuptiall eppolneed: berween 
which time of the conrad, and lemit of the folemnitie, 
her brother Phedericky was wrackt at Sea, heuing in that 


eM eafare for eMeafure. 


] irr wpertes bach hairpb be taig today 

befell to poore Gentlewomen, there the 

loft anoble and renowned brocher, in his love toward 

hes, ever moft kinde and necurall s with him che portion 

sad finew of ber fortune, ardor past cease? 1 wich 

both, her combynste-husbend , wall-deming 
ele 


feb. Cam this be fo? did Angele {0 lemse hres? 
Date. Left her in hes teares, & dried not cnc ef them 
with his comfort : {wallowed his vowes whole,preeca. 
ding in her, difcouertes of difhonor : in few, beftow’d 
his fake ; and he, a mesble to her teares, is wathed wich 
them, bur relents noe. 
Ifab. Whata meric were t in death totake this poore 


maid from the world? whet sonia this life, that 
ee But how out of chis can fhee 2- 
e 
~ Ieiss ripe hesle: and the 
cure of it pot A hk 
from difhonor in ‘aed sg 
I fab. Shew ae how (good ) 
This fore-named Maid heth yet in her the con- 
tisuance of her firft affeftion : his valeft wnki 
(thet in all resfon thould haue hertoue) heth 


lent and voruly : Gee you to anfwere his requi- 

with a plaafible ha Aadhttreter beep 
to : onely seferre your to this e@; 
forf, chat your fta vir ilaypiary’ leodeaboais Spremcbee 
tiene ansy haue all thadow, and in itzand the place 
anfwerete convenience : this being in courfe , 
a aa ea all ¢ wee thei eduife this wronged 
@ to : , in us rf 
if che anceansect ach sore bal aprec 


compel him to her recompence ; endheere, by this is 


- your brother faved , your honor votainted, the 


Tr batd writ {feane, ond encke a bao if 
yoo thinke well to thes as you may, the doublenes 
of the benefit defends the deceit from reproofe. What 


faher. wit. 


that craft 
bein er allengstamapcay” Lire facing. 
ae Come your way fiz: ‘blefle you good Fecher 
Duk, And you good Brother Father 5 whet offence 

hath this manmade you, Sir? 
Eb. Merry 








i. a 


| Mesfire or Meafure. 


Eb. Marry Sic, he hach offended che Law; snd Sir, 


Cle. You will not baile me then Sir? 


wetske hem co be a Theefe too Sir . for wee have found Lar. Then Pompey not now : what newes sbrosd Fri. 
vpea hieo Sir, a firange Pick-lock, which we haue fence | ow’ Whac newes ? 


tothe 
Duke. fievah, s Bawed, s wicked bawd, 
| The ce:ll cha chow caufeft co be done, 


, Thetis chy mcanes to live. Do thou buc thinke 

| What ‘tis to cram e maw, or cloath 2 backe 
Fruss Gach 2 Glehse vice : fay le feaah 

| From thes abbdminable and beaflly touches 
3 @uke,! cace awsy my feife,r0d live 
Caaf thos beleewe thy {ising 15 a life, 

Sofiakiagly dependiag ¢ Go mend, go mend, 

Che, Indeed, 1 do's Rtinke sn forme fort, Sit: 
_ Bet pet Str | would prove 
Dake. Nay, ifthe divell have given thee proofs for fin 

Thou wik prowe has. Take him co prifon Officer: 
Casredhon, snd InftruGion mult both worke 
Exe chis rade besft will profir, 

* £B. Hemalt before the Depury Sir, he has given 
him warning : che Deputy cannoc abide’a Whare-ma- 
| fer: fhe be a Whore-monger,and comes before hum, 

be were 39 good go 3 mile on his errand. 

. we were all,as {ome would feeme to bee 

' From our faules, a3 faults from feeming free. 

Ester Lacve. 
EB His aecke wll come co your weft, s Cord fic. 
Cl. py combort, U cry baile: Here's a Gentleman, 
tad s friend of mine. 
Lar. How now noble P. What, acche wheels 

, FCafar? Act chos led in trigmph ? Whac ts chere none 
i oti rte Aira aseps to bee had 
sew, for purring che hand in che pocket, and extraQing 
duch'd¢ What reply? Ha? Whac {sift chovro this 
Tune, Merter,and Method? Is'tnot drown'd rth ish 

+ ruse ? Ha? Whee fast thoe Troe? [s che world as 1c was 

| Man? Which is chewvay? Isit fad, and few words? 

1 Ochow > The tricke of s? 

Dake. Scull chus, aad thus s (hil vvorfe ? 

Ler. How doth my deere Morfell, thy Mefisis? Pro- 
cures (he Aili ? Ha ? 

Ce. Troth Gr, fhee bach cacen vp all her beefe, and 

\ hein bes fetfe in the tub. 

1 Lac, Why ess good : Ic 1s che right of 1c: ¢ maft be 
ee fore Weeee so yoet pouder'd Beud,sn 
—— confequence, x meft be fo. Art gong to pri- 
_ ea? ? 

Cle, Yes feah Gr 

. Les. “cts not amific P 

feat thee chether : for debt Pompey? Or how ¢ 
E, For « baud, for being 2 baud. 
| , Las. Well, chen enprifon him ; [fimprifonment be 


: farewell: goe fay 


, eile, snd of amquity too: bore. Farwell good 
ee ear will 
alr aaa aod Pompez, you vill keepe the 


 ‘Clel bope Sie, your good Worthip wil becny baile? 
| Lac, Noinderd 
peny 


| Dal. Andyon, 
La. Do's Bridges HM, P ?Ha? 
fi Ceveessniane 


Eb. paseee bieahetrei come. 

Laue. to kennell (P 8 
What newes Fras of the are 

Dake. 1 knew none : can yea tell meof any ? 

Luc. Some {ay he is with the Emperor of Raffa :other 
fome, he 1s in Rowe : buc where ss he thinke you? 

Duke. | know not where: bee wherefocuer, } with 


him well, 


o, Las. Ic wase mad faencefticall tncke of him to fleale 


hee was never 
ia his abfence : he 


from che Seaze, snd viurpe the be 
bornetos Lord Aagele Dekes ic 
pucetranfgreffion toot. 

Dake. He do's well in’e, 


Pied How fhoald he be made then ? 

. Some report, a See-meid (pewn'd him, Sonne, 
chat he eves begot betweene cwo Stock Lites, Bec it 
is certaine, thet when he makes wacer, his Vrine is con- 
geal’d ice, thet I know to bee true: end he 193 motion 
gcnerarine,chee's infallible, 

Dake. You sre plesfem fir and (peske apace. 

Lar, Why, wher arechlefie thing is this ia bie, for 
the rebellion of s Ced-peece, to cake ewey the life of 8 
man ? Woeld che Duke that is abfene hewe done this ? 
rid pM eraresiest J a men for the gerting » hen. 
deed Baftards, he evould heve peide for the Nurfing « 
thoufsed, He had fome of che fport, hee knew 
the feruice, and chac hie to mercie, 

Deby. I never beard the ebfent Duke awech derofted 
for Women, he was aot enclin'd thar vvay. 

Lac. Oh Sit you ere deceiu'd, 

Dake, *Fis not pofiible. 

Lac, Who, noc ctheDuke ? Yes, beget : 
end his vfe was, te put s ducket ia cue ith; 
Dukehad Crochetsinbim. Hee would be dranke too, 
that let me informe 

Daly. Youdo him ¥ 

Lact. Sir,} evas sain of his: 3 thie fellow vwyse 
the Duke, end I beleeue I know the caufeofhis veith- 
drawing. 

‘Dukg. What (1 prethee) might be the ceafe? 

Luc. No, perdon : ‘Tis 3 fectet ewutt bee lockt with. 
in the eeeth and che leppes : but this I can let you ender- 
iene tee presten Sle wfthe Fabied held he kero be 
wife. 

. Wile? Why no queftion but he was. 

an oe this is Enuie in 
i very ftreame of hislife, end che bulineffe he 

helmed, muft vppoa 2 warramed neede, give him 

Lisownt bingings forth and ee falappene we th 

sowne ings all to che 

enuious, 2 Scholler, 2 Scste{men, snd aSoldier: there- 

fore you fpeake wnskilfelly : of, if your knowledge bee 
more, it is mach deskned in yout malice, 

G Lex, 








Doth Lone eaibes with ben know- 
wit tex Pp. 
gap, jr iaehear . 
Come Sir, I know what I know 

Data, i con hardly belecve thet, fince yeu know not 
whet you fpeske. But if cuer che Duke returne (20 ovr 
cee a may) bet axe defire you co woke your en- 
eres before him ; ifit bee honeft you have you 
have coursge co mainteing it; | sm bound ce call rppoo 
you, ead L pray you your neme ? 
, Lat. Sic my name 1s Lacee,wel known to che Duke. 

Dake. He tholl know you beter Sit, if J may le to 

Ow. 

ray I feare younot 

Dake. O you hope the Duke will returne no more: 
or you imagine me to vabertfull sn e:bet indeed 
pene you little barme s You'll fos-fwease this a- 
sine 
: Las, Ue behang'd ict . Thousrt deceiw’d in mee 
Friar. Butno moreofthis Canft choutcll f Clande 
dst to morrow, or a0? 


Deby, Why thould he die Ser? 
Le, ? For filling a bottle with a Tunnerdith : 
I would che Duke we calke of were return'd s thos 


engenion'd Agent will un-peegic the Province wich 
Coarinencie. wes muft not badd in his hoole- 
are lecherous: The Duke yet would 


ecuts, beceule 
heue derke deods daskelic anfwered, hee would never | . 


them to light : would hee wereretura’d. Morne 
hie Pleads recticomed for vesuthag Ferwell good 


Fries, Iprethee prey for me : The Duke (1 feyun thes 
would cate Murtoo on Fridales. He's now pait 
lz, yet (and 1 fey 10 chee) hee would mouth with s beg- 
: h the (eneke beowne-bread and Gaslscke : fay 
thac I (eid fo : Farewell. 
Dade. No might, oor grestnefic m mortalky 
Con confare (cape: Bock wounding cslumme 
The what vertue ftrikes. What King 0 frong 
Can tie the gall vp ia the Landerous tong ? 
shale pepe pc peer 
er Efcaien, Proneft, 
Ef. Go, awey with ber to prifon. 
Geod my Lord be good to mee, your Honor 


is eccounted a mercifull man : good my Lord. 
&. Doable, andtrebdble aocacon: end {tril for- 
feite in the fome kinde ? This would make mercy (weare 


fxs. 


end play che Tirant. 

Pro. A Bawd of clones y<orcs contwuance, may it 

your Honer. 

Bad. My Lord, this 18 one Lavie’s lnformation s- 
zainht me, Miftris Kare wes with childe by 
. buin the Dukes ime, he promis'd ber marriage : his 
Childe iss ycere snd a ec olde come Philp and La- 
cob: Lhaae kept it my feife; and fee how hee g -«s shout 
to abufe me, 


Efe. Thec fellow is 2 fellow of much Licenfe : Let 
him be calf'd befarevs, Away with her to prifos : Goe 
too, no more words. Pe say Broches weil 
nat be eker'’d, Claude anfi die to morrow : Let bim be 
furnifh'd with Diuines, and have all cheritable prepara. 
tion. Alen beets wrought by my pitie, it (hould net 


Bi this Frarhath beene 
with bim, 
fen ihiceeertuiacadss of death, 
good Fasher 
aks. Bille, and goedaefic on you. 


Mesfers for Mesh 


ase you? 
: » of this Countne,chough my chance is Bow 
Tavule ay ums limo teale 


Of s Order, late come fromthe Ses, 
. What newes abroed :'th Werld ? 


the wifedorss chs wala Talesnes weld 
eh abnaiboterca air aag I pesy you Sie,of whee 


his caents, with a praler prove prefperous 
ag ey gba dey Lop a or 


1 om mede to vaderftend, that you have lens hin viéte- 


to hiafelée (by the inftredtion of his 
ceyeing promiees of lie, which 


extreme 

my modeftie,buc my brothes-luflice have I found fo 
or chat he bech fore d ane co tcl hie, hee is indeade 

ee 
Persad bhatt 
were the frakneile 

Ic thall become hire weil : ba sisgr-g, ADE 
he hech fensenc’d hinfelfe, 


Twnncradble thames on 
Tove decry vice, and let his grow. 
Ob, wba, wey Mas wishio han hide, 
Though on the outward fide? 


flu Quartus. Scena Prima, Me 


Esper Marana, and Bey fingeng, 


Thy, oh take thofe tgs ana, 
chan fo facet ly were for{worne, 
Aad chofe eyes - the breake of 447 
thes dee moficad the Aferue 


Ggbes 
pated ty la, 5, Sekai ip tee 


ate. Siccks cay ag gulls nraatenoay: 
: comes 6 muam of comfort, whole advice 


Mer. Vou haue ast bmn enquit’d afier . 1 beve fer 


bere oll day 
Bocer Ifcbelh. 

Dek. | doe confiancly beleevue you : the time 13 come 
eam cow, 1 fhali crave your forbearance alittic may be 
ee re ae adusntage to yout 

Afar. 1 om el wayes bound to you. Exes. 

Buk, Very well niet,snd weil come: 

What's the scores from this good Depotie? 
Gab. He bach a Garden ciscemaur'd enhBeiche, 


Which from the Mass leah. co the Garden leades, 


There hese I made my ops pase 
sicisy aadlé of tht wiguc.c6 call epee 
Dek, Bor thall you on your er ledgs bad tha ep) 
if. theme Canes dec sod wary nore vpoo’t, 


vendor wudue dilipence, 
toa oe pecceyime ‘tesa 


fd. er ete arepeste ith’ daske. 
And ther Ihene moh 
Con be ber e. for | hewe arade bum 
eg aaah tear ess 


Eater Adarsana. 
sol palace AHH a 
w 8 
red cede you good. 
Heb. doe defoeths bbe, 


Buk, Do you perfwade yor felfe that I refpect you? 


Vpon thy d : thoufsnd efcapes of wit 
Make thee the father of shers idle dreame, 
And racke thee in thes fancies. Welcome show sgreed? 
Eacer Marana and Ifabels. 
Tab. Shee'll cake che enterprrze vpon hes father, 
If you aduife it. 


‘Dak, Nor gentle cree fesse you nes ax ells 
He 0 your 


sharia bem 
Doth flounth the decert . Come, let vs gor. 
Our Corne’s to seape,for yet ovr Tithes to fow, om 


Scena Secunda. 


Eater Prowse and (lense. 


Pro Come hither firha ; can you cut off a mens head? 
Cle, If the manbe a Bachelor Su,] can. 

But sfhe be s married man, he's his wives head, 

Ope Cae aicicaue as 


onde, bur Det 1 will bee concent co be alawfull hang- 
man: | woul bee glad co recesue fome inBruAiion from 
my fellow partner. 

Pre, Whar hos, Abber fea : where's Abberfou these? 

Emer Abber{en, 

Abb, Doe you call fir? 

Pre. Sisha here's a fellow will helpe you to morrow 
in your execution : f you thinke ix mect,compoend with 
hin by the yeere, and let bum abide here with yoo,if not, 
ofe him for che prefent , and difraie hum, hee cennot 
plead hus eftimacion with you the hach beene « Bawd. 

Abb. A Bawd Sis? fie vpon buen, he will difcredit ous 

flene. 
fa Goe too Sir, you ade ia st alan ee 
curee the Scale, 

Cle, Pray fir, by your good fauor . for furely én “ 

fauor you haue,bar bor chat you heee e hanging look: 


ou call fir,your occupsnion s Myferie ? e 
’ paaahade bad yft Ook 





7 Meafere for Menfure. 


BTS nag materia into wervom? 


Ch. Painting Sir, Ihave heard pride encoet neg 
your Whores fr, being members of na pn aaa bl 
ar geriraderd Air e to 

Mifterie there fhould be ishengieg, f 3 theeld 
Sr “d, [ cannot imagioe. 
- Site isa lG 
Cb. Proofe. 
o%é. Eucric trus ones fits your Theefe. 
theefe,your trae msn 


Cle. s Uaedptganrar 

woe itbee too bigge for 
your Theefe th arlalawergatiel «ahs oes 

remap s pur Thee 


poe toe Ae penagre 


sisrife eee ponies Tras en eee he doch 
otasiers npeercee 

Pre. You provide your blocke snd your Aze 
to morrow, foure » clock, 

abs, Comeon (Bewd) 1 will infisw& thee ia my 
Trade :follow. 

Cle: 1do defwe to learac 6: : ahi tg! 
occafion ro vie me for your fade 
woe y'are. For truly fir, for your k Vencyes'a 
good cerec. - Ext 

BY seas ce cate 6 Chandse : 


prtie s Nor a rot the ether, 
Mihi op ds pea ose baled 
Enter Clandes. 


Looke, here's the Warrem (Landis, for chy death, 
“Ts now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 
Thou muft be made immortall. Where's Bareardine . 

Cla. As fait lock'd vp in Nleepe,as guitcleffe labour, 
When it hres ftarkely in the Trevellerss bones, 

He will aoe veake. 

Pre.. Who can do good on him? 
Well,go,prepare your (eife. But harke, what aoife 
Heauen give your Fpirs comfort pelsts and by, 
Lhope x 18 fome pardon, of repr 
Ferdemot gentle (Lendio. "Welcome Father. 


hone 


Emer Dabs, 
Dake. The beft, and wholfomll {pints of the mghe, 


Lowel ood Provoft: who call’d heese of lete? 
pits Nenrhace the Gurphew rung. 
Dake. Not lfabel? 
pte They hen ev’t be long 
Dake. walle t 
Pre, What comfort 1s foc Clandie? 
Lae Vineet oiiat a 
Pre. It iss biverr 
Date. Nox fo, nor fo : hes life is paralel d 
Buen with the Nroke snd line of us g reas [ultice 
He doth with holie abftinence fubdue 
Tha in himfelfe, which be fj on his 
To qualific in others: were be meal'd with that 
Whuch he corres, then were he tirrannoas, 
Bus this being fo, he’s iat. Now are they come. 
Thisiss Provo, fiidome when 
The Gaoler is the friend of men: 
How now? whatacile ¢ That {pirir’s poffeft wich haft, 
Thee wounds ch’vafillng Pofterne with thefe ftrokes, 
Pre. There be awl fay voul the Offices 
Arife co let ham in : be is call d vp. 
Dake, Hrue youno countermand for (Tendie yet ? 


Pre, Nene Sir, neac. 


the 
raatair cr actenteg a 


Pre. Heppely 
You fornething know : yet I beleewe thére comes 
LePage no fach example bave \ rer 


pay = 


Profeft 


~ My Lord hech fene thisnote, 
ence thie fortber cha Le 


Pre. | thall 
Dake. Thus 1s his Pardon dby Sch 

For wbich the Pardoner birdies ta = 

Hence hath offence his colentie, 

When ic is borne in bigh 

When Vice mokes Mercie ; Mercie’s (0 exaended, . 

Thaz for che feulcs loue, is th offeades Gicnded. 

New Sir, whet oewes? 
ae tcold you 

Locd aes (beh hiking oe vem 

ms ~~ » awakens mee 
ith this enwonced puctin orctinks 

pierre, 1 before. mee 

Pray you leds heare, 
The Lerece, 

Whaiforucr you may beare 10 the contrary, tet Clonche be ex- 
acuted by fours of the clacke and on the afserncene Beruar - 
dive : Por vay better fatrsfatteon , bet mves haus ( Landses 

taal ond ee by fr Les thas be dmely perfor med waba 

that mere on it, then we maf yts deluer. 


T bas fasle net 10 des your Offer, a yes wil forse 
4. 


year 
What fay yo rochis Sis ¢ 

Deke. What istbac Bernadine, wn istobe sece- 
ced in ch‘afternoone? 

Pre. A Bohemian borne : But here narfl vp & bred, 
One chacis a prifoner nine yeeres old, 

Dake. How came it, that the abfens Duke hed net 
exhes Gelracr'd buen co hus Liberne, or exeeured hem? 1 
pame tesa it out cnet Ne meeere ooo ae 

Pro. Hs fricods Aill wroughe Repreenes 
And mdced hes f8 till now mn the powcrnmesnt of Leed 
dugele, camc Bot to any proofe. 

Duby. It isaow 

Pre. Moft mmaifh. vod vod not dented by hinketf. 

Dats, Hath he bare biméelfe penitendy in prifon 
How feernes he to be touch’ 2 


spbryaaie > for as aederger alah dey. 
hem, 


tame for ir, it hach not aeved hin 3 all. 








Meafure for Meafure. 


Duke. More ofhim enon : Thereis written in your 
brew Prowoft, honefty and conftencie ; if I reade it not 
truly, avy anchenc akill Jes me :bucinche boldaes 
of ay cunning’, I willlay my felfein hazard: Clandie, 
whom heere you haue warrant to execute, 18 RO greater 
forfen to the Law,thea Aagele who hath d bim. 
Tomake you vaderftand thus in 2 manifefted effect, 1 
crave hue foure daiesrefpit : for the which, yeu are to 
dome both a prefent, and a dangerous counefe. 

Pro. Pray Sit,in wha / 

Date. lo che dalsying deach. 

Pre. Alacke, bow may 1 do it . Having the hoare li- 
med, sad on exprefic command, ynder penaltie, to de- 
Loer his head sa the view of ? I suey make my 
cafe 28 Clandes’s, to ccoGe this in the fmaile 

Dake. By che vow of mine Order, I warrant yoo, 

If cay mAcuGtions may be your guide, 
Let this Barmardses be tins morning executed, 
And hishead bornesa .ugels. 
Pre. Angels bach feenc chem both, 
And will dafcower the fauour. 

Deke. Oh, desch’s s great difguiler, and you may 
edde to it ; Shaue the be and ce the beard, and fay it 
ons the defire ot the penitent to be fo bar'de before his 
death : you know the courfe is common. If any thing 
hil co you epon this, more then thankes snd good for- 
tune, by the Sait whom I profeffe, | will plead sgsinlt 
ic with wny fife. 

Pre. Pardon me, good Father, k is againft my oath, 

Deke. Were you fworne co the Duke, or to che De. 

ie? 

Seas Tohien, snd to his Sabfiitutes. 

Duby. You will thinke youhaue made no offence, if 
the Duke swouch the iaftice of your dealing ? 

Pre. Bue whet kkelibood is in thet ? 

Dakg. Nec arefembiance, boc a certainty ; yet ince 
1 fee you Seanfusll, that neither my coate, imiegrity, Nor 

wafon, can with cafe sttempt you, | wil go rther 
then Imeant, to plucke all feares owt of you. Looke 

Siz, heere is the hand snd Seale of the Duke + you 
Cpow the Chesrrafte: I doubs got, and the Signet 1s not 
fran ge to you ? 

Pre. Vinow them both. 

Dube, The Coments of chis, is the returne of the. 
Duke; you {hall anon over-resdeit st your pleafure: 
where you (hall finde within thefe two daics, wil be 
heere, This is a thing thar Segele knowes not , for hee 
this very day recenes letcers of frange re 

entering into 
peaprulaeienres of whee is writ. Looke, 


all dfbcalcies are but cafte vvhen they ere 





Scena Tertia. 








Emer Clowne, . 
Cle. 1 een as well acquainted heere, os 1 was in our 
heate of profeisen : one would thiahe ie vvere Mifwris 


Z 


Ouner-dens owne houfe, for hcere be manic of her olde 
Cuflomers. Firft, here's yong Mr oie hee’s in for a 
commoditie of browne paper, and-olde Ginger, nine 
feare and feuemeene pounds, of which hee made fiue 
Markes readie money: marrie then, Ginger was not 
muchinrequeR, forshe olde Women wrere all dead. 
Then is there heere one Mt Caper, ac the forte of Mafier 
Three. Pile the Mercer, for fome foure fortes of Peach- 
colour’d Satten, which now pesches him s beggar. 


Then haue eve heere, yong ‘Dizse, and Mr S 
vew,and M: Coppers snd M: Sar Lote Oo. 
pier and dagger man, and yong Drep.beive that kild lu- 
Nie Padding and M: Fertbhebe the Filter.aad brave M: 
Sheotie the grest Traucticr, and wilde Haf@-Caene that 
Nabb'd Potssend | thinke fortle more,sll great doers in 
gur Trade,and erc now fof the Lords feke. 
Emer Abber foe. 

Abb. Sirah, being Barwarthac hecher. 

Cle. M‘ Bersardee, you tuft rife and be hang’, 
M’ Barnardne. 

“bb, What hoa Barmer dane. 

Barve dine wit hn, 

Bar, Apoxo'your throats: whe raakes that noyle 
there? Wha sre you? 

Cle. Your friends Sir, the Hangman ! 

You meft be fo good Sir to sife,end be pur to desth, 

Be. Awsy you Rogue, eway, | om fleepie. 

obb, Teil him he mult awake, 

And chas quickly too. : 

Cle: Pray Mafter Barnardiae, awake cill you arees,- 
ecuted,and {leepe afterwards, 

Ab. Go nto him, and fetch him out. 

Cle. He is comming Sir,he is comanng : I beare his 
Screw ruffle. 

Beer Baraardine, 

Abb, Is the Axe vpon the blocke,firrah? 

Cla. Verte ceadie Sir. 

Ba. How sow Abberfen? 

What's the newes vvith you? 

Abb, Truly Siz, 1 would defire you to clap into your 
prayers : for looke you,the W arrents come. 

Bar. You Rogee, | haue bin drinking all night, 

1 am not fitted for'e. 

Cle, Oh,the betcer Sirs for he shar drinkes all night, 
at dis hanged berimes in the moming , may fleepe che 
founder all che next day. 

Ester 


Date, 

Abb. Looke you Sir, heere comes your ghoftly Fs- 
ther : do weieft now thinke you ? 

Duks, Sit Induced by ay charitie, end hesring how 
haftily yoas are to depart, am cometo aduife you, 
Comfort you,and pe with you. 

il 


Bar. Friac,not] ! 1 hawe bin drinking hard all nighr, 
aad I will have more time to Mee, ore fel 
beat out swy braines with t Twill not confenc to 
die this dey, chet’s certaine. 

Dake.Oh fir, you maft : sad therefore I befeech you 


Looke forward on the iournie you fhall go. 

Ber. Ufaeare I will oot die co day for anie mans per- 
fwafion, 

Dake. But heare you: 

Bar.Not » word ; ifyou hsue anie thing co tay to me 
come to my Ward : fne thence will not I'to day. 


Suser Pronef. 
Dakg. Volis to line,or die : oh gravell heert. 
G;3 After 











78 


Afier hice (Fellowes) bring him ro the blocke. 
Pre. Now Sir, how do you finde the pnifanes ? 
‘Dake. A creacure vnpre-par'd, enmect for desth, 
And to tranfport him in the minde be 1s, 
Were dasnnsble, 
Pro. Heere inche prifon, Father, 
There died chis morning of s erveil Beseor, 
One Regoraw, a moft notorious Pirate, 
A mea of (loudio’s yeares ; his beard, and head 
Iuft of his colow. What if we do ome 
This Reprobate, til he were wel enciin'd, 
And (atisfie the Deporre with the vifage 
Of Reges.ave, more like to Clandie? 
. Oh, ‘tis an eceident shar heaven prowdes 
Difparch ix prefently, the houre drawes on 
thy Angele: See this be done, 
And feat according to command, whiles I 
Perfwade this rude wretch willingly to die. 
Pre. This thah be done (good Father) prefencty : 
But Barmardiue mult dic ibis afternoone, 
Aad how fhall we continue Claadie, 
To faue me fromthe danger chat might come, 
If be were knowne alive ? 
Dake. Ler this be done, 
Put chem in fecret holds, both Barmardan and Clandie, 
Bretwice the Sun hach made his rournell greeting 
To yond generation, you fhel fads 
Your fafetie manifefted. 
. Pre, 1am your free dependane. Exe. 
Dake. Quicke,difperch,end fend the head co Angale 
Now wil I write Letcerszo dagele, 
(The Prowoft he thal beare them) whofe contents 
Shal witneffe co him lem acere st home : 
And that by great Inion&ions I sm bound 
To enter publikely : him lle defire 
To meet me at che confecrated Fount, 
A Leaguc below the Cine ; and from thenee, 
By cold gradation, and weale-bailanc d ferme. 
We thal proceed with Angele. 
Ester Prouel. 
Pro. Ficere is the head, lle carrie ic ny feife. 
. | Dake. Conuenienc isic: Make a wilt recorne, 
For I would commone with you of {uch things, 
That wantno case bur yours. 
Pre. Ie make all {peede. 
l[abeh wabin. 
Ifa. Peace hoa, be heere. 
Duig. Therongue of [febell. She's come to kaow, 
If yet her brothers pardon be come hithes 3 
But I will keepe herigoorant of het good, 
o make her hesuenly comforts of di(psire, 
Whoen it is leat expeQed. 
Emer Ifabeha. 
Ifa. Hoa, by your leaue. 
Dake, Good moming to you, falre, snd grecioas 
daughter. 
Ife. The better gisen me by fo holy e man, 
Hath yer che fe fa fene may brothers pardon ? 
Duke. He hath celeafd him, /febel from the wosid, 
Hishead is off, and fent to Angele. 
Ifa. Ney, but itis not fo. 
Dake. It =e othe : 
Shew your wifedome daughter in clofe patience. 
Va. "Oh.t wil tohim, aod sic cor his etes, 
Dek. You thal not be admitted te his fighe. 
Ufa, Vabsppic Clasdio, wretched f/a 


Ens 


Meajfure for Meafure. 


comes home to morrow : nay drie 
Oue of our Covent, and bis Confeffor as 
Giues methis inftance : Already be hath carried 
Santa | a 

prepare to rocete him at the dowe, 
There to ghee ep thei paver If youces geocver oa 
In chat good path chat I would with it 
Ih io el tr pe hel neces 

° rewenges to your heart, 
And Honor. aa 
{f4. 1 2m direed by 
‘Dak, This Letter then to Frise Posw give, 
“Tis chac he fent me of che Dukes resesne: 
Say. by this coken, I defire his companie 
carded dapeier ds Jee Her coufe, and yours 

im withall, and he thel 

Schr the Dale nd ochchend of pe 
Accule bim home end bome. For ay pocre 
Iam combined by a fecred Vow, Bie 
And hail be abfene. Wend yoo with his Letrer: 
Command thefe fretting waters from your eles 
With alight heart; truft oot my holie Grdex 
If | pervert your coarfe : whofe heere ? 


pang ea belelapisr ae 
Lae. Oh pressie //abella, I om at mine heart, to 
Gecics eyes oval hse enh bc pastes I om feine 
co dine and {up with water and bran: I dere noc for my 
head fill my belly. One fraitfal Mesle would fer mec 
too’ : bue chey fay the Duke will be heerero Morrow, 
By my troth J/abel I lou'd chy brother, if the olde fan- 
taftecat Duke of darke corners had bene st home,he had 
Deke, Sir, the Dukeis merueilous little beholding 
to your repotce, but the beft is, he liues not in chem, 
Lac. Friat, thou knoweft not che Duke fo wei as I 
do : he’s a betcer woodmen then thou tak’ft hin for. 
Dakg. Well: ycu'l enfoves this one day Pere ye well, 
Les. Nay tasrie, Ile go along with thee, 
1 can cel chee precry tales of che Duke. 

Date. You bave told nse too many of him already fic 
if they be cruc : if not crue, none were enough. 

Lacie, \was once before him for getting » Wench 
with chide. 

Dake, Did you foch a thing? 

Lae. Yes marrie did 1; bu I was faineco forfwear ic, 
They would cife hane married me to the rotten Medier. 
ae Sir yous company is faites then bonefi, ref you 

ic go with thee to the lanes end: 


ifbaudy calke offend you, we'el haue very litle of it:nay 
Friar,] em a kind of Bure, I thal fticke. Exot 


Scena Quarta. 


Eneer ¢ 
af Beery Leceesbe tech ori tach ddecedht aches, 
ag. 








Bs. lamok vnewen and diftradted menner,his sftions 
thew ranch like to madactle, pray beanen his wiledome 
bee not taited : aod why mect hum at che gates end ce- 
keer on rauthoritics there ? 

Ef. \ghefle not. 

beg. Aad wby Chould wee procisime it in an howre 
before has entring, ches if any crauc redreffe of iniuftice, 
they Growid eahibis cheir petitions in the Aireet ? 

Ef. He (howes his resfon for that:t0 have a difpatch 
of Conmplaines , sad to deliver vs from devices heere- 
shet, whech (hall thea hase no power to fiend againft 


ry 

fq. Well : L befeech you let ic bee proclasm'd be- 
anes th’ more, Le call you ac your hoafe : gue notice 
to fach men of fort and Suite os ace to mecte him. 

Be. 1 thall Ge : fereyouweil. 

ding. Good nighx. 
Ths deede enthapes rac qeite, mak en me vapregnant 
Aad dali to all proceedings. A deflowred maid, 
And by an exnanert body, that enfore'd 
The Law agasef u« ? But thas her cender fthame 
Will not procaine aguiolt het maiden loffe, 
How might fhe tongue me ? yet reafon dases her no 
For my Authority beares of a credenc balke, 
That no partecular fcandall once can couch ‘ 
Bat x confoondszhe breather. He fhould haue fiu'd 
Seve that hes rotons youth with dangerous fense 

in the tienes te come ee ve'ne sevenge 
receiaing 2 difhonoc'd Life 

Wh ranfoune of fuch (hame : would yet he had laued 
Alack, when once ows grace we have {or get 
Nothing goes right,we would,sad we would not. Eun, 
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Scena Quinta. 











Eater Duke and Frio Peter. 
Duke, Thefe Letcers at fit time deliver me. 
The Presoft kaowes our purpofe and our plot, 
The mercer being 3 foote. keepe your infiru@ion 
Aad hold you ewer co ous (peciall drift , 
Though fometimes you doc blench from this to that 
As canle dork mimifter : Goe call 2 Flenia’s houle, 
Aad cell hem where I ftay » give the Inke notice 
ToVdencian, and :0 Crefas , 
And bid chem bring che Trampets to the gate: 
Bur fend me Flaum Gcft. 
Pacer. 1s (hall be (pceded well. 
Enter Varvies. 
Dake. I thank thee Yorrion thou hafi made good haf, 
Come, we will walle : There's other of our friends 
Will greet vs heere snon : my gercle Varris, §9Exeuni. 













































































Scena Sexta. 













eMeafure for Meafure. 





bab. Befides he ceils me, choc if 
Hr abe rea fide, 
thould nox chinke iz for ‘tise phyficke 
Thasbasn,wieceend’” 
Enter Peter. 

Mar, 1 would Frie Paw 

Tab. Ob peace, the Freer is corse. 

Peter. Comne | baue found you out a ftand moft fie, 
Where you may have fech vantage on the Dade 
He thal! not pafle you: 

Twice hece the Trumpets founded. 

The generous and Citrzens 

Haoe heat the gates, and very necre ypon 
The Daky is cntring : 


Breve. 





Adlus Quintus. ScenaPrima. 





Ester Duke Uarrien, Lords, Atugee Sfeeda Lexie 
Caiveus at foueral doares. , 
Dek. My vesy worthy enct, 
Ocr old,and fetthfull friced,we are glad to fee you 


ffs. Happy retucac be to yone royal 
Det Man sed bnty thinking: topes : 
We haue made enquiry of you, and we heare 
Such poodactie of your lebice,thet eu Coule 
Cannot but yeeld you forth to peblique thankes 
Forerunning more requicall, 


ata bekiue Nita: 


When ix deferues with charsters of braffe 
A forced refidence ‘gainfi the tooth of time, 
And razure of obliuian : Gine we your hand 
And lect the Subse fee,to make them hnow 
That oucward curcefies would feine 
Fauours that wihia : Come &tshe. 
You muft walke by vs, on owe other : 
And good fepporters sre you. 

Enter Peter and [febels. 

Peter. Now is your time 
Speake load,end before him, 

Ifeb. loftrce,O royall Duke vale your regard 
Vpon a wrong’d (I would feine heue aid a Maid) 
Oh worthy Prince, difhonor net your eye 
By throwing it on any aher obicQ, 

Till you have heard me,in my truc compleine, 
And given me luftice luftice,Ieftice,luflice. 
Dak, Relsce your wrongs: 


In waren pinepratal priest 
Here is Lor 0 Teflice, 
Reuesle your al 


Ifab. Ob warthy Dake, 
You bid me fecke redemption of the 
Heare me your felfe : for thee which J 
Mu& cicher penifh me,nct being belees’ 
Or writtg redrefie from you: 
Heare me : oh heere me, heere. 

ftug. My Lord,ber wits I feare me are not Grme: 
She hath bin a fairor to me, for hes Beotbes 

: wi e i and 

od bf. oft 


fpeake 








So 


Ifa. ~ Hab, MoR firange: butyet moh wroely will {peake, | Thephrafeisrochematrer, but yet moft truely wil I fpeake, 
That Angeles forfworne, 13 1 not ftrange? 
Thac agele's a martherer, ist not ftrange? 
That Aagele is an adulccrous chrefe, 
An hypocrite,a virgin violecor, 
Is ic not range? and frange? 
Dake. Nay itis tea times ftrenge ? 
Jfa. lc snore trees hess Angele, 
Then this is all as craeas it is ftrange ; 
Nay, icis ten times cruc,fos truch 1s truth 
Toth’end of reckning. 
a: Away with her : poore foule 
She (peakes this in th infirmity of fence. 
9 Ife. Oh Prince,] coniure thee as thou beleeu'ft 
There i is another comfore,then thieworld, 
That chou negle& me not, with chat opinion 
Thee [ om couch’d with msdneffe : make not impofhble 
That which bas feemes volike, ‘tis not impoffible 
But ane,the wickedfi csitiffe on the ground 
May Seeme as thie.es graue.ss iuft,es abfolures 
As Aagele, even fo mey Angele 
In all his drefhngs,caradts, titles, formes, 
Be an arch. villaune - Beleeve ue eneyel Pridce 
If he be leffe.he's noth; he's more, 
Hed I morename for behvefe, 
‘Dede. By 
If fhe be mad,ss I belecue no other 
Her madneffe hath the oddeft frame of fenfe, 
Suche of thing,on thing, 
As ore | heard in medaeffe. 
Sab. Oh gracious Daly 
Harpe not on that; nor donot banith resfon 
For inequelity, byt let your resfon ferue 
Tomoke the truth appeare, where it feemes hid, 
And hide the falfe fcemes crue. 
Dek, Many that sre not mad 
Haee fure more ou * resfon: 
What would you fi 
feb. am the Sifter ir one Claudio, 
Condemnd vpon the A& of Fornication 
Toleofe his head, condernn’d by sfngelo. 
1, (to proberion of 2 Sifterhood ) 
Was fent to by my Brother sone Lovie 
As then the Meffenger. 
» Lae. That's Land’ like your Grace g 
Icome ah her from and defir'd her, 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord sagas 
ached ek Brothers pardon. 
That's he indeede. 
mn vee were Sa 
3. 
Nor with ‘d toed my peace, 
Rees I with you now then, 
ou take nove oft: ad when you heue 
A bub you (elfe : prey heauea you then 
Be Lge fea. 
. [werrant your honor. 
oa The wesrant's for your (elfe : take heede ro't. 
Ifeb. This Gratleman told fomewhbat of my Tale, 
Lec. Right. 
Dek, It may be right, but you arei ‘che wreng 
To Speake before your time : proceed, 
Sfob. I went 
To this pernicious Caitiffe Deputie. 
Dek, That's fomewhat madly fpoken. 
Leb. Pardonit, 


80s Mheafure for’ Meeafare, 


Ce 
Dake. Mended againe : the merter : proceed. 
jg In briefe to fet the needieffe procette by : 
How I perfwaded, how I praid, on 
How he refeld me, and how I replid 
(For this was of moch length) vild conclufon 
I now begin with griefe, and fhame to vtter. 
He would not, bur by gift of my chafte body 
To his concupifesble i ce luft 
Releafe my brother ; and sforr much debsrement, 
My fifterly remorfe, confutes mine honour, 
And I did yeeld co him : But chenext morne betienes, 
His sarpere furferting, he fends a werrant 
For my poore brothers bead. 

Duke. This is moft Hieely. 


Jfeb. Oh chac ic were os like as it is trve. ‘a, 
Duk, By heaven(fond wretch oe thou 
Or elfe thea artfuborn'd og 
Io hateful! pre Gife : arte Inte, ‘a 
Stands withoat blemitb : next it aporrdlog, 


he fheu 
Faules a to himfelfe : ifbe hed fo offended 
He would hatte waigh'd chy brocher by himfelfe, 
And not haue cut him off : (ome onehach fet you on: 
Confeffe the truth, and {sy by whofe sduice 
Thou cam’ heere to ¢ laine. 

Ifab. And is this all? 
Then oh you bleffed Minifters aboue 
Keepe me in patience, and with ripened time 
Valold the euill, whichis nc aide vp 
In countenance : hesuen thield Greihouwee 
As I chas wrong’d, hence wabeloesed goe. 

Dede. Tknow you "Id faine be gooe An Officer : 
To prifon wich her : Shall we thus permit 


Thae with fuch vehemency 


A blefting and s fcandalous beeath to fall, 
On him fo neere vs? This needs moft bea  proctite: 
Who koew of your intent and comming hither? 

Jfa. One chat I would were heere.Frier Lodewsch, 

Del, A ghofily Pather, belike : 
Who knowes that Ledewicke? 

Luc, My Lord,I koow hie, tis emediw 
T doe not like the man: hadhe been Ley my ta 
Foe certaine words he fpakes your Grace 
In your retirment, I bad fwing'd him foundly. 6 
Words againft mee? this 'a good Fryer betike 
And to fer on this wretched waman here 

re palgop tent Let this Fryer be found. 


Lord, the and chat Fryer 
I Gwe ae ar the pion pee Fryer, 
A very feu 


Paer. a ified te your R 1Grace: 
Ihsee flood by m Lord.snd I hene heard 
Your roys “d: ficfthsth this women 
MMoflweey fally accus'd your Subfticute, 
Whi isas eeefices souk, oe fayle with bet 
As the from one vngot. 
Duke, We did beleeue no leffe. 
Know you that Frier Ledowerk that the fpeakes of? 
Peter. I kaow him for a man divine and holy, 
Not fcuruy, nor a temporary medler 
Ashe's reported by this Gen:lernan : 
“7 @ hie eart eeb ah ae 


Did (as be vouches) 
Lac. My Lord, mof vi frien 
Pater. Well : he in time may come to cleere hi 


Bux at this inftant he is icke, my Lord : 








Aad all probatron will make vp full cheare 
Whenfoever he's consented : Firft for this women, 
To nsftche this worthy Noble men. 

$0 valgarty end perfonally accus'd, 


Dak. Good Frier, let's heare it : 
Doe yoo nex aol sar sist harp 
Oh heawen,the vanity of wretched feoles, 


Gwe vs farnc feates, Come colen 
ln this fll be: ial] :be you Judge 
Of your owne e: Is thes che WanesFriesf 


Enter Mariana. 


Ficfh, let her fhew your face, and after, {peake, 
Mae. Patdon my Lord, | will oot thew my face 
Vasil my husband bid me. 
‘Deke. What, are you married¢ 
Afar. No my Lord. 
Dely. Are yous Maid ? 
Afar. No my Lord. 
Dak, A Widow then? 
My. Neher, my Lord. 
Dek, Why you are nothing then: neither Maid, Wi- 
dow, nor Wife? 
Lec. My Lord, the may bea Puncke : for many of 
theee. are neither Maid, Widow,nor Wife, 
Dak, Silence that fellow : I would he bad fome caufe 
) for himfelfe. 
va. Well Lord. 
Mar. My Lord, ] doc confeffe I nere was marcied, 
| 


Asd! confeffe befides, am no Maid, 


Low, He was drunk thenmy Lord, it can beno better. 

Bak, For the benefit of filence, would thou wert fo to. 

Les. Welly Lerd, 

Dek. This isao witgelle for Lord dugale. 

ata. Now I come to't, my Lord, 
Shee that sccules him of Fornication, 
in Cife-fsme manner, doth accufe my 
And 


husband , 

him, my Lord, with fuch e time, 
(e 1 had him in mine Armes 
of Love. 

Ang. fhe moe then me? 

Ata. Nox thac I kaow. 

Duk, No? you fay your busband 


eee waft, ony Lord, and cha is dagele, 


Sng. Thisis a ftrange abufe: Ler's 
Mar. My busbaad bids me,now I will vamaske. 
Which cace thou (wortt, was worth the looking on: 


Thisis the hand, which with a rowd contre& 
Was fel belockt in thine: This is the 


Partly for thas her promis’d 
Came of bon : Buc in chiefe 
Por thac her wes dif.valued 


In leuitie : Since which time of fue 


As words could osake yp 
But Tuefday night aft gon, in’s garden houfe, 
He knew meas 9 j 
Let mein 
Or elfe for ever be confized here 
Monument. 


Now, good my Lord, give me the fcope of haftice, 
My patience bere istouch'd : I doe perocioe 
Thefe informal 


¢ poere Women, sre no move 
Bur i of fome more mightier member 
Thscfetsthemon. Let me have way, my Lerd 


To finde this pradife our. 
Dake. I, wich my heace, 
And punith them to your height of pleafere, 
el ie pala ton 
wi thae’s : thisk® those 
Though they would fwess do downe each spat base 
Were teftimonies sgaingt his worth, snd credie 
That’s feald in approbation? you, Lord Efcolas 
Sit with my Cozen, lend him your kinde pai 
To finde our this ebufe, whence ‘tis deriu’d. 
There is another Prier ther fet chem on, 
Lec him be fent for. 
Peter. Would be were here, my Lord, for he indeed 
Hath fer the women onto this ine 5 
Your Prouoft knowes the plece where he abides, 
And he ma ae 
Deskg, it int $ 
Rndijee ap cob sad Welle teckel cela 
Whonn it conceres to heare this matter ferth, 
Doe with your iniuries es feemes you beft 
In any chaRtifement 3 I for a while 
Will leaue yoo ; bes fiir not you till you hese 
Well decermin‘d vpon thefe Sanders Exie. 
Efe. My Lord, wee'll doe it throughly : Signior Las. 
ev, did not you fay you knew that Fries Ledewiekto be s 
difhoneft ? 


Lee, Cucule nes focit Menachem, honeft in nothing 
but in his Clothes , and one that bath fpoke moft ville-" 
nous fpeeches of the Duke. 

Efe. We thall increat you ve abide heere till he come, 
snd inforce them sgainft him : we hall Gade this Frier 8 
notabie fellow. : 

Luc, As sny in View, on my word. 

Efe. Call chat fame Jfabe here once ageine , { would 
{peake with her: pray you, my Lord, giuemee lease to 
queftion, you fhall fee how Iie handle her. 

rom o better then he, by her owne report, 

« Say yous 
Lac. Marry fx, I thinke, if you gaged shor 

. ¢ 
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She would fooner confeffe, perchance publikely the'll be 
afham’d. we 


Emer Duke, Proncft |fabels. 

Ef. 1 will goe darkely to worke with ber. 

Lae. Tha tthe way : for women are light st mid- 

nighe, 

Efe. Come on Mifisis, here's s Gentlewomen, 
Denies all chat you haute faid, 

Luc, My Lord, here comes the rafall I Poke of, 
Here, with che Presef. 

Efe. In very good time : {peake not youcohim, cil 


we call vpon you. 

Lec. Mum. : 

Efe. Come Sir, ded galribohpheors lads 
det Lord Angele? they d you did. 

Dak, Tlie 


Ek. How ? Know you where you are? 
” Dak, Ba obiaind dips grest place ; and let the divell 
Be fometime d, for his berning throve. 
Where is the Dake ? ‘tis he thould heare me (peake. 

Efc. The Duke's invs: and we will heare you fpcake, 
Looke yoo fpeake iuflly. es ; 

Det, Boldly,at lesft. Bot oh poore foules, 
Come youto fecke the Lamb here of the Pox ; 
Good night to your redrefle : Is the Date gone? 
Then is your caufe gone too s The Duby's voiaft, 
Thus to retort your mans : 
And put your trial! in the villeines mourh, 
Which bere you come to accule. 

Lar. pavers tneceen Uriel testes 

i thou vnreucrend, and ynhellowed Fryes : 

Esp theu hat faborn’d chefe women, 
To accufe this worthy man? but in foule mouth, 
And in the wnneffe of his proper care, 
To cali him villsine; end chen co glance from him, 
Toth’ Dake himfelfe, ro taxe bam with Inivftice? 
Llenchr lor pasty eed beealureel nid adage 
Jayne by ioyne, but we will know his purpofe : 
Wee rele mii 

Duk, Be not fo hot: the Dahy dare 
No more fisetch this of mine,then he 
Dare recke his owne : his Subie& 2m I not, 
Nor here Proumncisll : My bufineffe in chis State 
Mademe a looker on here in seam, 
Where I haue feene boyle end bubble, 
Till ic ore-cun the Scew : Lewes ,for all fauics, 
Bat faules fo countenanc’d,thes the Rreng Stacuces 
Stand like che ferfeites in « Barbers thop, 
As mech in mocke,ss marke, 

rEf. Slender to th’ Sate: 
Awsy with him to prifon. 

seg. What can you 
Is this che men chat 


ook, Weems ree eee 
I eet you at the Pri 


Lax, Do yor [o Sic: And was the Duke e fleth-mon- 
gtr, 2 foole, end acoward, as you then reported him 
tobe? 

Dek, You muft{Sit\chenge perfons with me,ere 
mats thit my eepers; pos ledvedefpoke(e of hics, and 


“e 


<Mesfwe for Meafme. 


much more, much worfe, 
Lac. Oh thou damnable fellow : did not I plocke chee 
by the nofe, for thy (pceches ? 
dg. Hehe hava ae vleee Coed otseors 
hist Sousblesbetes — 
&. Sectvs fellow is novo be talk'd withall: A 
with him to prifen: Wherc is the wich | 
fpesk 


ne more : with thofe Gi 
mere 67 fe Giglers toe,and with the o- 
Dak, Stay Siz 


to you: thew 
face, and be heng’d 20 howe: Sane 


Dak, Thou arc the firft knave, thae ere mad'ft e Dade. 
Fictt Promeft Jer me thefe gente chree : 
Sneake aot away Sis,for the Fryer, end yor, 
sar bigechatscpenes ad despre lac 

» This mey prowe werfe then henging. 
enya Pasha Sara tdon: fe you downe, 
Well ow place of hem ; Sir, your leaue : 


Ha'ft chow ot word,or wit, of 1 ; 
Thin se: castdocibre eee itaae st 
yon Alig it, till ony cale be heard, 

A 


held no owt. 
theda bey 


dread Lord, 
chen avy guiltineffe, 
Tochmnke ! can be undifcernesdie, 


Sey : was'c thow ere contraGed co this women? 

‘Dak. sake her hence, and merry her inftanely. 
Doe you the office (Fryer) which confummere, 
Retwene hie here agsime : goe with him Prenef. Eat, 

Efe. My Lord,J am more semaz'd at his difhonor. 


 eatir detente) ee tince : As I wes then 
A » and holy to your bufineffc, ° 
(Nox changing heact with habic) I am All, 
Acturnied a¢ your feruice, 

Ifa, Oh give me pardon 
Thet I your vafiaile, howe mmploid,end pain'd 


Your vnknowne Soveraigmie. 

Dek, You are pardon'd /fabed : 
And now,decre Maide, be you os freeto vs. 
Your Brothers death } know fits at your heart : 


Aad you may marveile, why I obfcur'd ary felfe, 

spect het era Do pd pt hart 

Meke rath remenftrance of my hidden powre, 

Then let him f be lofi : oh mot kinde Maid, 

Ie was the {wife celericie of his death, 

haley pete ote emer re 
beain’d are se peace be wich him, 

That lifeis berrer peft fearing death, 

Then chet which ees to feare: make it your corefore, 

$ 
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here, 
hath wrong’d 

vod adl dchenacd kanes youuaa 

For A¢ariene’s (ake : But as he adiudg'd your Brother, 


Beng crema in double violation 

Offacred Cheftitie,sad of proraife-breach, 
Thereoo for your Brochers life, 

The very mercy of che Law cries out 

Me from his proper ¢ 

As for (Tandio death for death 

Hafe ses hafte,and lesfure,anfwers leafure ; 


Like doth quit ike, and Mrafare {till for Mfcafare : 

Then Aagete, thy fault’s chus manifefted ; 

Which thon would’it deny demesthee vantage. 
We doe condemne thee to the very Blocke 

Where Clasdse foop'd to death, and with like hafte. 


thesghe mpuctati 
Fee chat he knew you, wight reproach your life 
Aad choake your ood to come : For ins Poffeffions, 


To bey you sbetter husband, 
Mar. Oh my decre Lord, 
lcrsee ne ocher nor no berrer man. 
Deke. Nesex coavc him, we are definizine. 
Date. You doe bat loofe your labour. 
Avwesy with hien to desth : Now Sir,to yeu. ; 
Mar. Onany good Lord fercet [fabel, cake my part. 
Lend me your kaces,and sil any life to come, 
[Blend you ali my life to doe you feruice. 
Duke. Againft all feace youdoe her, 
Should the kecele downe, n mercie of this faa, 
Her Brothers phoft,his passed bed would breske, 
Aad take ber hence in horror. 


ing a liztic bad : So may my husband. 
: will you sot lend a kaee ? 
Det. eta Coe 


A due fnceriti ° 
Tilbe did looke on me : Since it is fo, 

Let him noc dae : wy Brother had bot leftice, 
ing for which he dide. 


Aad mek be beried but as sn iacent 
Tha pedthdby che way :choughessre no febictt 
er 

Dek, cre ats vaproficable: Gand wp 1 fey: 
Ihane bechouaghe we of another fasle 
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Acan wnufuall howre ? 

Pre. It was commanded fo. 

Dake. Had youa fpeciall warrant for the deed ? 


Pre. No my good Lord : st was by privace meffage. 
Dusky Rox watch lice dilcherge penal youtofices 


Giue vp your keyes. 
: Pre. Pardon me,noble Lord, 


he it was a faule, but knew «not, 
Yet did repens me after more eduice, 
For ceftimony whereef, onein the prifon 
by wuace order elfe have dide, 


Duke. I would thou hadft donc (o by (Tandse: 
Goe fetch him hither, let mc looke vpon him. 

Efe. 1am forry, one fo learned, and fo wife 
As you, Lord » hawe fil appeas‘d, 

Should flip (o groffelie, both in the heac of bloud 
And lacke of temper'd iud, afterward. 

dng. 1am forrie, that {uch forrow | procure, 
And lo deepe fticks ic in my penitent heart , 

That Lecaue death more willingly then mercy, 
‘Tismny deferuing, snd I doe entrest x. 
Eater Barnardme and Frenoff ,Clandso, Sulstst te 

Dake. Which is that Barnardine ? 

Pre. This my Lord. 

Dake. There was a Fries told me of this man. 
Siha, thou art faid to have 8 ftubborne foule 
That no further then this world, 
And fquae’ft chy life according : Thou'st condemn'd, 
Bet for thofe earthly fealcs, ] quit theos all, 
And pray thee take this mercie to provide 
For better cimes co come : Frier sduife him, 
I Ieaue him to your hand . What muffeld fellow’s that? 

Pro. This is another prifoner that I fau'd, 
Who fhould hue di’d when Clandio loft his head , 
As like slmoft co Clandis, as himfelfe. 

Dake. Ifhe be like your brother, for his fake 
Is he perdon’d, and fer your louelie fake 
Giae me your hand, and fay you will be mioe, 

He is rother coo: But hicee time for thas: 
By this Lord Auge/e percewes he's {afe, 
Methinkes I (ce a quickning in his eye : 

Well , yous euil! quits you well. 
Looke that youloue your wife : her wocth,worth yours 
rice bal nipped my felfe, 

A heere’s one in pisce I cannot pardon, 
Youths, that knew me for s foole,s Coward, 
One all of Luxurie, 20 affe, a mad man: 

Wherein haue I (0 deferu'd of you 

That youextall me thas? 

Las. ‘Faith my Lord, I (poke ic but eccording to the 
trick : if you will hang me for it you may : bur] had ra- 
ther it would pleafe raigtk be whipt. 

Dake. Whit firkk, fr, and hang’d after. 
ee Prouoft Bey er ae vie 
women wrong’d is lewd fe 
(Ast heuc heard him {weare himfelfe there’s one 


And he (hall marry her : the nuptial ’d, 
Let him be whips and basg‘d. 
Lac. Ibefeech ay epee not marry me to 


a Whore : even now I made you 8 
Deke good my Lord donot recmnpence ja mehing 
mes t 


Dat, Vpon 
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Duty. Vpon minc honos thou (hale mecrie her. There's more behinde thas is moce grasulate. 
Thy flandess I forgiue,and cherewithall Thanks Preaeff for chy care,and fecrecie, 
Remit thy other forfeits : cake him to prifon, We thall imploy chee in a worthier place. 
And fee our pleafare berein Forgive him Augele,thec brought you home 


enecuted. 
Las. Marrying 2 penke my Lord,ss preffing to death, | The head of Regezsae for Fi 
bale aed tania : ai . Th’offence pardons it (elfe, Deere {fabel, 
. Giendering 2 Breoce deferueeti Ihave a motion much imperts your good, 


ped garded hap rte Soca? Aa aphaaa Whereto if you'll s willing care incline ; 
Toy to you Afariena, loue ber Angele: What's mine is yee whee is yours is mine 
I haue coafes'd her, and ] know ber vertue. So bring vs coour where wee'll how 









Theaks good friend, Ecahe, for thy much goodneile, | What's yet behinde,chac meste you all (hould know, 













Thema. ; 
The Scene Vienna. Peter. 3 oii 
Elbow, 4 Confable, 
The names of all che Actors. Frotbyef fb Gentleman. 


Vincentio : the Duke. Abber fon, an Executioner, 


the D ; Bsrnardine,s sep . 
papel Ifabella, pialeps a 
Claudio, 4 Gentleman, Mariana, betrothed to Angee 
Lutie, 4 Vaieafique. dulics peloned of Clenee, 
2. lke Gentlemen. Franci{ca,s Naan. 


Proweft. Miftrss Oner-den, 6 8awd. 








Saver cle , wikh rhe Ad. Swacufa, 
a ct et a 


Adarchant 


Seliams (0 procure fall, 

And che downs of death aa weeded al: 
Deke. Mercheut of Siracafa,piead no more. 
am nex pertiall to infringe our Lawes ; 


The enmnicy and difcord which of lare 
from the tancoroes outrage of your Duke, 

@ Merchanes our well-dealing Countrimen , 
Who wanting gilders to redeeme their lives, 
Hane {eal'd his rigorous ftacetes with cheis blouds , 
Exclades al! piety fram eur threstning loukes: 
For face the mortal and inteftine iasres 
Teint thy fediclous Cowatrimen snd vs, 


hr sere pepe ola 
Both by the Sa and our felues, : 
Toedmit no trafficke to our sduerfe townes : 


mere, if any borne at Ephofies 
2a, has at any Swracnfas Marts and Fayres : 
Againe, if sd ar . 
fat, he dies; 
iano Dukes difpofe, 
Mogicidy thoafend maskes be dewed 
equic the penaley, andro renfome him : 
Thy fbf ance, valucd at the higheft care, 
amount voce 2 hundred Maskes, 
Therefore by Law thoa art conde:na'd to die. 
dew. Yet this cxy comfort, when your words are donc, 
ag as end likewife with the cuenin er 
Well Swracnfian ; (ey in briefe the cau 
thou oy nective home ? 


























my 
In Sererafs was I borne, and wedde 
Mork bar for me, 








Before hex feife (shnolt os fancing vnder 





eA flus primus, Scena prima. 


The pleafing punithment that women beare ) 
Had made a sihon for ber lollowiog me, 
And foone, sod fafe erriued where | was; 
There had fhe net beene long but fhe become 

A toyfall mother of two goodly fonnes : 

And, which was firange,che one fo hike the other, 
As could not be ny a buc by names. 

That very howre,and in che felfe-fame lone, 

A meane women was deboered 

Of fucha burthen Mele, ewins both alike : 
Thofe,for their porents were exceeding 

I bought,sed brough: vp to accend my fonnes. 

My wife,noe meenely prowd of two fuch boyes, 
Made daily motions for our home recume: 

Vawilling ] agreed, alas, t00 foons wee came sboord, 
A league from Epadqnvena had we feild 

Before the alweies winde-ubeying 

Gaue any Tragicke Inftance of our hare: 

But longer did we not retsine much bope; 

For whet obfcured lightche heavens did 

Did but conuay vato our fearefull mindes 

A doubs full warrant of iowmediate desth , 

Which though my felfe would gladly hewe imbrac’d, 
Yet the inceflant weepings of my wile, 

Weeping before for what the faw maft come, 

And picteous playnings of the prettie babes 

That mourn’d for fafhion,ignorane what to feare, 
Forft me to feeke delsyes a them snd me, : 
And this k was: (for other meanes was none) 

The Sailors foughe for fafety by our boate, 

And lef che fhip then finking ripe to es . 

My wife, more carefull fort er borae, 

Had fattned him vato s {mall [pase Maft, 

Such as fea-faring men prouide for Rormes : 

To his one of the other twins wes bound, 

Whil & Thad beenelike heedfall of the other, 





The children thus difpos'd, my wife end I, 
Fixing our eyes on our case was fist, 
Paftned our felues et eyther end the maft, 


And floating Airaighe, obedient to the Aresme, 
Was gallery y felon Corinth, 38 vi thooghe, 
Attengch the fonne esrth, 
Difpesft chofe asad Bere-bi ah Vb, 
And by the benefic of his withed lighe 
The fess wazt calme, end we difcouered 
from farre, msking emaineto vs: 
Of Corinth thas, of this, 
Bus ere they came, oh let me fay no more, 
Gather the by shat went before. 
Dek, Ney tol ae: deena cence 
or 











88 The (onedie of Errors. 
Bor we may petty, though not perdon thee. This a 
prado rel preps pasha had not naw Is ao rinal] here , 
Worthily tearm’d chem tovs: not being sble to buy out his life, 
For ere che fhips could aseer by twice fue lesgues, to the acute of the ‘ 
We were encountred by s mighry rocke, Dies ere che wearie funnefer inthe Wek : 
Which being violently YP» There is your monie that I hed te keeps. 
Oor was (plicced in che mid; An. ic sable pps ate 
$e chat wm this divorce of vs, And &sy there Dremve,zill I come to thee ; 
Portune had left co boch of vs alike, Wirhin this heare it will he dinner cme, 


Stee, oon eter. 

He poore foule, feeming os burdened 
he, bet not wich lefler woe, 

ith more (peed before the winde, 
Aad in oes fighs they chree were taken vp 

By Fithermen of Coriath, as we choughe. 


therefore 
Thus hase you hesrd me (over’d from my birfle, 
Thaz by misfortenes was wy life prolong ‘d, 
Toreil fad Rories of my owne mifhaps. 
Debs. And for the take of them choe forrowef for 
Dee arethe fauoer co dilate ac fell, 


Migh beac in compeny ln tbe que of bs 
; him in 3 
sk are ee an ei eo 
I hazerded the loffe of whom I lou'd. 
Five Sommers haac I peut in fartheht Greeee, 
Roming cleane through the bounds of Afe, 
And coafting homeward, cameto Ephefes + 
Hopelefic to finde, yet loch co leanc entought 
Or that,or any place thet harbours men : 
And hap ini intog coulis Geach, 
Ce Ti ny cravelle wrarrank ene chey lhe, 
Eppa of dise mithsp : 
ow craft me, were it not agein{t our Lewes, 
ain my Crowne, my oath,my dignity, 
Which Princes would they meynot difsoull, 
My foule fhould fue as adugcace for thee : 
Bur though thou art adindged torbe death, 
And pefied fentence msy.oot be rees!'d 
Bat to our honours greac difpsragement : 
Yer will [ favour thee in what I can; 
Therefore Marchant, Ile limit chee chis dey 
To feeke thy belpe by beneficial! heipe, 
Tey all che fri chose ee 
Beg thou,oc borrow, to make vp farnene, 
And live: if no,then thou ez doom’d ca die: 
»take him to thy cuftodie. 
bayler, L will my Lord, 
Merch. Hopelefie 20d helpelefie doth Beem wend, 
But co procrefiinase his liueleffe end. Exveums 


Ester Autipbole Eretes,4 Marchant and Drom 
Ader, Theretoce gine out you sre hal serena 
Lef chat your goeds to0 foone be canfiicace: 


Till chat Tle view the menners of the towne, 


For with long tranaile I am Riffe and weesie. 
Ger chee awey. 

‘Dro. Many omen would take you st your word, 
And goeindcede,baslag fo good ameane. 


Aart. A woftic villeine fr,chet very oft, 
When | em dull wich care and A 
merry lefts : 


And then goe to my Inne and dine wich me? 
Eda. Lem inated Gr to cortaine Maschancs, 
Of whom I hope to shake much benefice : 
I erave your pardon, foone at fise a clocke, 
Plesfe you, Jie meete wub you vpon the Mert, 
pile sar da scale 
My prefanc bofinefie cals me from you now. 
As. Ferewell till chen : 1 will gee loofe my felfe, 
Aadwandes ep end downe to view the Cicie. 
i Aaa Su, \cccoenesd youve gute owes comical: 
Eee. 


Aa. He chet commends me to mine ewne content, 


Whe tng ore to finde his fellow 
irae <rpatalamape et en 
In queft of them ( vahsppies )loole my felfe, 


Ester Drowle of Epbefn. 
Here comes the almenscke of my cue dete: 
What now ? How chance thou srt reswra’d fo foone 
be coo face: 


My Mifiris made it one vpon => 

She is fo hot becaafe che meate is colde: 

The meste is calde, becsufe you come not home: 

You come not home, becaule you hase n0 Romecke : 

You have no ftomacke,hsting broke your faft : 

Bat we that know what ‘tis to faft and pray, 

Ase penitent for your default to day. 
ieee 


I from my 
If! returne I thal bepoft indesde, 





lefts are owt of fealon, 
Releras chese fl a escrcier hoare chen this : 


Aad tell me how thou haft difpos'd ch ona . 
charge was bus to fet 
eee 
afm Now #0 I aes Chriftion safwerene, 


Theat ftands on tricks, when J am endi 
Mic Coetne Maekeshes of mei 
Dre. J matkes 8 any pete: 
Some of Biifca eaches vpon ray thoelders 
markes betweene you both. 


Aut Thy Mifiris marke what Midris fave heft thoa? 
E.Dre. Your wor thips wife,my Miftris st che Phaser; 
She that doth faft cill you come home to dinner : 


Ast. Veco cay like by fome denife or other, 
The viflaine is of all my monic. 
3 


eA Bus Secundus. 


Cucer Adriana,wife te An iphelis Serepen: ith 
Leciena ber Sofia: 


basbead nor the (ase retarn'd, 
to feeke his Mefter ? 


4dr, Nexber 


Lue. Oh,know he is che bridle of your will. 
4s, Thare'snamebut afles wil by beidled fo. 
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a bike Li sense, ott adam 





macvel the 

tin cabsackomsssssaake cn = 
A arerched fovle brnis'd with edwerficie, 
We bid be quice when we heareic crie. 
Bat were we burdned with like weight of paine, 
As much,oc more, we fhould our felues complaine ¢ 
So thos chst haft no vnkinde mare to thee, 
Wich urging heipeleiic ¢ would relecue me 
Bien ithe lee wt folks right bereft, : 
This foole-bep'd patience in thee will be left. 

Loci, Well will many one dey but co tre 
Heese comes your man, gow is your husband nie, 


Ae, rc a dara sow at hend ? 
&.Dre. Het’s ec woo bane wish mec,and chee my 
two cares can 

dé. didfi thoe with hiss? thou 
9 Sos foeake know! 


& Dre. U1 be told his minde vpon mine core, 
Befhrew his hend.J (casce could vaderflead iz. 
ae Spake hee fo doubefally , chou could nos feele 


Parrett Kay. es rocks fpity,tenldsoo we 

is blewes ; end withall fo duubsfally Jeould 

Adri. = peethee, she 
wt fay,! . 

Ic feemes be ry his 


Bot fare be be Marke med : 


: When I defr’d hin to come home to dincer, 


He ask’d ne fore hundred merkes in gold: 

"Tis djanertime,quoth I : 

- sbcopsocaae seri rife sd 
you come, quoth J: » quoth he ; 

Whee othe dotiand merteel pak thee villeine ? 


B.Dr. Quoth my Mefter,1 know quoch he,no heufe, 
wife, imi : fo chet eny errant due vato my 
Se eee any 
for in conctufion,he did beat me there, 
eerie 
Bet Code fete at ore a eee 
$ 





oR The (omedie of Evra. 


Adri. Backe feve, of ] will breake chy pace s-croffe. , Vpon whet bergsine do you give irme? 

















Dre. And he will blefle f crofle with ocher beating : Becaufe cher J 
Betweene you,] thall haves hesd. Doe vie you for my foole, and chet with you, 
oor favecinefie will 






When the fanac fhines, let 
You fj me hence,and he will fpurne me hicher, Bue in crannies, when he hides hie beamnes : 
1f | ladt inthis (eruice,you muft cafe me in leather. If you will ieft with me, know my sfpe& , 







Luci, Fie how irapacience lowreth in your foes. And fafhion your demeanor te my lookes, 

Adri, His company maft do his minions grace, Or I wil beat ths method Ie your leno 
Whil’f I st home fterue for a merrie looke : S.Dre, Sconce call you ix? fo you would leaue barte- 
Hath homelie age ch’allaring beauty tooke ring, I had recher haae it a heed, and you vie thefe blows 
From my poore cheeke/ chen be hacb wafted it. long , pve Ge 6 ceo ay ee 
Are my difcoucfes dull? Barren my wit, to, or elfe I thell Seek my wi in axy fhoulders,bur } prey 
Ifvaluble and Ohaspe difcourfe be mar‘, Ge, why sm I beacen? 
Vakindneffc blunts it more then marble herd, fn, Dolt thos not know ? 
Doe their gey vefiments his affeStions baice ? S. Dro, Nothing fr but ches Lem beeces. 
That's not ary fault, hee's mefter of ary fate. us. Shall I cell you why ? 

ruines ere in me that can be found, S.Ore. | fa, and wherefore; for they fey, euery why 

By him not rata’d? Then ts be the ground hash a wherefore. 
Of ray defeacures. My decayed faire, fut, Why firft for flowting me,end thes wherefore, 
A funnie looke of his, would foone repaire. for urging ic che fecond time to me. 
But, too varuly Deere, he breskes the pale, S.Dro. Wes there cue: sale man thus beaten ost of 
And feedes from home ; lam but his fete. feefoo, when in the why end the wherefore, is neither 

Lad, Seife.herming fealoohe j fe best te hence, rime nor reafon. Well fir I chanke yoe, 

Ad. Vobeciing fools can with feck wrongs difpence : Ans, Thane me fir, for wehas? 


I know his eye doth homage other. where, S.Dre. Marry fw, for this fomething ches you gauc me 



























elfe, whac lets it bur he would be hese ? ros pen : 
Sifter you know he is'dmeachaine, Ma. Ve make you smends next,to gine you noth 
Would thst alone, he would detaine, for fomething. Sa wees oe 
Sohe would keepe faire quarter with his bed 5.Dro.No far, | thinks che ment wants chet These 
J fee the Jewell beft cnamaled fam. ln good tiune Ge 3 wher's tisat ? 
Will leofe his besutie : yet the gold bides Atif . Bafting. 
That ochers couch, snd often touching will. tut. Well fc, chen twill be dre. 
Where gold and no man thet hath s name, S.Dro. If iz be fir, | pray you cat none of ik. 
By falfhood end corruption doch it thames ter, Your resfon? 
Since chat my beaurie cannot pleafe hus ere, S.Dre. Loft it make you cholicrickc,and parchafe me 
Le weepe (what's left owsy) and weeping die. another drie bafting. 
Loni. How manic fond ferue mad leloulie? An. Well fic, learne to ieftin good time, there's s 
Ex. | cine for all thin 
Exser Autipbotss Evretss, S.Dre. I dork naae denied chet before you vrere fo 
Mut, The gold ! gaue to Drenwe is laid vp chollerieke. 
Sefe a the Conranr, and sir egies fave Asti. ade illen emer e ree er 
Is wandred forth in care to feeke me out S.Dre. Marty fr, by 2 releas plaince ss 
By computation and mine hofts : pete of Pecher cme hiaslelfe. 
I could not fpeske with Drewie, eat Grft de. Let's heare it. 
1 fens hum from che Mart ? {ee here he comes. S.Dre. There's no tame for s man te recouer his heire 
Enser Dromie Sivacufa, chat growes bald by cacure. 
How now fir, is your merne humor alter'd ? _ at. May he not doe it by fine and recowerie ? 
As you lous ftroskes, fo ieft with me sgaine: 5. Dre. Yes, to pey a fine fora perewig , and recousr 
You know no Contam? you receiu'd sa dhs lal Kaure oteonchor ante 
Your Miftrefle feat co haue me home co , Aut, Why, is Time fuch a niggerd of hale , being (0s 
My houfe was at the Phawir? Weft thou med, it is) fo plentifull on excrement? 


Thar chus fo medlic chow did did enfwere ma? S.Dre. Becaute it isa caer, oauphiredatig 320-aor 
8.Dre. What anfurer fir ? when I fachs word? | beafts, and what he hath fcanced loheire, hee hech 
E..4ut. Even now ven here not en howre fnce. | gisen them in wit. 

S.Dre, 1 did not fee you face you fent me hence 4m. Why, bee cheres manie a men heth more heive 
agptd arin Sasaenbalorr al net ba popes then wit. 
Ara. Villaine, chou didft denice the golds rocelt, 5.Dre. Note men ef chofe but be hath the wit to lofe 


And told me of a M:firefle,and a dinnes, his 

For whichJ hope thou felt 1 was difpless’d. ots. Why thew didf conclude heisy men plain dea- 
$.Dre. 1am to fee you in this merrie vaine, lore without wit. 

What meanes chis ieft,! pray you Mafter cell ane? S.Dre. The pleiner dealer, che foonar loft ; yer he loo- 


Ast. Yes doR chow seere & Howr mein the ceeth? | fetch iz in a kinde of iollitie. 
Thank&t § | ref? hold, take thou thec, 8 thar. Beats Dre. 4x. Por what resfon. 
S.Dr. Hold Gr,for Gods fake,now your iefiss carne, | 5.Dro. For cwo, and found onesto. 


Ny 


; The Come die of Errors. 


pete Laocebagal aching felfing 
fa. Name them. 


age 2 
4s. You would aii chis time hawe prou'd, here ie no 
time for all che 

S.Dre. and did fie : naaatty, in no time to re- 
cover haire Joft by Necure. 

fs. Bat your reslon wae not fabfentiall, why there 
ieee tencto secower. 

S.Dvre. Thas I mend ic : Tene hinnfelfe is beld, and 
therefore to the worlds end, will heue bald followers. 

de. l knew ’twould be s bald conclefien: bar foft, 
whe welts vs yonder. 


Baw Abia ad Latias. 


Adri. 1,1. Aat feange and frowne, 
Some cher Miftreffc hoch thy fwees sfpetis : 

Jam ace Adrioss, sor thy wife. 

The titee was once, when thou rn-vrg'd wovldfi vow, 
That newer words wese mvufichke to chine care, 


Vaielle | fpake,or look'd, er soech'd,or caru'd ro thee. 
How comes it new my hew comes it, 
thane: orbs cay star a ? 

1 call ix, being to me: 
Ther vadiendabi- 3 


Aso berres theen chy deere felécs becrer pert. 
Ah dee net cxare sway thy fetfe from me; 


And thes this bedy confecrae to chee, 

By Ruffian Luft fhould be contaminate ? 
Wevldft choo not fp 21 me, and (perce st me, 
had nale che name efhesbend in my fcc , 
And erate che ftsia'd skin of ay Halotbrow, 
And fromm eng foie and cm the wedding ring , 


fteumpeted by chy comtagson 
Keepe then faircleague and truce wigh uby ceyc bed, 
i Piesd cafes caus knew 

ov wane fai ?! Ot : 
tn oe lamba houres old os, 


dae Fo beeches bow the oorid 6 omega era yee 
When were you wont to vie asy Gfter thus 
She fearfor you by Dreanic heme eo dinecr. 


Denied my houle for his, me for his wife. 

At. Did you conoerfe fir with this gentlewomsn: 
Whar is che courfeand drift of 

S.Dro. \ fie? | newes faw her cill chis came. 

At. Villaine thou lieft, for euen her verie words, 
Didft chou deliver co me on the Mart. 

S.Dre. Inewer {pake with her in all my life. 
thus chen call vs by our names ? 
sie it be by infpiretion. i 

lo How tll agrees it wich itie 
Te counterfeit chus grofely with gous eae,” 
Abetung him to chwart me in my moode ; 
abd oes bendaciotioeed hidek oe 
net thet wrong with a more contempt. 
Comme I wil foften on thir fleeue of thine. e 
Thou ert on Elme ny husband, J a Vine : 
Whole weakneffe married to thy Aranger fete, 
Mekes me with thy frength to communicate : 
If ought from me, itis dsoffe, 
Vfurping luie,Brier,or idle Mofile, 
Who all for wane of prening with intrufion, 
InfeQ thy fap andlive on thy cenfufion. 
Aut. Tomes thee ipeakes, thee mower mee for her 


3 
Whoe,wes I metried to her in my dreame ? 
Or feepe [ now, and thinke } heere ali tts ? 
What error driues our cies and exces ami fe 2 
Vorill I know cine fare vacertainie, 
Le encortaine the freed fa'lacie. 


Mafler,am J not ? 

ofet. I chinke thoe ert inminde,end fe om J. 

SDre, Nay Mafter,beth in minde,end in my thape, 

ott. Thou heli thine owne forme 

S.Dre. No,] 20 on Ape. 

Las. Uf thou ere 

SDre. ‘Tis erve the rides me,and I long for grefle. 
could 


Bet I thoeld know her os weil as fhe knowes me. 
ddr, Come,come,no | will I be a fecle, 

To put che finger in the cie 

Whul’f aan and Mafics loughes any woes to fcorne 1 


Si 
Sey he dines 
Conse ffter, Dreasio play che Pestes well. 
ofas. Am! ia ensth,in heswen,or in hell? 
i well edai 








eA dus Tertius. Scena Prima. 





er Autigheln fen , bts mae Dreams, the 
OO ge nihsiee ke Mees 7 


E. Aun, Good fen: mu cacule vs all, 

My wife 7 trewith wes Thepeaccbowe ; 

Say thas with youat your 

Tec the enahing af her Carbone, 

And chat to morrow you will bring it hore. 

But here's svdlaine chaz would face me downe 

He met me on che SMart, aud char I beat hem, 

And cherg'd bien with ¢ choufend markes in gold, 

And thes J did dense any wife aad hosfe ; 

Thovw drunkard chow, wher didft chou mesne by ches ? 
E. Dre, Say what you wil fu,bur ] know what I koow, 

That you beat me at che Mari J howe your hand to thow; 

If} skin were porchenent .& } blows you geue were mk, 

Your owoe hend-wrnng would cell you whet [ chinke. 

E. Ant. 1 thinke chow ort on effe. 
E.Dre. Marry fo u doth appesse 

By che wrongs J (uffer, and the blowes J beare, 

I kiche beg kickt and being ot chac pale, 

You would from any heeles,and beware of an affe, 
eer V'are fed igmios fifa prolate 

wer will,aind your welcom here. 
ge frroerpetd iesend cheap high gate welcom deer. 
3.42.Oh Battbezar, cher at Heth ot fith, 

A able full of welcome,makes (carce one dainty dith, 
Bet. Good wea fir is comon cha every churle affords. 
ati. And welcome more common,for thats nothing 

but words. 
Bal, Small cheere ead great welcome, makes ¢ mer- 


the feaft. 
tuts, 1,co omggerdly Hoft.end dapat papa 
good part, 


more 
Bat though my cates be meane, take them 
Better cheere mey you have, bus aoc wich bercer hart. 
But toft, my doore ts locke ; goe bid chem les vs in. 
EDre, Mead, Marian ,Cificy ,Cilsan, Game. 
S.Dre. Mome,M sithorfe,Capoa, Coxcombe , Idi- 
ot, Patch, 
Either get thee from che dore,or fr downe at che hatch : 
Doft chou conjure for wenches,chat } caift for fuchflore, 
Whea one is one to0 many, goe get chee from the dore. 
E.Dre. bahia) sorts is made ous Porter? my Mafter 
in 


fireet. 
$.Dre Lathin wake from whence he came,jeft hee 
catch cold en's fect. 


&. dnt. Who talks within chere ? hos open the dore. 
S. Dro, Right fir, He cell you whee, and you'll cell 


mew . 

fant, Wherefore? fos any dines : { howe not din’d to 

$ Dre. Not co day here you mah not come egaine 
when you moy. 

Ati. What art chow that keep’ft mee owt from the 
howle ! owe? 

S.Dre. The Portes for chus time Sis, and any oame ie 
Dreane. 

&. Dre, O villsine,thow haft Aoine both mine office 
and 


oem, 
me credic, the other mickie bleme 
Dremee vo day lo my place, 


Wicecucr, 
Ifthou bed 


The ( omedse'of Exrors. 


naan haste Gl Jalal aca es thy 


Exc Lane. 
Laure, What s coileis these Dremio? whe art chale 
at the gate? 
E.Dre. Let my Moher in Love. 
- Lese. Feubno, hee comestee iste, and fo cell your 


E.Dre. © Lond } mult langh, hove ot you with a Pre- 


Shall I fex wn any Ashe. 
Lace, Hone 2t you with another , that's when ¢ can 


youtell/ 

S.Dro, Ifthy aeme be called Lace,Lecr chow bef an- 
fvser'd heen weil, 

Am. al ats yeu munien, you'll let vs in J 


Lace. I thought co haee askt you 
S.Dre. And you {sid ne 
en ee blow 


Aw. Those lee ene la, 

Lace, Can you tell fos whole fake? 

E.Drem, Mafter, knocke the doore herd, 

Lose. Let him kaocke ail ic ake. 

4ou. Youll cre for this minion , if I beat che doore 


downe, 
Lace What needs alichet,ends paire of Rocks in the 
towne? 
Ema Adrioa. 
Aa, Who's that a: the dooce } keeps all chis nosfe ¢ 
S.Dre, By my aoth your towne 1s troubled wath va- 
ray boies. 
ofssi, Ase youthere Wile ? you might hour come 
exe. 
Adn, Yess wile baat ga pee Dome eere 


&. Dre, poeoree abet er this kaous wold 
Sz 

ele. Veere is nexthes cheese fir, nos welcome, we 
would fame hane cither. 

Babs. indebdatiag whuch was bef, wee thal pert 
with ocither. 

E.Dve. They fiend ache doere, Mafter, bid chem | 
welcome huher | 

oer, There is fomething in che winde,thas we can~ 


Rot get mn. 
&.Dre. You would fey fo Mofles, of your geerpents 

were then, | 

Your cate here o wanna muthins you fend here in the 

¢ 

sabato ry aaa Becke to be fo bought 
Am, Ge ferch me He break ope the gate. 
F Des bocka oy tescang tors nds beakepaee 
£.Dre. A tran easy breake s word wich your fit, ond 

qords are bug wnade: 

Sand breake it in yous face,fo he bresk jt rot bebinde. 
Lo ee en oh beeen en 
E.Dre. Here's ne much ut rpm ch poy tee lec 

me 
EDee: Loken trate heme ne fenben 0d OO ee 


&® 
du “Weil, Iie braake borrow mes crow. 
€Pve. co wt here Ps 
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TBen brocher get you in 5 
Combertony Ger, cers hes, caber wie 

‘Tis holy {port to be 8 lictie vaine, 

Wheo the fweet breath of flatrerie conquers firife. 
5. Auti. Sweere Mifizis, what your seme is cife } 
knew nets 

























; ; Teach me decre creature how to thinke and (peahe : 
Be raf'd by me, depart in > Lay open to my earthie econceit : 


Aad let vs to the Tyger all te dinner, Smothred in errors, feeble, hallow, weake, 
Aad about euening come yoor (elfe alone, The foulded meaning of your words deeeit : 
Te tnow the resfon of this Rrenge refireint : Agzinit my foules pure truth why leboer you, 
firong hand you offer to breske ia To make ic wander in an vaknowne field? 
Now in the Airring paffege of the day, Ase you s god / would you create me new? 
A comment will bemade ofits — | Trancferme me chen,snd to your powre Lie yeeld 
And chat fappoled by che common rowt Bot if thet [ em 1, chen well | know, : 
sink your yet vogalied eftiarstion. Seok, Weg desachaleeaas 
ensy with foule intrefion enter in, Nor to het bed no homage doc I owe: 
And dwell your when you are deed; Farre more, farre more to you dee I decliae: 
For lander Locs “pon cefh Ob craine me not fweer Mermneide with thy note, 


On; 
For cucr hows'd, where it gets pofiefhion, Todrowne me in thy filter floud of teares : 
woul, You bane p d,] will deport in quiet, Sing Siren for thy felfe,and | will dote : 


And in defpight of mirth mesne to be merrie: Spread ore the filwer wanes thy golden haires 5 
1 know 8 weach of exceiiem difcourfe , And ase bud Jle take thee, and there lie: 
Prestic and warie; wilde, and yet too genule ; And ia thst glorious feppofition shinke, 
There will we dine : this women that | meane ee a 
My wife (but Iprocet without defrt) Let being light, be droweed ifthe Gnke. 
ofcteatianes vpbraided me : Lee. p-Ligiladd jecteancearyt dar eae 

Toes will we eo dinne:, get roo home ote, Not mad, bur meted,how I doe act know. 
And feech the chaine, by this] koow ‘cis mace, res heherraalipante ° from your cie. 

mg ic! to the Porpesriag , » For gazing on your beames faice fan being by. 
fer Pe Loute, That chaine will I beftow Lac. Gize when you thould, and cher will s by. 
(Beit for nothing but to fpight my wife) your ight. 
Vpeamice hoftetie there, fic ruake bafte : Aut. As good to winke fwees love,ss looks on wight. 
Saace mine ewne doores refele to crcertaine me, Lee. call you me lowe? Coll my Gites fo. 
fle knocke elfe-where, to fee ifchey’ll difdsine me. Aut. Thy fifters iftes, 

Aq, The mneet you at chat place fome boure hence. Lac. That's ny fifter 


Asti, Do fo,chis icf Mull coft me fomecxpence. At, No : i is thy (elfe,mine owns felfes better per: 
Exeunt. 











Kater Icdians, with Antebel of Siracufic. y Soode, my fortune,and my {weet hopes sime 
dulce, And may itbethet you have quite forgot My Cole exrthe beanies aad ary basbene chiens. : 
A basbends office ? fhall tanipbeies Lac. Alichis my Gfter is, elfe (hould be. 
mois the Soe aac Dear ae a tet, Call chy falfe Gifter (weee,for I am thee : 
Shall looe in idbogs w fo ruinate? Thee will { lowe, and wich thee lead nny life ; 
Mf you did wed my fifter for ber wealth, Theuhaft oahecbesd setuce fas wit 
Thea for her wesiths-Cake vfeber with more kindnefie: | Give ste thy hend, 
| Orifpou Tike elfe.where qr baer Lat. Oh fof fir hold you fill: 
Multfe pour falle love with fore of blindaefle : Ile ferch any fifler to get her good will. Eek. 
Let not omy (efter read Wt in pour eye : Bac Dreaue, Ssracefia. 
Be sot thy congue thy ovine Charnes Orator : etter. Why how aew Dremu, where ran’ thou fo 
Leoke {weet, oeake faire, become difloyaleie: fet? 
Apparell vice hike vertwes harbenger: S.Dve. Dee you know me fix? Am} Dremis? Aw! 
| Beare a faire poieineaias Dee Beatie celneed, yourmen? Am I my feife? 
Teach Gane the corriage ofa holy Saint , dn, Thou ect Dreaie, thou est cry men, thou art 
Be fecret falfe: what oeed the be acquaimed ? thy felfe. 
What Gimole thiefe beags of bis owne stuine ? Drea. Lem enafle, lems womens men, end befides 
Tu double wrong to trusnc with your bed , eg nit 
| And let ber reed ic in thy lookes at boord s Ant. womans men? end how befides thy 
Shame hach « bafterd fame, well managed, {elfe? 
1) deeds Is doubled with en euill words Be a Ee ee eee 
Alas poore worten, ama ke va not Deleeue One that cleimes me, One thet haunts me, one chet will 
Gieing compat of creak) unt yes loot vs, haueme, 





dus. What 











Dre. Marry fr,fach claime as you would ley co 
horfe, sad the would have me as a beat, not chat Ibee- 
ing 2 beall the would have me, but thas the being a ve- 
son besflly creatine leyes clauase to ne: 

tuts, Whas is fhe ? 

Dre, A very reverem 
may not of, without he fey Ae reverence, Thaue 
buc leane lucke in the natch, sad yet is the 2 wondrous 


fos 

Jaan. Vow del thaw enane s Grwanage? 

Dre, Marry fer ,fhre's the Kitchin wench, & af greafe, 
and { know nox wha: vfe co pat her too, butto meke 8 
Lampe of her, and sun from her By acer I 
warrent, her sagges and the Tallow inthem, will burne 
2 Poland W unter : ifthe lives ull doomefdey hed burne 
a weeke then the whole World 

tus. complesvon is the of? 

Dro. Swert like my thoe, but her face nothing like 
fo cleane kept : for why? the fweets 3 man may goe o- 
wet-fhooes inthe prme of ft. 

Aats, That'sa feute chac wacet will mand. 

Dre. Neofa, ‘sin graime, Nese: flood could nor 


:Ufuchaone, as ames 


‘Dre, Nel Si: but her nome is three quarters, that's 
ae quarters ,will aot meafare her from hep 
te sp. 

ya Then the beares forne tredth ? 

Dre. Ne lenger from head 10 feat, then from heppe 
to hippe: the is {phericall, likes globe ; | could find our 
Countries in ber 


dots, In what part of her bedy Mtands Iretend ? 
‘Dre. Marry firin ber burockes, [foundit out by 


Dre, 1 found it by the bacrenneffe, hard in the pale 
of che hsad. 

fa, Where Fracte? 

Dre. Inher forbead, arm’ and reverted, making 
wasre againft her heire. 

Aas, Where Englasd? 

Dre. i teok'd for che chelkle CliGes, but ( could find 
no whunenefic in them, But] gecfle,léheod ia her chin 
by che fale cheume that ranne derweene France, and kt. 

A. Where Spaser > 

Dee. Feith I Caw ic not: but I felc ic hoe m her breth. 

dau, Where America, the ledes? 

Dre, Ob fir, her nofe, ell ore embeilithed wich 
Rabies, Corbuncies, Sophites, declining chele sich Af. 
peice thehor breath of Speine, who fent whole Ar- 
modecs of Carredts to be ballaft a her nofe. 

Aus, \Where food the Nelberlands? 

Dre. Oh fe, 1 did act felow. To coaclade, 
this or Diainer layd claimete mee, call'd mec 
Dreave, (wore! wes sfier'd to her, told me what priuie 
markes Ihad sboucence, 29 the marke of my thovider, 
che Mele mn ey accke, the gress Wast on my left srme, 
thec | aasaz‘d canne from her as 2 witch. ichinke Jf 
coy breft hed not beene made of faith, and my beast of 
Reole, the had transform'd me to e Curtull deg Ac mode 
soc curaci'ch wheele. 


faut. Go hie thee prefencly peli te therode, 
And if che winde blow eny way there, ~ 
} will net harbour ia this Towne co night. 


If any Berke pus forth, come to the Mare, 
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fal. Whadaimeleiesthecetbee? ====SS=i«;«S«fWhhere will walkerill then seummccome: 






T : “Tehinke ind ge ibeg 
iste J thinke to pecke,and be gene, 
Dro. As frome Beare o man woald ran fer life, 
So fie I from her chat would be my wife. Exb 
4uti, There's none but Wieches do inkabire heere, 
ths ches dedi cil tse echoed Coase fea 
t me cuca my foule 
Doth for a wike sbherre. Bet ber falre Gdles 










Poffeft with fuch a gentle igne grace, 

Of fach inchenting and 

Hath elaoh meade me Traitor to my felfe : 

But leaft any felfe be to {eife 

tt nf be gerne 
Enter tngelowith the Chame 

otag.M' Autiphoba, 

Anti, I chat's my name. 





Ang. Uknow it well fic, los here's the chaine, 
I chough: to howe cane you at the 
The chaine vofinuth’é made ane finy thus long. 
eteri Whee is your will chee | thal do wich this? 
otag Whee pleafe your fife Ge: I howe made ic for 


your 
Ams Modest Sor me fir, 1 befpoke it not. 
ate Not once, ner ewice, but cwenne wanes you 


Go home with s, and pleafe Wike wirhell, 
And foone ot Supper cme tle née yon, 
And then receive my money for the chaine, 
Aw. | prey you Ge ceceiuc the monty now, 
Fos feare vou ne're fee chaine, net mony more. 
Aug. Youare a merry man fe, fare you well. Exv, 
dun. What I thould chinke of chis, J caanes cell 
Buc ches J chinke, there’s ne man iso vame, 
That would refute (0 faire on offer'd Chaine 
1 fee aman becre needs net tive by thj(cs, 
When mm the fircets be mneeecs fach Galden jfes : 
Tete the Mart, and there for Drove Rey, 


Ifeny Chip pet ou, thea Rraight away 













Sun 
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Later a Merchant Gold{rish and on Ofvcer. 


Adar. You know fince Peuteco the fum 1s due, 
And fince! haue not much smportun'd you, 
heres pe a 
To Perfa, and want Galders for my voyage 
Therefore make {arisfadtion, 

Or Ile astach you by this Officer. 
Geld, Eucn iuft the fom chet J do owe,to you, 


Is tome 
pigs Bars eae 

He had of me a Cheine, at Bue s clocke 

I thall ceceiue the money for cht femne . 
Pleafeth you walke with me downe to his houle, 
} will diicher ge ay bond, and chanke you soo 












Zuver eAAncigholus Epht{-Dremis from. the Camtiaans, 
Off Thet about you (see:See where he comes, 
o-Bar, While } goto the Gold(miths houfe, go thou 

Aad 






Dey thane cope, and it howe to me. 



















De. Ibeys 3 I beys Bet thell bey chis (port os deere, 
EN od a og 
Amsis to : win fs 
Ipeanifed your peefence, and Caine, = Te your nocorious fhame, I doubt is noe. : 

; ane not Goldfmith came to me: 
our lave would left too long Ester Drowsie Sire. from the Bay. 


Dre. Mafter, there's a Barke of 


And then && the beares away. Our 
epcaderinscstpn foo On weias 
The Oyle, the Balfanaas, and Aqua-vinz. 


Tee eked aga. casas fceclewl esed Rig Sores 

{ fac bien ¢ aise land ; y for noughe a¢ 
rb pcoaneir aT fayes bat for ic. Buc for their Owner, Mafter,snd your felfe. _ 
doth, Lemn ne Garailh’d with the prefent monie: dta.How nowt s Madmsn? Why thou peeuith theep 
Befudes I bane fame baGaelle in the towne, Whats hip of Epsdamsnem fisies for me. 

Goad Signioe cake she firanges tomy houle, S.Dre. A thip you fent me too, to hier 

fick oaks As Chae bad wife dat, Thou dronken faue, [ fent chee for s 
Disburie dos fonnme, o2 the reccit Aad told thee ro what purpofe,and what end, 
Peschance ] will be there se foone as you. S.Dre. You fent me for 2 ropes end es (oone, 


Geld, Than you will bring the Chaing to ber your 

Asti, No beaee ic with por, leaf I comd not time €- 

Geld. Well Ge, I will ? Hane youthe Chaine about 
aon And if} bene act Gr, I hope you have: 


You fent me to the Bay fir, for a, Barke. 

fet. Iwill debate chis mater at more teifere 
Aad teach your eares to lift me with more heedes 
Yo eAdriaa Villeine hie thee firaighe: 
Gise her this key, and cell her in the Deske 
Thac’s cover'd o're with Turkith Tapiftrie, 
There is s purfe of Duckets, let her fend ix: 


Ovelfe you mney return your . Teil her, I am arrefted in the freer, 
Cad. Nay come! you Gr, give me the Cheine : Aad that fhall baile me : hie chee (lane, be gone, 
Wark winde and cle ; ‘ On Officer to prifon, till it come, Exam 


had Ieeo bleme heue beld him heere too long. 

etai, Good you viechis dalliance to excefe 
Your breach of pe to the Papemmne, 
Uhould hewe chid you for not bringing i, 


to drawie. 
tar. The houre ftesies on, I prsy you fir difpstch. 
Geld. You heare bow he importenes me, the Chainc. 


5S. Dremie, To ofdreane thac is where we din‘d, 
bese peers did wai me fos her ee 
istoobigge J hope for me re compafie 
Thither [@Uf, akthough agesaR ray wills” 
For ferusacs auf cheis afers mindes fulfill. fst 


Enter Adriana snd Luciona. 

Ady. Kh Lacuna, Sidhe tempt thee fot 
Migh<’ft chou perccioe aefleerely in his cie, 
That he did plead in earneft, yea or no: 
Loak'd he or red or pale, of fad or merrily ? 
What obferuation mad’ft how in chie cafe ¢ 
Oh, his hearts Meteors tilting in his face. 

Lee. Firfthe deni‘de you had inhim no right. 

Adr, He meant he did me none : the more my fpigt 


Ala, My befnelle cannot ce this dellisnce, 

Good fir fay, whe'ryou | anfwer me, or 50: 

Hast, Ile lesac bien to the Offices. . 
én, lakwas you? Whee (hould I sofwer you. 
Geld, The monie chat you owe me for the Chaine, 
fe, Lowe you anne. dll | reczise the Chaine. 
Gad, You know ! gave it you halfe an houre fince. 

4a. Yougguemenone, you wrong meemechto 

on Ger in denying tt. 
You wrong me more 3 
Conder how it Stands spon my credit. 
Mar, Well Officer, sxteft him at my faite. 
OR. Ido, snd charge you in che Dukes name to0- 


Lac. Then {wore he chat he was 6 
ddr. Kod wrue be (wore, though yer forfworne ln 


were, 
Lac. Then pleaded I for 


Firtt, he did prsife my besutle, then my 
Ar, pif {peeke bim faire? 
Lac. Heue patience befeech. 


Gell, This couches me in cepurazion ddr; \ cannot, nor I will not held me fill, * 
Bcher confeux 20‘ sis (aan oe, My ton e, though not ay hesrt, thall beac his will 
Or Leach you by chia OfBcet. Heis ctooked, old, end fere, 

fet. Content to pay chee chat I newer had : pel aniston ay ersten gg 
Acceft mefoolith low if shou dar ft. Vicious, vngende, foolith, vnkinde, 





Stigmaticall in making w osfe in minde, 
Lac. Who would be iealous then of fech a one ? 
No evill loft ts wail'd,when it is gone. 
Ad. Ab bar I chinke him berter then I fay : 
And yet would berein others cies were waste: 
Farre from her neft che cries awey} 
My heart praics for him, though my tongue doe curfe. 


Eser S.Dromie. 
‘Dre. Here goc: the deske, the purfe {weet now make 


Lae, How haft thou loft thy breath? 
.S.Dre. By cunning fatt, 

Ae. cis thy Mafter Dremio? Is he well ? 

S.Dre. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worfe rben hell : 
A diuell in an evestaftin thath him; 
On pe pests seg! with fteele - 
A Pairie,pictileffe an : 
A Wolfe,nsy worle, s fellow all m beffe . 
A back friend,» fhoulder-clapper, one chat countermsds 
The paflages of allies,creekes,and narrow lands : 
A hound that runs Counter, snd yet draws drifoot well, 
One chat before the ludgmét carries poose foules to hel. 

Ad, Why man,whac is the maecer ? 

S Dre. 1doenot know the matter, hee is refted on 
the cafe. 

Ads, Wharis he errefted?tell me at whofe (vire? 

S.Dre. Tknow not et whole (vice he 1s arciied well; 
Dut is in a fuice of baffe whach refted him,rhat cso J cell, 
will you fead him Miftris redemption, the mome in 
his deske. 
Adr. Go fetch it Sifter : this I wonder at. 

Exit Lacsoea, 


Thas he voknowne to me fhould be in debe : 
Tell me,was he arefted on a band? 
S.Dre, Not on sband,bazon a ftronger thing : 
A chaine,a chaine, doc you not here it nng. 
Adria. Whar,the chaine ? 
$.Dre. No,no,the bell, ‘sis time chat [ were gone : 
Ie wee cwo ere } left him,end aow the clocke {trikes one. 
Jide. The houres come backe, that did I neve here. 
S.Dro, Obyes,ifany bowre mecte 2 Scricart,s tures 
backe for verie 
Adri, Asif cime were in debt: how fondly do'ft choe 
reafon? 
S.Dre. Time is a verie bankeroat,and owes more then 
he’s worth to feafon. 
Nay he's a theefe too : haue you not beard men fay, 
That time comes ftealing on by night and dey? 
1 laelcislesesolaenty ie peer ahaa 
Heth be not reafon co curne backean house ine day? 


Buter Luciana, 
Ad. Go Dromie, there's the monie,beare it firaight, 
And bring thy Msfter home imedissetp. 
Come fifter, | am prefi downe with conceit: 
Conceityny and my wiurie. 


Emer Autipbotes Siracufia. 
There's noe 8 men I meere but doth Glueeme 
At if I were their weil sequainted friend, 
And everie ove doth call me by my nome : 
Some tender monie te me, fome lowite me; 
Some other give me chenkes for kindnefies 
gome offers mc Commodities to bey. 
Ewen cow atailor cal'd meinhis hop, 


And fhow’d me Silkes that hehed forme, 
And cherewichall cooke mesfare of my body. 
Sure chefe are but imeginarie wiles, 

And laplend Sorceress iahabice here. 


Ener Drewie.Sa. 
S.Dre. siprlepalchand Jyp iolaaieehgee re 
hane you goc the piGure of mew spparel'd? 
af Whs gold isthis? What afdem deft thos 
meene? 


S.Dre, Not chat Adem thee kept the Parsdife: bur 
that ddem that keepes the prifons hee thet goes im the 
calues-skin, chee wes kil'd fer the Prodigal: hee tha: 
came behinde you fic tkean cuill engel,and bid you for 
fake your libertie. 

Am. | enderftend thee act, 

S.Dre. No? why ‘tis a pleine cele: be chee went like 
3 Bafe-Viole in a cafe of leather ; the man fr, thet when 
pee are tired gives them a fob, and refs them: 

¢ fie,cher cakes pictie on decaied men, sad gives chem 
fuites of durance: be thet fers vp his reft to doe more ex- 
ploics with bis Msce,chen a Moris Pike. 

eter. What thou mesn'R an officer? 


go The fellow is difivs&.sad f am, 
And here we wander in illufions : 
Some bleffed power detiver vs from hence. 


At. Ici che dinell. 

S.Dre. Nay, the is worfe,the is the diacis dam : 
And here fhe comes in the habit of @ light wench, end 
thereof comes ,that the weaches fsy God dam me, Thst's 
apical spencer oe ar is writ- 
ten, they appease co men like angels of li is an 
eficdt of fre and fice will borne serge ; sta, abgcles 
burne come not ncere her. 

Car. Your man and you are marusilous merrie fir. 
bile Aaah rapelegrraatiel waeae andi here? 

rian fter,if do expe fpoon-mesee, or befpeske 
8 poone, 

S.Dre. ie 8 t 
eate with the divell. is 

Mat. Avoid chen fiend, wha tel thou me of txp- 
Thou art as you sce all a forcereffe : (pug? 
I coniare thee colesue me,and be 


S.Dra, Some dvacis ashe bur the paringn of enearwile, 





ems np acs Sladcnaige del Hp See acherrie- 
flene : but fhe more cowetous, have s cheine:Ma- 
fher be wife, and if pou give it her, the disell will (hake 
ber Chzine, aad vs 
Car. pray you fir my Ring, ot elfe the Chaine, 
Thepe you do sot mrane to cheate me fo? 
At. Asem thoa witch: Come Dremie let vs go. 
$.Dre. Fhe pride (ates the Pes-cocke, Miftris chet 
yeu know. Exe. 
Car. Now out of doubt Asrtphbelac is mad, 
EMfe would he acuct fo demmeane himieife, 
ARang be hech of mine worth forue Duckets, 
Aad for the farne he premis’d we 3 Chane, 
Both cac and ether he denies me now 3 
The reafor that 3 gather he is mad, 
Befedes cus prefens infisnce of his rage, 


Beka his wife sequasmed wich hes fics, 
Os fhur the doores again his way: 
My way is now to bie home to his houle, 
Aad ceil hes wesfe, that being Lunscicke, 
Herefh'd iaco my boule, aad tooke 


That I fhould be strach'd in Epbe{av, 
Lecll yoo ‘cwll Sound hesthly us he: eares. 


EuserDremes Eph with 

Herre conves ony Moa, I chinke he 
How now fis? Heee you thst I fent you lor? 

E.Dre. Here's thas 1 warrant you will pey chem all. 

Asi. Bor where's the Moncey? 

2.Dre, Why Gr, | gase the Monie for the Rope. 

Ass. Free bendsed Deckers villaine for a rope? 

E. Dre. Ue forse you far fue bendred at the rate. 

fat. To eaten end did I bid thes hie thee home? 

£.Dve. To szopes end fir, end to ches end sm Tree 
cued. 

At. And co thet cad Ge, { will welcome you- 


sear seme 
nee Ney ‘tis for mete be patient, I am le edues- 


Good sew bold 
von Ne, redehen vo hold his haends. 
ni, Thos fenfelefic Villain. 
E. Dre. | would 1 were fenfeleffe (tr, chat] might 
ont fecle your blowes. 
Thou art fenfible in nothing bet blowes and 
fo is an Affe. 
E.Dre. 1 am an Afe indeede, you my it by 
oy lengewes. I haoe ferocd him from the “2 
to this inflant, and hame nething ot his 


for ny feruice but blowes. Whee 1 am cold, be heaes 
me with beating : riser I am warme.be coctes me with 
besting : I sex wak'é with ic whea I Becpe tais'd with 
Rhwhenl fi, dcement of deores tc when I got 
frome, weiconrd home with ix when I rerurne pay 
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I beare it ie rere a begger woont her brat : 
and I chinke when be bach larn‘d me, I thall begge with 
it from deoce to doore. 


Entcr eAdriant, Lociona, Coartiz.as, aud a Sebedie- 
wafer, call d Pinch. 


i Come goc aleag, my wife is comming yon. 


ther the pr 
Aas. fice pasucath Beats Dre. 
Curt. now? Is not yous husband mad ? 
Adr. Fis lochedivy confiemes b> lefle 

Good DoGor Pinch, you sre a Convurcr, 


efor. There is psa acapntertyant waht 
this men, 
) 


ddr. husband, Ged 
this ties, 
Free from thefe (lenders, and this epen theme. 
reg Dis'd os home ? Thos Valsing, whe fsyeft 
Dre. Sit foork to (ey, you did nor ding at home. 
dime, Were not eny doores lockt vp, snd I {hut cus? 
Dre. Perdie, your doorcs were locks, and yeu fhas 


om. 
tats, And did not fhe her felfe reaile mechere ¢ 
Dre. Sans Fable, the her feife renil’d pou there, 
Aas. Did noc her Kachen aneide taune, and 
fcoruc me? 
Dre. Certa the did, che kitchia veftell {coun’d you. 
Ait, And did n0t Lin rege depert from thence ? < 
Dre. Invernic you did, my boves beares wicacha, 


Ad. sr te hin in croucraries? 
Pinch. It is no theme, the fellow finds bis vaine, 
Aod te him, humors well his frenfie. 


at. Thou haft Sabborm’d the Goldimich co ssyeft 


mee. 

Adv. Ales,1 (eon you Monieto redeeme you, 
PY Drm Menieby ec? Hear sad good wil oo might 

me? ‘on mn 

Bat futely Mafier noc 2 of Moaie. } 

At, Werf nat thos tober fore perfe of Duckers. 

Adri. He came tome, end | deliver dit. 

Lect, And] em witneffe with her that the did: 

Dre. Godend the beare me wicnafle, 
Thos I was fenc for sporty dl 

Pinch. Miltris, bosh Man and 1s pofleA, 
Ihnow ic by their pele and deadly lookes, 








They muft be bound and lside in forme darke roome. 
An Ssy wherefore did ft thou locke me forth today, 

And why doft chou denie the bagge of gold? 
Adr. \did nor gemie husband locks thee forth. 
Dre. And gentle Mr I receiu'd no gold : 

Bat I contelle tr, thac we were Jock'd oat. 
Adar. Diffembling Villain, chou (peak’ft falle in both 
tus. Diffembling harlot, thou art falfe in all, 

And art confederate with a dammed packe, 

To make e loathfome abieR (corne of me : 

Bat with thefe nailes, Ile plucke out thefe falfe eyes, 

That would behold in me this fhamefull (port. 


Enter three or fouve, and offer vo binds bem: 
Ai 


on : 
4dr, Ohbinde him, binde him, let him not come 
neere me. 
Punch. More company, the fiend is ftrong within him 
Lew Aye mt poore men, how pale and wan he looks. 
tn, Wher will you murther me, thoe [ailor thou ? 
Jem thy prifoner, wilt chou fuffer them to make e ref- 
cue? ‘ 


. Mafters let him go : he is ifoner, and you 

ituucum P 

Puch. Go binde this man, for he is franticke too, 

etd. What wilt chou do, thou peesith Officer ? 
Haft chou delight co fee a wretched man 
‘Do outrage and difplesfere to himfelfe? 

Of. He is my prifoner, if 1 let him go, 
The debt he owes will be dof me. 

Adr. 1 will difcharge thee eve I go from thee, 
Beareme forthwith ynce his Creditor, 
And knowing how the debt growes I will pay it. 
Good Mafter Dodtor fee him fafe conuey’ 
daira daca eepaiteam ss 

Art. Oh molt vnhappie : 

Dre. Mafier, lam heere entred in bond for you. 

Aue. Our on thee Villeine, wherefore doft thou mad 
mee? 

Dre. Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good 

ivell 


Moafter, ery the divell. 
Lae. “Cod helpe poore foules, how idlely doe chey 
alk 


Ce e 
ddr, Go beme him hence, fifter go you with me: 
Sey bow, whole fuice ishe orrefted at? 
Exewnt. Manet fh 01d. Luci.Courtinan 
Off. One etugele a Gold(mith, do you know him? 
Ady, \Vkoow the man : what is che fomme he owes? 
Of. T veo hundred Duckets. 
Adv. Say, how growes it due. 
Off. Due for a Chaine your husband had of bim. 
Ade, He did befpeake 2 Chain for me, but had it not. 
Car. When es your husband all in rageto day 
Came to my houfe. and tooke awey my 
The Ring Ifaw his now, 
Strarght after did I meere him with s Chaine. 
Adar, lemey be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Come Jailor, bring me where the Goldfmith is, 
Tlong to know the truth heereof st large 


Ester Actiphelns Siracufa with bis Regier drawne 
aud Dronsle Sirac. . 
Lac. God for thy mercy, they tre loofe againe. 


Ad. And come with naked {words, 
Let's call more helpe to have pee eres span 
all om 











OF. Away, they 1 kill vs, fot 

Exeat omvcs, at fof as may be, foighted. 
S. eat. 1 fea thele Witches ace affraid of ‘werds. 
S.Dre. She that wouldbe your wife, now ran from 


you. 
efu. Come to the Centaur, fetch our fiuffe from 
thence: 

Thong that'we were (afe and found shoard, 

Dre, Faith Ray heere chis night, they will ferely do 
ts no harme : you faw they ve faire,giec vs gold: 
poriyersinenn Mebane red einen 
the Mounteine of med ther claimes maziage ef me, 
ee aaa aad heart to Ray heere Mill, and tame 

ite 

tar, I will not ftay to for ell che Towne, 
Peat taeaaeberlvan sr aeteuer| Exume 
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Ester the Aderchest and the Geldfuith. 

Gold. 1 om forty Sir that I baue hindred 
Bat | proteft he had the Chaine ofme, ae 
Though moft difhoneflly he doth denic it. 

= aoe ts oe Chern d beers taithe Crt 

Gi very teverest reputation 
Of credie infloite, highly below'd, = 
Second co none that lives beere in the Cieie: 
His word might beere my wealch at any time. 

Mar Speake foftly yonder ss | dunke be walkes. 


Ewer Antighelu and Dremie sgaine. 

Geld. “Tis fos aied chat felfe chainetsbeut his necke, 
Which be forfwore moft monfroufly co hae. 
Good fir draw neere to me, Ile fpeske co him : 
Signior Auspbolan, [ wonder much 
That you would put meto this thame sad trouble, 
And not without fome fesndall to your felfe, 

With circamftance end oaths, fo to denice 

This Chine, which now you wease fo openly. 
Befide the charge, the thame, isupri 

You haue dooe wrong to this my honeft friend, 
Who bet for flaying enpur Controverfie, 
Hed hoifted faite, and put ta fea to dey: 

This Chaine you hed of we, can you deny 1? 

aut. Ichinke I bad, J neuer did deny it, 

Adar. Yes that you did fir,and forfwere it toe. 

Am, Who heard me to denic it or forfweare it? 

Afar. Thefe cares of mine thou knowft did hear thee : 
Fie on thee wretch, ‘tis pitty thst choalia'R 
iid dirt priesdaalaaehs 

ant. orca Villaine to impeach me thus, 
Tle prove mine honor, aod mine honeftie 
Againft thee »ifthow dar’ ftand: 

Ada. | dare and do defie thee for 2 villaine. 






















j0 too, and beare them to e 

S.Dre. Renne mefter ren, for Gods (ake cakes houfe, 
Thisis fome Priorie, in,or we are {poyt'd, 
pulpal it oe 
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Enter Ladie Abbefe 
My, Bc qua wherefé hither? 
Zs. To kexch my pvore dlradndtanbced hence, 
Lex os come m, that-we mzy binde bim fa, 
and beare hisn home for Ha tecoverie, 
Cold, 1 knew he vvas trot in bis perfe& wis, 


Ade. 1 en lorry now thst I did draw on him. 
&. How long tash this held the msn. 
Ade, This 


youthfall 

Gheie ses che léhvesty of gazing. 
Which of thefe forrowes is he fubteR t00 ? 

Abr. To noac of thefe, except it be the lat, 
Namely, fome lou shat drew him oft from heme, 

&, You fhould for tha have repeeheades kim. 

BT ot roogh eooegh 

@, Ubu not enow 

4é. Asrooghly es my modcflie would lerrm 


MH. ia 
pri legs ae 
4, I, but nor h 


The vencene clamers of a icaloas woman, 
Poifons meee deadly then 3 atad ry ngiaper 

ts fensnes his fleepes veere hindred rathng, 
Aad dherenf comes ic chat his head eke 


fies 
Hath fcar'd chy basbead from the vic of wits. 
eewer bute 


Good peopic encer,snd ley hald on him. 
4b, No oot 2 crearcse enters inmy hoale. 
44, Then let your feraants bring ary hasband fotch 
Pert etendl lonkaresady sal sosearabyigeal 
ie aseare 2ibemaa your heade, 


Ae. Veil acend my  belris ante, 


Diet his icknefe, for it Is my 
And will have no bor my 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 
AS. Be pacient, for I will noc let Mn ftirre, 
Till I have vs'd che meanesT heue, 
With whotfome ferrups gts,ead holy prsyers 
To rsikt of tens Geren aeticcees 
Icis a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable dutie of my order, 
Therefore depart, anid lesee him heere with me. 
Ad. \ willnot hence, and lesue my husband heerr: 
And ill ic doth befeeme your holineffe 
Te leparese ct bee and the wife. 
746. Be quiet and depert, chou fhale not hene him. 
Lec, voro the Duke of this indignity 
Ab, Come go, I will fall proftrare at his fete, 


Ma. Tofee a rewcrent Siracnfas Merchaat, 
Who pat yniockily into chis Bay 
Agsiak the Lawes and Starurcs of this Towne, 
peblikely for his offence. 
Geld. See where they come, we wil bet old his denh 
Las. Knedle to the Duke before he pale the Abbey. 


Ester the D be Merchant of Sir 
phic apo prpil od 


Dake. Yet ence egeine proctakme |t publikely, 
Ifany friend will pey che fumme for him, 
He hall nos die, fo much we tendes him. 
Ad, \oftice moh facred Duke sgainht the Abbeffe. 
Duke, She isa vertuous ands reverend Ledy, 
gph vic etter iedeoni mses hashed, 
May ie € race, 
Who ImudeLordofmme,ecdailibey 


With him his bondman, aff 2s mad as be, 

Doing difpleafure to the Gaizens, 

By ruthiog in theis houfes : bearing thence 

Rings, lewels, wy thing bisrage didlike, 

Once did I get hien bound, ead fent him home, 

Whil'ft co cake order for the wrongs I went, 

Anea I wotnot, by w Rreng 

He broke Tross hse thes bod gourd afkien, 

And with his mad stsendans and hi 

Esch one with irefull peffion, with drawne frrords 

Met vs epaine, sod madly bent en ve 

Chac’d vs away ; cil rsifing of more side 

We came againe to binde them then they fled 

Ianto this Abbey, whecher we ‘d them, 

And heere tbe Abbeffe {nats the geces on vs, 

And will not feffer vs to ferch bis out, 

Nor fend bim forth, chat we may beuse him hence. 
I Therefore 
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emoft Duke with thy command, 
Let hin be forth,and borne hence for helpe. 
Deke. Leng Bace thy hasbead feru'd me in my wars 


And Icochee iogag’d 9 Princes word, 
When thou didft make bire Mafler of thy bed, 
To do him all the grace 20d good J could. 
Ge fome of you, knocke at the Abbey gace, 
And bid che Lady come tome : 
{ will determine unis before | flirre. 
Ses ME Se 
Oh Miltris, Miftres, thift and fave your felfe, 
My Molter ond his ara are both broke loofe, 
Beaten the Mavds s.cow, and bound the Dodtor, 
Whole beard they hauc findg’d off wich brands of Ge, 
ocandhalge pairimerell eae eee 
Great pailes of peddled myre to quench the hire; 
MyM. preaches pertence co him, and the while 
His men wich Cizers nickes him hike 2 foole ; 
And fare (vnleffe you fend fome prefer helpe) 
Becweene chem they will kill the Comerer. 
Adr. Peace foole, thy Mafter and his mao are here, 
sip wares F to v5, 
~ Miltris, + eT cel you crue, 
Shears beeach'd abe Gace f did fee in. 
He cries for you, and vowes ifhe can take yous 
To fcorch yoer Rtas ned co Ogee YON: 
wom. 


Harke, hecke, 3 beere hire Miftris : Bie, be gone. 
Daly. Come ftand by me,feare nothing: guetd with 


ddr, Ay ene, tt is rary husband : wineffe you, 
Thotbe is Berne abou: tnvifidle, 
Bora now we hous'd him ia the Abbey heere. 
And oew he's chere,pafi thooght of humane realon. 
Laser oAfntipbolen, and E.Drenvie of E pbefis. i 
(fice, 
B-Ast. lehiice moft gracious Duke,ob grant me iv- 
Even for che feruicc chat long fince | did thee, 
Whea ! beftrid thee mn the warres, aad tooke 
Deepe {castes co fave thy life ; even for the blood 
That chen ! loft for chee, now grant me iuftice. 
Sha Fa, Vrie€e the feace of death doch make me 
dore, i fee my foane 4 and Dremie. 
tA labace(facee Prence)s ainft ) Women there: 
peisrterephsral aati me tobe my wife; 


Sogn attesh ee 
on is the wroa. 


s Difcouer how , end thou thels finde me inf. 
E. Ast, Thisdey (great Duke) the thus the doores 


opon me, 
White the with Harlocs fesfted in my houfe. 


rae mire elroy eign ane re 
Ae my good Lord. feife,he,snd my filter, 
Today did dine together : fo 

As this ls fale he burthens me all. 


This women lock d me out chis dsy from dinner; 
Thsz Goldfaich there, were he noc pack’d with ber, 
prea edi Saaele 
Who parted me to a Chaine, 
Breas Aing ve bring = te ths Perper, 
Where Baisbafar and I did deve together. 
Ovr dinner done, and be nor ¢ thither, 
I went co fecke him. In che freer I met him, 
And.n his companie ches Gendeman 
There did chus pener’d Goldfmith fwesre me downe, 
That 5 thes day of hime ceceru'd the Chaine, 
Which God he knowes, ] faw not. For the which, 
He did arreft me wich an Office: 
I did obey, and fens my Pela: home — 
Thesturly Iocpekethe Ofer 
€ 

LE esl geabyabalplie sy te Arrsoe 
y th'way, we met my wife her fi arabble mere 
of wilde Conkcderaccs : Along with bras 
They brought one Peorb,s hungry leane-fac'd Villsne ; 
A meere Anatomie, 2 Muuncbanke, 
A chred-bare lugter, and « Fortune-tetler, 
A ncedy -hollow-ey'd- fo srpe-looking - wretch; 
A lwio dead man.s This pernicious ove, 

cooke oo him ss e Conjurer : 


There left me and my men, both bound 

Till gnawing with my teeth my bondein ° 

I gain’d my icedome ; and immediately 

Ran hether te your Giace, whom I befeech 

To giwe me ample (arisfaGtion 

For thames, and indignities. 
Cald. My Lord, in truth, chus faz I weenes with hie : 

Thar he die’d ner a home, bur was loch’d ont. 
Deke. But hed be fuch a Chaise of thee,or a0? 
Geld. He bad my Lord,end when he ran in hesre, 

Chaine ebout his aecke. 


Heard you confeffe you had the Cheine of him, 
Afcer you firft forfwore it onthe Mart, 

Andt on I drew my fword on you 

Aad then you fled into chis Abbey heere, 
From whence | thinke you ere come by Miracle. 


ey chest acted Aa 


If heere you hoas'd him, heere he would hove bia, 


cine, 
Car. He did, a0d fr frachs ther Ring. 
@ ct. Tis oe ( Lng) aig td 
Daty. Saw’h chou bien cncer ox the A hensed 
Covs. As fare (ary Liege) 0s 1 do fee your Goeece. 
Dots Why chia le Sleeunge: Go call the Abbetfe hie 
I chinks you ere ell msced, oc Aacke med. ae 


Aadisnct thst your bendman Dreane 

E.Dre. Wich this houre I was his bondman fr, 
Bur he 3 chonbe hen gnaw'd in twe my ceeds, 
Now em 1‘Dremia, and his men, vadeund, 


E.Dromis. 1 Gr, ber I em fore I donot, and wharlo- 
eucr aman denies, you are now bound te beleeuc him, 


5.40. Kgvesert thou net? of offt his 


hadfi a wife ence call'd e Lada, 

That bore thee at a berthen two fa ire fonnes? 
Oh if chow bee'ft che fame Egeon, fpeake: 
oaks Why here begin he Meming 
pr nah brathdes two fo like, 
And chefe wwe Dreaste s, ene in 
Befides hes urging of her wracke at fea, 
Thefe sce che parents to thefe childsen, 
Which scci sre met together. 

Fa, If i dreame not, thou srt «4 anlia, 
If chow art the, reil me, wheres chat fonne 
Thas floseed with thee ow the facail rafe. 


Nonlecighs : 


Wher thea became of them, | cannot cell: 
1, co ches fortune thet you fee mee a. 


. re Sead ‘0 from (winrb fe. 
rips No oes I, lcame kom Sram. 


Dadg, Seay, ftand apart, | know noe which is which. 

E. dat. I came from Cormth ny wot Leed 

E.Dre. Aad | with bum. eerie 

E. Ast. Brought ve chis Town by thet moft femeus 
Warticer, 


Duke Adcnaphes, your molt renowned Vackle, 


dr, Which of youtwo ded dine with me to day? 
Stat. 1, gemle Miftris. 
Ade, And a¢ not vou my husbend? 


E. Ast, No, 1 asy vo chet. 

S. Aa, Aad fodo l, yet did the call me fe; 
And chis faire Gentleweman bet GBer heere 
Did call me brecher. What I cold you then, 
Lhope I thall hewe leifere to make good, 
Ifcthis be noe a dresme I fee and heare. 

Goldfan. That is theCheine fiz, which you hed of 
mee, 
S. Aas. I chinke ic be fiz, I denie it noe. 

E. Aut, Aad you fe for this Cheine errefted ma, 

Geld. Ichinke I did fe, I it net. 

Ad. 1 foot you menie fe co be your baile 
By Droste, bux I thinke he brought ic net. 

& Dro No,noneby me. 

S.tate This parfe of Deckers I recein'd from you, 
And Dremve my coon did bring them me: 

I Tee we ftill ded enecte each others asa, 
Aad I was cane for him, and he for me, 
gr hardy aback debbie 

£.Am. Thefe Dockets pewne | for my father heare. 

Duk. 1c thell not neede, thy father heath his life. 

Car. Sit | rolt hone chat Dismmond from you. 

E.Aa. These cake k,sad mach thanksfor my good 


Abs. Renowned Duke vouchfafeto whe he putes 


one dees error 


Thet by chis frnpathized 
Home Siler deroeg. Gor, keepe vs convenes: 
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And we fhali make fu ll fatisfs@ion. ~———, Cone ge with vs, wee'l looke to that an0a, 
Thirtie three yesresh suc | but gone in trauaile , Embrace thy brother there,reroyce withhim, Ewe 
Of you my fonnes, and cill ehus prefens houre S-Dre. is a foc friend a: 
My heauie burchen ar ¢ deliucred : That kiechin'd me for 
The Duke my husband, end my children both, 
And you the Kalenders of cheis Nativiry, 
Go to 4Goffips feafl, and go wih mec, 
After folong grecfe fuch Nativiue. 
Dely Wi a3! my heart tle Goffip at this feel. 





Excruat onus. Manet the roe Dremie's and 
two Brochers. 
S.Dve. Mafi.thall 1 fetch your Auffe from thipberd? E.Dre. Nay then thus: 
E Aa. Drema,whx Ruffe of mine hat thou imberke | We came into the world like brother and brother = 
S Dre. Your goods thar lay at hoft fir inthe Centaur, | And now let's go hand in head, net one before another 
S.Aat. He ipeskesto me, ] em your males Drome. Exewa 












Much adoe about Nothing. 
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eA Sus primus, Scena prima. 





Ester Leenate Gensrvenr of Meffine, Innogen bss wife,He- 
ve hss dows iter , aad Beatrice bis Nesce with a meffenger 


° Lemate. 
eame inthis Leccer, that Dew Peter of Arrae 
goa, comes this night to Af 
Me. He is very neere by this : he was not 
three Leagues off when J left hiro 
Less, How many Gentiemen hase you loft wn this 


aéhan? 

Me. Bat few of any fort, and none of name, 

Leon. AviGonie is cwice it felfe, when che astchiever 
brings home full numbers: I finde heere, thac Don Pe- 
tev hach beftowed much honor on 8 yoog Flerentine,cal~ 
led Clasdse. a 

Afef. Much deferu'd on bis part, end remem- 
bred by Don Pedro, he hath wd court sped che 

comi shy ik ete SH Lambe, the 
Ess of Lice. hath indeede bercer bettred 
gar eel ares of me co tell you how. 

Lee. He hach as Vackle beere in 2ieffmma,wil be very 

enuch glad of it. 


~ I hane alceadie delivered him letters and chere 
sppcares much joy in him, even (o much, that soy could 
not thew it (elfe madeft cnough, without a badg of bit- 


Lee. Pies tcer ce, ee emnel 

Aéeff. ln mealore 

Lee. A bnde oserflow of kindoetfe, there are no fa- 
ces cruer, then thofe that are (o wafh'd, how couch bet- 
tex ts it to weepe st joy shen to ioy at weeping? 

Bes. d poop peu, Sighioe Ademeasce;eoas’d oes 

warres,or no? 

. I know none of thet neme, Lady, there was 

gone fach in the armie of any fore. 

Leos. Whatis he that you sske for Neece? 

Here. My coufin rneanes Signior Benedick of Padua 

MG. Ohbe's recura'd, and ss pleafant as caer he was. 

Beat. He fer vp his bils here in epee OMe 2 
Capia at the Flight : and my Vockles foole reading 
Challenge, {ublerib'd for Cupid, and challeng‘d him ar 
the Borbolt. I pray you, how many hath hee kil'd and 
eaten in thefe warres? Buc how hach he kil'd? for 
indeed, I promis'd to case all ofhis kill 

Leon. "Faith Neece, you taxe Signior Benedicke too 
aweh, but heel be meet wich you, I doubts it not 

Adef te hath done good feruice Lady in thefe wars. 

Beat. You had vidtuell, andhe heth nee to 
ease it : he's 0 very valiant Treacher-man, hee hath an 
exceDam 


sr A PSS A A — A SG 


MeJ. And a good (ouldier too Lady. 

Beat. Ands good fouldier toa Lady But what ishe | 
toa Lord? 

Me. ALordtos Lord, amantoamen, ftolt with 
ell honourable verwes. 

Beat, [tifa indeed, he isnoleffe then a tuft man: 
bur for the fuffing well, we sre all mortal. 

Leon. You rautt not (fir) miftake my Neece, chereis 
akind ofmerry war betwixt Signor Benedick, & her ; 
they never mect, bus there's a ski of wit berween 

m, 

Bea, Alas, he gets nothing by thes. In our laf con- 
AiG, foure ofhis hue wits went halting off, and now is 
the whole man gouern'd with one: (o that ifhee have 
wit enoughto keepe himfelfe warme, lee him beare it 
for a difference berweene himlelfe and his hosfes For it 
is all che wealth chat he hath left, to be knowne @ resfo- 
aable cresture. Who ts his compamon now? He hath . 
euery month s sew {wore broiher 

Moff. \srpofhble? 

Beat. Very esfily pofiible : he weares his faith bus as 


the fafhion o ae Cole ae 

eri » I fee (Lady) che Gen ts act in yous 
es. 

Bea, No,and he were, | would burne my ftody. But 

I pray you, whois his companion > Istherene young 

ecnow, chat will make s voyage with him to the 


well ? 
CAtef. He is moft inthe ¢ of che right noble 
ompany of theright 


Beat. O Loed, he will hang vpon him like 3 difes(e: 
he is fooner caught then the peftilence, and the ceker 
rens y mad. God helpe che nobie Clandie, ifhee 
haue caughe the Benedi&, it will coft bim a thosfaad 

iol fend 

Mef. twillhol swith ° 

Bea. Do good friend. a: 

Leo. You'l oc're run med Neece, 

Bea. No, not till shot lanusry. 

Ade. Dew Pedrois approach'd. 


Enter don Pedro,Clandis Benedicky, Baltbafar, 
and lebu the baftard. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leexate, you are come to meet 
your trouble : che fa(hion of the world is to suoid cost, 

you encounter ic. 

Leon, Neuet came trouble to my houfe in the likeneff 
of your Grace : for trouble Se a fhoald 
remsine: bue when you depart trom me,forrow abides. 
and happineffe takes his leaue. 

I) Pedrv. 


ach recy ties cold oe 
Boned. Were you in doubt chat you ask ber? 
reg Sigaior Benedicke, 00, for chen were you 8 


chi 

Pedro. You says it fall Renedicke,we may 
this, what you pee aman, truely the fachexs 
ieee 3 » for you ase like an honorable 


Leenate be her father, fhe would not 
Pathe: Risukdcss fc cl teceraiseible bie 


will @ill be talkin , fignior 
Berets nobody aarhesyou . 
am What my deere Lisle Difdsine 1 ere you yet 


Bae. Is it poffible Difdsine thould die, while thee 
_| bath foch awere foode to feede ik,e8 Signior Benedicke? 
cere eweennr commer 10 Diener ye ome 


bu Lhe rahi posigabertpceat but ie oe 
tate Iam losed onely you cxcepeed : 

I woeld I could finde fa my heme dee! hed oot 3 herd 
ee 


peat dwn LarwigiqnomnvoienyiatA would elfc 
have bee with a pernitions Surer, I thenke 
cold blood, I sa of your hemoar for chat, ! 


ise tan a7 Dea baie cease: ches 3 men 
ert ain 
your ja shee minde, 
fe fome Genclemen of wr thal f 8 
— cape 9 predeftinare 
_ Beat. Scratching could noemske it worie,and ‘twere 
fech @ face 2s were. 
Bene, We you sre a care Parrat cegcher. 
Boa, A bitd of my congue, isbecrer chanabes of 


Te peo. Tewoald may horle had the fpeed of your 
end fo econtinser, bac keepe your wey s 


aame, 
pe ate ead with a ladestricke, I know 


Pedro. This is che famene ofall: Leomere,fi 


ag nd 
2] dase fwearchee isno hypocrite, bac 
if af Lord, you thall not be fer 
Lov. weare, net - 
Fi ap my you 


Jobs, Ichanke you, 1am act of words, bot I 
cheake you. rene 


ampere y 

out we PB 

Exunt. Mant eaten 

Chas: Bemee nee nn mons dengenet fg: 


shoe Loenate? 
“Beas: Looted her not, but I looke on her, 
Clas, 1s the not amodeft yong 1 adie? 
Doe you queftion me as an honeft men fheuld 
dee, for my Gple truc indgement ? ot would you have 
poe yor aa as being a tyrant 


a No, I pray thee {peake in fober ind 
Beat; Why yfaith me thinks thee’s roo low for ahie 


doe not like her. 
» | pray chee tell me 


? 
(las, Can the world buie fuch s iewell ? 
Ba. ¥ yas og taser forage this 


Bene. I can fee yet without {peéteeles, and I feenp 
Gach martes : sorice mona nto 


{worne the contrarie, if Here woald be my wife. 
Bene, \ft come co this? in fai choot theweoeld one 
man but he will sharin 
wer (ee a barcheller of three 
aad thou wile needes ghey ad 


Clas, 1 would cae though Thad 


Eater don Pedro lobn the baff ard. 
Pedy. What fecret hath held you here, thet you fel. 
lowed not co Leonators ? 
sae 1 would yous Grace would confissine mos to 


eae 3 charge thee on ch 


eance, 
Sen. You heare, Count rie 


hy siepoipl ea 


worthie. 
- You (peske this to ferch me Lord. 
Pedr. Dyry wth ipakemy ge 
Deve, vhadbyay ots leas tant 


ermine. 
bce Thal lowe her, I feele 


Clee. And neuer conld awineaine his perc, bur inthe 
force of bus will. 
Ban, Thar 
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lete Rood out sgainft your brother , hee Beatrice. were on excellent man weremade 


tane 
ou cewly into his grace, where it is impoflible you 
d cake root,bur by the faire weather thac you make 
your felfe,it is needful that you frame the feafon for your 
owns harveft. 
lobe, Ihad rather be a canker ina then a refe 
in his grace,snd it bester fits my bloud to be difdein'd of 
all.chen to fafhion 8 carrisgeto rob love from any: inthis 
(though I cannot be {aid co be a fistrering honeft man ) 
Ss umolf net be debied but I ma plaine mg villaine.! 
eratrafied with a motfell , and enfranchifde with eclog, 
therefore I have decreed, not te fing in my coge: if hed 
say mouch,I would bite: ifL had my liberty,! would do 
eay liking . in the mesne time, let mebe char am, end 
feeke not to aker me. 
Cos. Can you makeno vie of your difcontent ? 
Jobe, 1 will make all vfe of it,for I vfe it onely. 
Who comes here? whst newes Ber arbie? 


arte , fi 
Bor. l cagna yooder a grese 
your brocher is royally erxertasned by 
give you intelligence of on intended marriage. 

lobe. Will le ferve for eny Modell co build mifchiefe 
on? Whacishec fore foole char betrotbes himicife to 


? 
- Mary tt is your brochers right hend. 
Jem, Who he mol exe Clandie? 
Ber. 
eaeok ploee fee deere were 
bookes he? ; 
” Ber, Mary on Flere, che deugheer and Heire of Leo- 


Bee, 
. a A very forward March-chicke, how came you 
tothit¢ 
Ber. Being encertein’d for a perfurner,es I was frnce- 
toome , comes cae the Prince and Clandio, 


ras,and there heerd i 8 chat thePrince fbould 
weoe Here for himfelfe , sud obcain'd her, gius 


the Prince 
Ica 
age 


Cor. Tothe death ray Lord. 

Seba. Lec eso che gren fepret, thelr cheere is the 
greaser thes I om {ubdued, the Cooke were of my 
minde: (hall we goe prowe whats co be done? 

Be, Wee'll wei vpon your Lordthip. eos 


—_—— 


ef dus Secundus. 


Enter Leenato, ts brother, bis wife, Eero bis daugheer, aed 
Boatsice bis nesce, and a kinfoias. , 


Lecnate, Ws ner Count Iehm bere at feppes ? 

Brother. Uaw him not. 

Beairece. How tartly that Gemleman leokes, I neues 
can fee him, bar I am heart-burn’d an howre after, 

Hero, Welsof avery melancholy difpofion. 


tuft in the mid-way betweene him and the one 
is too like en image and {eies nothing, snd th: other coo 
like my Ladies fonne, cuctmere tating 

Leow. Then halfe fignior Benedsrks tongue: in Comme 
Lebar mouth, and halfe Cownt Johns melanchely in Seg- 


Beat. Withs 8 good foot vnckie,and 
money enough in his {ech a man would winae 
women in the world, ifhe could get her good will, 

rsa tds ies rr ces ale 
busbend,if thoe be fo threwd ef chy tongue. 

Brecker, Jolsich thee's too curft. 

Beat. Too curktis more then curft,] thei leffen Gods 
fending thac way: for itis (sid, Ged fendes curft Cow 
thes: hornes,but co 8 Cow too curft he fer.ds none. 
Loon, So, by being too curft, God will fend yeu ne 


ce Iuft, tree peer desaaients fer the which 
og. lomas knees morging and 
evening : Lord, a coal toc ence bend with a 
beerdon his face,] hed raches lic in the woollen. 
eee . Yournty light vpen a husbend ther bach ao 

ar : 

Baviee, What fhould I doe with him ? dreffe him in 
wy apparcil,and make him my weiing genclewomanthe 
thac halr s beard jsmore then a vouth : snd he that hath 
00 besri, is leffe then a men : and hee that is more then a 
youth, a not for meersad hethac is lefe chen a men,] am 
not ferhim: therefore I will even take fizepence in cas 
neft of the Berrord,end leade his Apes inte hell. 

Len Wei you into bell, ; 


the dey slong. 
Brakr, Wolloece, Left yoo willberatsby your 
Beoatrev. Yes faith, it is my cofens dwie to make curs 
fie,and fry, #3 it pleafe you: for all tnee eefin, lez 
hin be eh fellow, or elfe males an other curhe, 
a Walkceuasaiee baed 
neece,] ene 
witb a busbend. eo 
Bearee Not till Ged make men of (ome other mers 
tall chen canh, would it not grieve a women te be ower. 
mafised witha of vallent duft ¢ to make sccount of 
died of wcalessed waile? we enclde. Geeork 
Adame Cornes ere ny brechren,sad trely i held ica fnae 
to metch inay kinced. 
Lee. wi ii remember what I told you, if che 
idea iz you in thet kinde, you know yeur war 
were, 


(tome) ate tur mache pene | 
pace faller and tater, till be inkes ince his grase. 
Samahe, 


eM ach adoe about 
Lemata. Con you 


Saurce. iheue « good rye vache, cao foro Cleech 


fo? 
Piers. When! lhe your freer , for God defend the 
Lave thenld be tike che cof. 
Pedro tty vilor 1s Phikemens tooke , withes the boule 


: Why 
” ea, re 
Mar. So woddant | fer you: ewne foke fer I hans 
goene iD 
Sous. Tacacua 


Tay 


+ Bak. Nomere words the Clarke is anfwered. 
Vefpla, | know you well enough, you ese Signiat ds- 


CUrfils. Come, come sce yes thinke ! dec asc know 
gee by your eacellens wis ? con vertuc hide 0 (eile ¢ goe 
ta, wouent, you sre be, graces will eppesre, and chese's 
send, 

Bes, Will you net ell me who wold you fo? 

Bes. Noe, you thali pardos me. 

Bes. Nes will you act sell me whe you are ¢ 


Bened, Not acre, 
Bes. Thar I wes difdainfell, snd that! hed my 


Best. Why he ws the Princes iesfter.a very dal} feole, 


his gids xs la devifing iapefssbie (leaders , none 
Serf thar Soes dchghe mn hots acd che commendation 
act in his wicte, ber in his vitlenie, for hee bech pleafech 
ence and them , andzhen they laugh athien, end 
beer hie : I amp Gere heis in che Fleet, [ would he hed 


boerded ase. 
Bou, When I know che Genclemum, Jie call kien whas 


= 


ln 
Ney, i ieee il Teil] lesee them 
erctheoext curing. | Seem 


Fon eal wah me? 

Clan. Whi re eed - 

Bes. Evento che next Willow, shoes yous own be: 
fineSe, Count. What falhion will pow weare the Gere 
lead off? About your necke, like on V ferers cheine ? Or 
vader your erane, lhe a Licurenants (cake > You maf 


chet ftele your 
Clas, (f12 will not be, Ile lence yeu. Ext 
Bes. Ales hare fowle, aow will he inte 
: But Ledie Beatrice thould know ane, 8 

mot me: the 


: be I 
vadeszhet tiie, becaele dponpatiarlbatay ber tae 


aptco do my feife tlem 
Dale (though bicer) dilpeGtion 
the world into hes perfon, and fo 
beresceged as I may. 


Paire. Sis Sees shacriae. did 
fer bien / ” oe se 





gertandas being forfaken,er vo biade bis rod , as be- 
ing worthy to be whipt. 

at rie pres sr favle ? cae 

Bene. 2 Scheole-doy , 
being auer-ioyed wits eodiog cbucdameh, hovicon bs 

and he flestes ix. 

Pedro, Wilt thou make a truft, s tranfgrefion ? the 
tranigrefion is in the Besler, 

Ben. Yerit had not beene emifle che red hed beene 


to the owner. 
Bene. 1f cheit finging snfwer your (sying by my faith 


ee 
P The Beatrice hath 9 toyou, the 
crabs, The Lady Sentech quarelio you, th 


wreng'd 
Bene, Os alee me pot the endurance ofa block: 
lesfe on ix, would hese an- 


Horcaies have vernd {pic, yes, and hane cleft his club co 
secke the Gre too : come, take noe ofher, yeu thall finde 


fome 
is beere, amen may Itwe ss quiet in hell,esin , 
aad ear ica 


Emer Claudic and Beatrice Lemate, Here. 
Pedro. Leoke heere the comes. 


che worlds end’? 1 will goe on the flighteft 
to the Antypodes thet you can desife to fendameon: I 
will fetch yous now from the ferthe?t inch 


for me? 
Pedro. Nene defre compeny. 
Bows, Ppese'pty woop hae} ester om LAT 


° 


Exe. 
come, you hane lofi the heart of 


Signior e 
rors says mere Arado a ve 
bim v r 
Orns before he wonne ls of mee, wich Galle dice thereSoe, 
your Groce mey well fey I hene loft ix, 


Soa, The Comet 


ech fa oo che, 
2 Ovengevsed fome- 


Lome. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes : bis grace hath made the match, & ail grace 
fey, Amen to it. os 


Beate, 
bes etl Lappy ft cou fay, baw anech es 
i ? oe 
seine Lneyoss| peroneal yon, cd 
paar cofin, oc (if yeu connct) flep his meuth 
end let not hie acleher. 


? your father 
prelates 


fineGed . 

tame Nooce, zal you looks to chele things vald 
you 

Seat. Beay yon meray Vesta yor races Foaee 


troth 8 


Thaue heard my daughter fey, the hath 
ofven dream of vahappinelic, tod arent fr with 


Sheet connee lndure to heare tel of s husbend. 
Lemate, O, by no meanes, the mocks all ber wooes 
out of feice. 
Princ, Gas were m cecellecs wike for Bovaiek, 
Lease. O Lord, my Lanta ee 








weuld catke cheadelues medde. 
Clandie , when sacene yeu to gee to 


Clas. Te morrow my Locd, Time gocs on crutches, 
UE Loac howe all his rites 

Lesema. Net till moadey, wy deare foane, which is 
hence a inf (cece night snd 2 time too briefe too, to haue 
eff things enfwer minde. 

Prince. Come, you thake the head at fo long a bres- 
Sut I warrant thee CLasihe, the time thal aot 


cheng. 
ose 

























Pris, And yeu to geraie 


Benatishja nox the vohopefsieh busbead 
dete: th Er con pre hers fone 
Graine, of approved valour,end confirm 
eh ont nok fom nly at ea 


Sab. Tris fo, che Count Clandie (hal masry che daugh- 
ez of Lesnate, ; 
Bera. Yea my Leed, bur I con croffe ix. 


qhatGeoue: comes a bere bis 
wish anine, how canit thon croffe this marriage ? 
Ber. Mat honefily ay Lord, bac fe thet no 
thal in me. 
ag peer pari perp Gace how 
Ber. I I wld your a yeere 
Pic gr ac rye 1 aera 
pea te Fkre, 





sppols chamber ; 
- Salen. Whet Whe in in thar,co he the death of this mar- 


? 

a - The peyton of chat lies in you to temper, goe 

to the Prince your brother, {pare not co cell bum,thet 
Te hath ed hie Honore in marrying the renowned 
Qandia, whole eftimmion do you mightily bold rp, 108 

ibbbadin 

Jobe. What proofe (hall | emalee of chat ? 

Be. Proofe ch, romilefethe Prince, to vexe 
Chaudis.co endoe Here, and kill Lemare, looke you for s- 










©M sub adoe about Nothing.© 








107 


henor who hach made this match ) snd his fiends repa- 
tation, who is thus like te be cofen'’d with che fenblance 
of a maid,chst you haus difcover'd chus:they will frerce- 
beleeue this without triell: offer chem which 
beare no leffe likelihood , then to fee mee ot her 


be abfent,and there thall tach feeming truths of 
ashe vt bioe ther thetl he cal‘d effacance , 


everthrowne. 
tr pa shacharsal rer oar tckiprt I = 
pet ic in praGiife : be cmning werking this 
thy fee iss thoafend ducaces. , 
Ber, Bethou conftant in the ecenfation, and axy cun- 


ee 
I will prefentile een eee 


Bey. lam heere siveady fir. Rxie. 

Bene. Jinow ther, but | would haue thee hence, and 
heere agsine. 1 doe much wonder , thet one man fering 
how moch snother men is 2 foole, when he dedicates his 
behsuiours to lose, will efter hee hoth leughe at (ech 
thallow follies in others, become the of his 
owne foorne, by falling inlove, 6 {uch s men is Clandio, 
Thane known when there was no muficke wich him but 
the drum and the fife , aad now had hre rethes hesre the 
tabes and the pipe : | haus knowne when he would hone 
walkt cen wile afooc , to fee 8 good srmor, sod sow will 


he he ten nights awake the fathion of s newdub- 
Jet: he was wont to Mt to the purpofe (like 
aiehs awe Toubucuboner wat 

- ares ical , fifo 
meny ypeeacselpe seGranaca tock 
thefe eyes ? Icannoctell , Pthiake act : | willnot bee 
fvrorne, but lowe mey trensforme rec to sn but Ife 


ee eee, ee 
of what colour God, beh / the Prince ead 
Monfieur Lose, | will hide me in che Arbor. 


Ester Prince,Leenate,Clandio, and lackg wilfen, 
Prin, Come, thal) we heave this maficke? 
Clad. Yes my Lerd : how fill che evening ie, 
As butts on to grace harmonte. 
Pres. See you where Bonsdichy hath hid hienfelfe ? 
Clea. O very weil my 
Wee'll fic the kid- foze with « penny worth. 
Priace. Come 





Prince. Iu ts che wivoefle fill of excellencie, 






notes, 
Fics dos suats ol sane Gets ore a woes himelfe in foch reverence. 


Preece. et sepa ik Ae %, 
Bene. Now deaint sire, now is his foule rasifhe, is x 

theepes guns fhoald bale foulesout of 
? well, abersefer my money when all's 


wrice co ham chat | loue bien } 


mognere ditsins, fing me anee, 
dumps fo dull ond boany 





Priece. By my troth a good 
Baits. Anden ul finger ry 
Prince. He,no, 00 faith, chou Ginght weil cnough for s 


thes (hould heuc how!ld 








Priece. hast naan ging sees acklnl pH aod torment the 





Presce. what of pefhoa thewes fhe 
Chand, les Aba iain prea etre 









bee hong ighcber (pt hadbeensinalocible ngaind al 
sgt 






Los. | would hanefworne bad my Lord cfhecially 





egunf Bened che. 
Bewe. 1 fhoald chinke thie a gull, buc char che whire- 
besrded fellow se: knamery cannot fure bide 





Claad, He beth cane th infobtion,bold + vp. 
Preece, Hath (hee mede her affection known to Base. 


dicky ? 
Lemate. No, sad (weares the newet will, chazs ber 


torment, 
Chand, Tis creeindeed, fo hes fabes : fhall 
1, Cares the, that haue fo oft encownred bam with (come, 
« 









-Lee. Thies faies thee now wher thesis beginning to 
wriseto him, for fhee'l be vp twenty times « night, end 
cere wi Gr abe fino oem encen sie 

vs all. 



















Clan, To vehet cad ¢ he would baz makes fport of, 
worfe, 





poore 
Pre. Andhe fhould, it were en alenes to heng him 
fulpuion,) 











Cle. OL, falke on, Ralke on,the foule fis. I did ne. 
wer chinke that Ledy wosld hsue loved sny msn. 
Lees, No nor I neither, but moh wonderful, chat the 


of 

Bene, 1s't poffible ? fits the winde in thas corner ? 
By my troch wy Lord, I cannot tell whet to 
it, bucthat fhe lowes him with an inreged affe- 
Qien, ic 1s psf the infinite of choughs. 
Prince.-May be the doch bur coancerfeit, 


secher chan fhee will bece one breath of her 








ard ¢ fory I peay you tell Ssuedichy of ic, and heare 






die, heelouehes noc, and thee will dee ese thes 
make her lowe knowne, sod fhe will die if bee wooe ber, 








Pria. She doch welhithethookd mabe wnderoton 





-— Sa 


— =~ 




















resadbrled pansnedes rare aim ht 
















gs pap cam A aor 

Prin. He hath indeed a good eucwerd happincs. Bene. Mugen ee 

Clas. ae brary isis et ek Beat. ¥ ea iuft fo enuch as vpon 8 inives 

Beene te re fperkes thas ere like ae Romacke 
you well — 

om And I cake him to be valianc. Be. Ha, agsing i111 oem fere co bid you 

Pros. As Firtter d is you, sod sive memnging of into donner: there's 8 roeening inchs: : I cooks 







Go more psines for thofe thankes then you tooke paines 
to chanke me, that’s as much a8 to fay,any paines that I 
cake for you 10 0s eafie as chankes : if I donot cake pitty 
Se en eles | 
will goe ges ber psfiure. Ese. 


alee sircus, wnacens ens 


Len, Co at ae emu bere 
peace, fihee breake the pesce, hee owght to enter inte 8 
yas peat-repticg ay 
Pre. Aad fo will he doe, for the men doth fears God, 
hewlocwes ix feemes not in him,by fome ieafts hee 
will make: well, | sm forry for your niece, we gos 
owe, 


Cland, Neuer tell him; my Lerd, let her weare it ow 
with geod coenfell. 
ry Nay that's imspofible, the may weare her heart 
on 
Prin Well we will beare further of it b re 
cer, let it coole che while , I foue 
could with he would stearate 
i egg pr dt ue fo goods 
Lord, will you walke?dinner is 
See 

















eA Sus Tertius. 


















Hever Here and rwe Geutlomen, Maryarct, and Vrfale, 


Here Good Mareres rumne thee to the parlour, 
There thak thou finde my Cofin Brarrite , 
with che Prince sad Clandie, 
Whiiper care, end tell her 1 s0d > rfula, 
Welke inthe Orchard,s0d our whole difcourfe 
Is all of her, {sy chet chou oves-heardit es, 
Andbidhe Aerie ince tbe pleached bower, 
Gickleacipenad by iba (anne, 
Ftd Gene co enter : ike frecuriees . 
by Princes, thas sdeance their A 
pen chat power that bred it, there will fhe hide her 
Te lihesou/parcck: sister ota 
Beare chee weil snie, and lene ve slone. 
dary. Te make her come | warrant ‘ent 
Here. NiGIGE wis beedene " 
As we do trace tis alley eel i 
1 | Oureaka wef oney bol Brnkct 
When 1 doe name him, jet irbe chy 
Le serps tach ie biked onan 
5p So talkeco thee maft be how Beardicke 
¢ in lowe wich Beatrice: of thus macier , 
isle Capa erahry arrow made , 
Thee encly wonndeby har aysoom begin 











= 

















tons dongs sede feck se, dacabe thew : let vs 
fend hes to call hier mo dinner, Exewe, 

Bear, This cen be no tricke,che conference was fedly 
berne, they have che cruth ofthis from Hers, they feeme 
te pattie che Ladys it feemes her affections hace the full 





















pe 
dy iy Lay, ‘isacruth, Ican 
pensar Sie and vertuous, ris fo , Icannet re- 


prove it, und wife, but for loung rae, by my croch it is 
te addrioe to her witte, nor no great ergument ef her 
folly; for 1 wil be horribly in lou wich her,1 ney cheace 
hawe fome odde quirkes and remnants of wate broken 
camer, becsufe I hsecrsif'd fo long s iage: 
bet doth noc che appetite eiter /e men loves the meat in 
bis youth, thar he cannot indure in his ege. Shall quips 
und fentences, and thefe ballets of the breine ewe 
smen from che cereere of his humoer ? No, the world 
waltbe pe When I aid 1 would diea barcheler, I 
ds ane I fhoutd live all I were maried, here comes 
Bearecs : Chis day, fee's efotre Lady.1 dec fple louse 



































spr chee pabeecotrdar 

we neere her her care loefe aoching, 
Peebieral Meh e baite thac we lay for its 

No crucly Vrfala,the is coo difdeinfull, 

I know hes (pirics sre as coy and wilde, 












takes of lous in ber. AsH of therocke. 
Buc ere yoo fere, 
Eno Beatrice That Betedicky lowes Beatrice fo invizety ? 






Flor. So (aies the Prince,sad oar crothed Lord. 


Ben, Againh exy wil I am feat 00 bid you come in to enter 


, Sum, Faire Bactrice, I thanks you fer your palncs. 
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To with hie wraftle with affedtion , 
And ccuer to let Beatrice know of it, 

Wefala. Why did you f>,derh aot che Gentleman 
Deferue as full 28 foteunaces bed, 
As coer Bearics (hall couch vpen? 

Here. O God of loue! {| know be doth deferue, 
Aseoch as may be yeelded to 8 man. 
But Nature never frem'd s womans heart, 
Of prowder (tuffe chen that of Beatrice : 
Di and Scomne ride {parkling in her eyes, 
Mil-prizing what they looke on,and her wat 
Values ic feife fo highly, that to her 
All matter cite fecmes weake:(he cennot love, 
Nor take no thape ood daa of sffeion, 
Shee is fo felfe inde 

Wrfela. Sure thinke fo , 
And therefore cert it were nat good 
She knew hit lowe make fport ac it 

Here. Why you fpeskecruth, | never yet fw man, 

How wife, how noble,yong how rarely teacur'd. 
Bat the would {pel him back ward: if faire fac'd, 
She would fwesce che gentlemen fhould be her fifter . 
ifblecke, why Nature drawing of an anticke, 
Mades foule blot:if tall,s launce il beaded s 
Iflow, an agot very vildive cuss 

If Gj caking,why a vene blowne with sll windes. 
IF Heat, whty a blocke moved with sone 
So turnes the every man che wrong fide out, 
And neuer gives to Truth and Vertue, that 
Which firnplenefie and mer.t purchafeth. 

Wrfa. Sore, fare,fach carping 19 not commendable, 

Fire. No,not co be fo odde, end from all fafhions, 
As Boatrece it, cannot be commendable, 

Bat who dare tell her fo / f 1 thould {peske, 

She would mocke me into syre,O the would laugh me 
Ont of my felfe,preffe me to death with wit, 
Therefore let Bewederke like couczed fire , 

Confume away in fighes, walle inwardly : 

Le were abetrer death, to die with mockes , 

Which is 9s bed as die with tickling. 

Cf. Yer cell her of it heave w hat thee will fey. 

Here. No,sather | will yo to ; 

Aad counfaile him co fight ageealt his pafBon, 
And truly Ie deuife fome honefi flanders , 

To ftsine my cofia with,one doth not know, 
How moch.sn ill word rey impoifon hiking. 

Unfs. O doe not doe your cofin fuch a wrong, 
She ¢ fo much without tree lodgement, 
Having fo {witt and gzcellent a wit 
As the is prifde to hewe, 08.20 cefule 
So rarea Gensleman as fi Bowodshy. 

Here. He is che onely man of Italy, 
Alwsiesezcepted, my deare Clandic. 


Mi 1 be not ot with me, Medame, 
Pee hap fr groan: “pp mi alour 

ar v P 
Goes formeft iat =e 


h Tealy. 
Here. Indeed hath an excellent geod aaa, 
His excellence did earme i exe be had k: 


married Madame? 


Which is the bel? co fernifh me to mosrow. 
Vrfn. Shee's cane I warrant you, 

We hasecaughs ber Madame? 
Here. iit praue fo,tben loning goes by hope, 








Some Caped kills wich arcowes fone with traps. Eanes. 
Bes, Whss fire is in mine-eares? can this be crue? 


Stand I condemn'd for and {cerne fo much? 
Consoyfrerelant maken Ps ley 


Beleeue it betces chen reportingly. Exe. 
Ener Prince, (landse, Benedechy, and Lesvave. 
Pree. 1 doe bus fay till your marriage be confam- 
mate, and then go I coward Arregon, 
Pee; Ile bring you chither my Lord, if yeu’ veuch- 


me, 

Pre, Nay, that would be ss a foyle in the new 
ie slyee acerca Oe cum kuara oe 
and forbid hem to wease it, 1 willonely bee bold with 
Bensdieky for his compenie, for from the crowne ef his 
yds oah egy pr ama gal 
os thrice cut Capa “firing end the leeks heng-enan 
dsre not (hoor at him, he hach's heart asfound as ¢ bell, 
and his tongue is the clapper, for what his heart chinkes, 
his congue et. 

Bene. Gallangs,i om nor os I have bin, 

Lee So fey 1,methinkes you are (adder 

Clasd. hope be be in loue. 

Pre. Heng bim crvant,there’s no true 
on buen co be cruly couche with loue,ifhe be 


of blond 


Bene, Heng it. 
Cland, You mult heog & firft,sad draw ix sfteswerds. 
Prien, What? igh forthe tooth-ach. 
Lees, Where is bur s humoas ora worme. 
ree WR eae) Ont cornet mabe s Gaanes het 


hesk. 
roma Acca Asides lace a aoe 
Priv. fee. Gestrise ncie in hen, 


at be # fancy ches he hach to range difguifes.ss w bee s 
-a Frenchman co morrew: voleffe hee 


is. 
‘ sr ar Ball ty sec igirdaly aed daemeereg 
no bas 
Wats 
Pris. Hoth any men feenc hien at the Barbers? 
Clan, No,bat the Barbers men hath beene feea witb 
hies, and the olde crmament of hie cheche hech alreadie 
aie seareateloate peice 
chan hee de 
ers tubs hienfelfe ne 
Prie. rs wvidh 
bien ouc opt de cia eau 
cag “sas much as to fay, the fweet youth's bo 


Prin, The greaefi nece of itis his melancholy 

Clas, And vvben vves be vvom to vvsth his face? 

Prin. Yes,or to point hianlelfe ? fer the which I heare 
phir rng, bel fl : 

Clan, Ney, but hisiefting fpisie, vvhich is now crept 
late s lace.fizing,and now gouern'd by floge ise 


Mach adoe about Nothing. 


wile a heony conciuda, 


. ber I know who louss him. 
oe th weeld! hnowtoe, 1 warrant carthet 


Laowes bien not. 
Cle. Yes,nad his ill conditions, and in defpight of all, 
Ges for him 


Prim. Sheethell be buried wih her fecevpwards. 

Bese, Yer is this no charme for the toorh-ske,old fig: 
cher, welke afide-wich mer,! hove fudied sight or nine 
wifewords to fpesketo you, which thefe hobby-horfes 
wal net heare. 

Priv. For my lh co breake with hice about Bearer: 


den brocher. 
Bef. 1§ your leilare {era'd, 1 would fpeske wih you. 
Preece. 
, Ha plese Count Clande beare , 
Piss tla rey pbaaenleongags | 
Pre Whee's the matter? 
Befis. Meenes yout Loséfhip te be marfied te more 
pow ? 


Prin. You tuow he does. 
Bef. I know notthat when be knowes whet I know. 


rae impediment , ! prey you difeo- 
Ger 


Bef You mag thinke] love you nct.let cher 
soamtic ond eee ec byika ace anos 
well,and in 


yoo ef s wort 

het co it : woades noc till further wate 
eat goe bur wich mee to night, you ths! fee ber chamm- 
ee : Bot x 


Gtle, sod 3 will 


Bai?. If you dere not cru chet you fee, confelfenot 
thet you know : if you will follow mee, | will thew you 
snd when you baue feene more, & heard more, 


Clas. If 3 (ce any thing to wight, why 1 Mould nor 
her to morrow in the congregetion, where | fhold 
, there will f fheme her. 

Pris. Andes 1 wooed for thee ea ebtaine her , I will 


Ciaed, Oontichi drmget retng| 
Bafard. O plague right weil ! fowill 
Sipscnan youtan® eaten ae Eos. 
Ester Degbery and bus compartuer with she wateln 
Por, Yentor diet were pry be cay Chould fc 

Glenivabody sad feos, 


Mach2. Both which Mafter Conftable 
wel taal Leip God 
your ° ise t 

ao boall of k, aod for yoer wr 


anfwere - 
es,& make 
and seeding, let chat 


watchs. How ifs will not Rand? 
Berrien: 
e\ end 
shecks Cod posutridbesl ska 
. fhe will not aod when he ie bidden, bes is 
sone of che Princes fubicéie. 
. True , and they ore to meddle with sone bee 
ep tairee bedtesararcicna no sede in the 
atch to babble and cake, 1s mol 
, and nos co beindured. 
wach. We will rather fleepe then telke, wee know 
wha: belongstos Paras 
A fpeake like an ancienz end moft 
ge ee ee fleeping fhould offend . 
ently havea care thes your bills be nox Rolne : weil, you 
afeco call at all che » and bid hers thet ore 
drool: get them to bed. 
Wa. How if they will now? 
Degh. Why then let chem alone till chey ere Coben 


aan Tr aby offic pec Iibiek 
. ore e i 
re? ire doc cake a cheefeds, to set hie fhew hew- 
what he ts, end Reale owt of your . 
Pu. Yoahasebie sake oF dameraa wl perce, 
saoti cunts tance lesen 
Ks Verge, 
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Verges. Wyou hease s child crie in che nighs you mult 
calito shenurfe, and bid her {till it. 

Watch. How if the nurfe be afleepe and will not 
heare vs? 

Deg. Why then depart in peace, and let che childe 
wake her with crying, for the ewe that will not heare 
her Lambe when it baes, will neues anfwesea calfe when 
he bleaces. 

Verges. “Tis verse true. 

Deg. Thisistheendof the charge: you conflable 
are co prefent the Princes owne perfon, if you mecte the 
Prince in the night, you may ftaic him. 

Verges. Nay birladve chacl thinke a cannot. 

Deg. Fiue shillings to one ont with anie man that 
kaowes the Statues, he may Raichim, matrienot with- 
out the prince be initingster indecd the watch ought co 
offend no man,and it is an offence co ftay aman egainft 
his wall. 

Verges. Bitladie 1 chinke it be fo. 

Deg. Ha,abha, well msflers good night,and there be 
anie matter of weight chances,call vpme, keepe your 
fellowes counfailes, and your owne, and good night, 
come neighbour. 

wach. Well maflers, we heare our charge,let vs go 
fic here vpon the Church bench tilltwo, and chen all to 
bed. 


Deg. One word mote, honeft rigors I pray you 
watch about fignior Leenateesdoore for che wedding be- 


ing there to morrow, there is a great coyle tonight, 
iew, be wigitant I befeech you. Exemt, 
Enter Borechre and (oxvade, 


Ber Whar, Cenrade? 

Watch. Peace,fit not. 

Bor. Cowrade! (ay. 

Cou. Here man,| am at thy elbow. 

Ber. Mas and my elbow itche,! thought there would 
afcabbe follow. 

Coa, 1 willowe thee an anfwere for that, and now 
Forward with thy tale. - 

Ber. Stand thee clofe chen vnder this penthoufe,for it 
driffels caine, and } will.like a true drunkard, vteer all to 
thee. 

Watch. Some tresfon maflers,yet fland clofe. 

Bor. Therefore know, I haue earned of Dew /obn 8 
thoufand Ducates. 

Con. Is sc poffible thar anie villanie fhould be fo deare? 

Ror. Thou thould’ft rather aske if 1: were poffible a- 
nie villaniethould be fo rich?for when rich villains hace 
ueede of poore ones, poore ones may make wher price 
they will, 

Con, | wonder atit. 

Ber. That thewes thon are vnconfirm'd,thou knoweft 
thac the fafhion of a doublet,or a hat,or acloske, is 00- 
thing to 2. man. 

ea, Yct,it is apparel. 

Ber. i meane the fathion. 

Can. Yesthe fethion ss the fafhion. 

Ber. Tuth,I may as well fay the foole’s che foole bus 
feet thou noc whats deformed theefe this fathion is? 

Watch. Uknow chat deformed,s has bin a vile cheefe, 
this vii. yeares,e goes vp and downe likea gentle man: 
[ remember his name. 

Ber, Did'ft chou nor heare fome bodie? 

Cen, No “ewas the vaine on the houfe. 

Ber Seeft thou not(I fay) what a deformed thiefe 
this fathion is,how giddily aturnes about all the Hot. 

& 


«Much adoa about N ogbing. 


blouds,berweene fouretcene écfive & thirtic,fomezimes 

fathioning them like Pheraces fouldiours in the rechie 

ainting, fometime like god Bele priefts in the old 

ch window, fometime like the fhauen Hercales in 

the {mircht worm eaten tapeftrie, where his. cod-peeve 
feemes as mathe as his club. 

Con. Allthis I fee,and fee that the fathion weares out 
more apparrell then the man;but art not thow thy felfe 
giddie with che fathion too that thou haft fhifted om of 
thy cale inco telling me of che falhion ¢ 

Ber. Not fo neither, but know chat I hase so night 
wooed Margaret the Lady Herses gentie-womsn,by the 
name of Hers, fhe leases me out at her miftris cham ber- 
vvindow,bidsme s theefend times good night: J tell 


this tale vildly. I thoald firft cell how the Prince 
adie and my Mafter plansed,and placed and 
y my Matter Dow Sohn, faw a fas off in the Orchard this 
amiable incounter, 
Con. And thought thy was Here ¢ 
Ber. Two of them did, the Prince and Clasdie but the 


divell my Mafter knew the was Adargares and pantiyb 
his oathes, which fictt poffeft ‘han, 5 by hts darke 
nighe which did deceive them,bur yby my villa- 
nie,which did confirme any {lander chat Dee febw hed 
made, away vvent C/andse enraged, {wore bee vvould 
meete her as he was apointed next morving at the Tem- 
ple,and there, before the whole congregation fhame her 
with vvhac he {aw o’re night, and fend her bore againe 
vvithour s husbaad. 

Watch.:.We charge you athe Princes name ftard. 

wratch.2.Call vp the right matter nt le,vve heve 
here recouered the moft dangerouspeece of lechery 
ever vvas knownc io the Commso wealth, a 

Watch.1, And one Deformed is one of them. I know 
him,e vveares slocke. 

Conr, Malters,mafters. 

wratch.1, ¥ oule be made bring deformed forth I war- 
rant you, 

Cour, Mafters never (peake,vve cherge you, Jet vs o- 
bey you to goe vvith vs. 

Ber. We arelike to proves goodly cornmoditie, be- 
ing taken vp of thefe mens bils. 

(env, A commoditie in queftion J warrant you,come 
vveele obey you. Exeunt, 

Enter Here,and Margaret and Urfula, 

Here. Good Vrfula wake my cofin Beatrace, and dew 
fice her torife.. ’ 

Urfa. J will aay. 

Her Andbid wi come hither, 

Wef. Well. ; 

Mar. Troth] thinke your other rebato were better. 

Bere, No pray thee good Afeg, tle vveare this. 

Moy By my troth’s cot fogood,and | vverrant yous 
cohn vvill fay 

Bore, My cofin’sa foole, and thou art another, ile 
vvearenone but this. ° 

Mar, \ like thenew tire wvithin excellerely, if the 
baire vvere a thought browner : and your gown’s amoft 
rare fathion yfaith, 1 Caw the Dutchefle of AtsMoanes 
gowne that they praife fo. 

Bere. O that exceedes they fey. 

Mea. By my wroth's bur a night-gowne in ey fi of 
sour clot a gold and cuss,and Lac’d withfilver, fet with 
peeries,downe fleeves, fide Nleeves and shirts,round va~ 
derborn with a blewith ciafel, but for a fine queunt grace- 
full and excellent fafhion.yours is worth ren on’e. 

Sere. 








Here. God giwe mee ioy to weare ic, for my hearc is 


‘aeclecseo by che walgtx of s 


Flere. 
Siero. how now? do you fj ia the fick cone? 
Beat. bye tae pire top Sn ck 


burden,) doyou stead fe duaceics 

Bes. Yelp inde eer poard then if your 
husband hese ensugh, you'll loeke he hall lacke 
ao barnes. 

peer. O dlegitimate confirefion't fcome that with 
wny berics. 

Ban. "Tis skmoft five » clocke cofn, ‘tis time you 
were soy my croth lam ili,hey ho. 

Sta. For shouke,s or 8 ? 

Beat, For the leteer thet them al!,H. 

Ata. Wei, snd yoube not une’d Turke, there's no 
more by the 

Sen, scenes the foole trew? 


Bar. Nothing 1, ber God fead cacry one rheis harts 
i 
| Hoe. Harel gg aa aaa they are en 
Beet. Lom fuk cofm, I connote fonell. 
Afar. Amaidand finfe! chere's goodly catching of 


Bas. Sree cea may me hoe ang her®: |) 
Star. Evct fmce you lef e,doth not my wit become 
? 


Raw. fe eee eee ; rahe cane 


Ma. se crit eee caste ak ge 
aing, ! scent pl ; sa thinke per- 
| chance ches J 
feck e feoleto wher 18 ons prpene to thinke 
arid pengled maven bombard arin hear 
any bert ont of you ere in lour,oc chat you 
wall be in lowe er that you cen be in lowe : yet 
pense peal eas ged none ig bec besos poser tee (cre 










hee would newex Leader shai Pea of his 
ies be edees has ences whose 

‘apical py clecaeag i wou looks 
sik paar dies as aibes omen doe 


Bos, What pace is this chat thy congue heepes, 


WM wh abe abs Nabi 
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isla. 
Vrfala. de Modem er re Prince,the 
niot Beasdicky, Don foe, snd afl the gallents of 
2 i | am Hage geo poh cep good hay, 
e coze, 
good irfaia. ; 


Paver Lecuato, ard the Conftable, andiis Hi. 5 
races Wha would you with mee, honeft acigh- 


ia aes wees eee have fome confidence 
decernes you neaiely. 


ws ot repro you for ou fe tea bufie tires 


"Gola. « Mary this it is fir, 


in truch is is fie. 

Lon, Whacis in my friends? 

Coa.De. Goodman fe fpeskes 0 litle of che 
matter, 20 old man fir, and his wits sre not fo blunt 
God helpe 


Head. Lehane birerkinorragh tad eral 
nite oe Coagstan cca od 
Dep. Conigiaiaaa ae wletean pulabrat sg 


para es. 
Lem. Nrighbow yo ere tedious. 
lestes your ee wet to fay fo,but weare 


Perit id ee “id rb mine owne 
Wi row sntdoe ve King coud aac myueat se 
beftow i: all of your worth 

on me,ah? 


aii o9 be. 
ea, and ‘twere a thoufendtimes more 
hate Gibad a good exclamation on your Wore 
i aoe hs vi peels ane moat bee bec a 
em giad co beare 
Peal And foe L 
aa Liter lepoen stale haeipendedies. x 
Birr esd he our wench tonight, 
=e hawe cane a couple 
fect tary nbn 
eae nfl, pees ia ie hee will be rafking as 
isia the wits our,God helps ve, 
a bye Lary t Peel (aid yfaith neighbour Verges , 
well, God'ss good man, and two men ride of 2 horfe, 
gue matt ride Bchinde, ot honeA tcole yfaith fe, by my 
trozh he is, as ever broke bread, but God isto bee wor- 
sia 9 all men are not alike rey ein 
. Indeed he comes coo fhort of you, 
Cate: Gifcs that God gives, 
rai Imaft lease you. 
- One word fir , our watch fir houe indeede 


your 
as errant 


ore 
Leos. Take their exemnination your felfe, and bring i it 


Be rie ee 


. Ieth (Ext. 
ta Drioke fome : fare yoo well. 


Mien. My Lord they By Fr youte giue your 


ata called e "i 
et youtoFrance Sasa. 
eres sboegrroatalrae fi 
we aft Dow to examine ; 
Pope helen doa’ oily. 
Degb. Wee will fpare for no wittel serene 
K 


1i4 Much adoe aout Nothing, 


heere’s that hall drive fome of them to anon-come, on- | Claw. Ouran thee feeming I will wr orhealeny aanes cupsirelgas sgaing ic, 
ly get che learned writer to fer downe our eee You feeme to me as Diane io 
cation, and meet me at the Iaile. As chafte as is the budde ere it be blowne - 
But you are more intemperate in your blood , 
Than Venus, ot thofe parppred snumalls, 
Thac rage in fausge fenfuslitie. 
Here. 1s my Lord well, that he doth fpeske fo wide? 
Leon Sweere Prince why (peake not you? 
Pra, Wha fhould! fpeake? 
J Rand difhonour’d thar haue gone about, 
Tolinke my deare friend to 8 comeon fale. 
Leow, Are thefe things tgp or doe 1 but dresme? 
Baft. Sir,they are {poken, and thefe chings arc true. 
Bene. This looxes not like a mupsiall. 
Here. True, God! 
Clan. Leonate, Rand here? 





















































ef Sus Quartus. ee , 


Enter Prince, Baftard, Leonate, Frier, Claudio, Bewedscke | 
Here, and Beatrice, 


Leonato, Come Fries Francis, be briefe, onely to the 
plaine forme of marrispe,and you (bal recount their per- 
ticular duties afterwards. 

Fraz. You come hither, my Lord,to marry this Lady. 


Clan. No. Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother 2 
Lee. Tobe married to ber : Frier, you cometo mar- | Is thisface Heroes ? are our ees our owne? 
rie her. L ite Leon, AU Soe wee aay Lore? 
Frere come hitherto be married to chis Clan. Let me but moue one 100 to dsugh- 
Count. — And by chat fahcly mdkiady Soe, caleary 8 
Here, 1 doe. 


That you hage in her, bid her aniwer truly. 

Frar, Ueither of you know any inward impediment 
wey you fhould nox be conioyned,| charge you on your 
foules vo veter it. 

Cland, Know you ante, Here? 

Fisre, None my Lord. . 

Frer, Know you ame, Count ? 

Leos. 1 dsre make his anfwer, None. 

Clea, O what men dare do / wha men may do! what | eres: felfe can blot our Heroes vertue, 
men daily do! What man was he,calkt with you yefternight, 


Bene. How now ! interieftions? why chen, fomebe Out at your window betwixt twelue and one? 


Leo 1 charge chee doe,as thou art my childe. 

Hare, OGod defend me how am I befet , 
What kinde of catechizing call you this ? 

Claw, To make you aniwer truly co your name. 

Here, sit noe Here? who can blot that nsme 
With any iult reproach? 

Clend. Marry that can Here, 


of laughing, as ha, ha,he. Now if you area maid anfwer co this. 

Clan. Scand chee by Frier, facher, by yous lesuc. Here. Seelke wich oo man ac chac bowre my Lord 
Will you with free cont nines oule Prince. Why then you sre nomeiden. Lrouge, 
Guue me chis maid your daughter? 1 am forry you mutt heare : vpon mine honor , 

Leon. As freely fonne as God did giue her me. My felfe, my brother, and this grieued Count 

vices os what haue I to giuc you back,whole worth | Did fee her, heare her, ac chat howre lat might, 

ife this rich and precious gift? Talke with a cuffian at her chamber window, 

he N ag, voleffe you render her againe, Who hath indeed moft likes liberal! villsine, 

Clan. Svweeet Prince,you learo me noble theakfuloes: | Confeli the vile encounters they baue had 
There Lesate, take her backe sgaine, A thoufand ames in fecret. 
Give not this rotren Orenge to your friend, Joba, Fie, fie, they are not to be named my Lord, 
Shee's bur che gue snd femblance of her honour : Not co be fpoken of, 
Behold how like # maid the blathes heere ° There is nor chaflicie enough in language, 
O what authoritic and thew of truth Without offence to verer them: thus pretty Lady 
Can cunning inne couer it felfe wichsll ! 1am forry for chy much mifgouernment, 
Gomesot ie baud as roodeft cuidence, Clased. ied lionel ht cod hey fiee 
Elecaract Se le Vertue ? would you noc (weare 
All Oe the were a maide, 
B 2? Bur fhe is none: 

By eco of a laxurious bed: 

Her biath is guiltineffe, not modeftie. 

Leowate, What doe you meane, my Lord? 

Clas, Not to be married , 
Not co knic my foule to an approwed wanton, 

Leon. Deere my Lord, if you In your owne proofe, 


Ifhalfethy outward graces had beene 
About chy thoughts od counfailes of th 
But fare oll oe ave 
Thou pure i i poritic, 
For thee flelocke eprell the geresof Lowe; 
And on ay eie-lids frail Coniedture hang , 
Toturne all beauty into thoughts of harme, 
And neuer hall it more be 
Isen, Hechno mans aid Ley snalein’ 


Have vanquiths the refiftance of her youth, Beat, Why how now wherfore fink you down? 
And made defeat of her virginitie. (ber Bf, Come, let vs go:thefe things come thus to lighs, 
Clan. 1 know what you would (ey: if have knowne | Hew 
You wil fay, the did imbrace me as a husbend, Bene, How doththe Lady? 
And fo extenuate the forehand finne : No Leewate Bras. Dead I chinke, beipg vnecle, 
I newer tempted her with word too large, | Here, why Gere VacleSignor Brucdicky, Frier. 
But 2s a brother to his fifter, (hewed | Leonate. O Face! take noc away thy heauy hand. 
Bafhfull finceritie and comely love. Dezthis the faireft coves for her fhame 
Here. And feem’d I ever otherwife to you? That may be wiht for. 


eat. How 





T a Ot my getes, 
Who (arered , and mis’d with infornie, 
1 might have faid, no pert of ie is mine: 
Thais (haene derives it feife from wnknowne loines, 
Bat mine,and mine } lou'd, and mine I prais’d, 
And mine chaz] was proud on sine fo much, 
That I ny (elfe. wes to my felfe not mine: 
Vslewiag ofber, why the, O theis falne 
Tato s pit of Inke, chat che wide fes 
Heth gr ig ute iy har aes eat 
Aad (ale too little, which mey feafon give 
To her fouletainced fiehh. 

Bes. Sex, fa, be paricat : for my pert, 1 em fo attired 
in wonder, | know not whet to fay. 


Bes. Ladie, were bedfellow sft night? 
No culy : nor af veil tat ce 
f have this cweluernonth : 


neffe, 
Weath'd ic with teares? ‘om her, let her die. 
Fri. Heare me sfatie, for J have bene filene fo 


aad this courfeof , 
egy pry por bye 
A biathing 2 

To Gert a en 5 MEO 

En Angel whiccacfie beare' sway thofe biuthes, 

Aad inher eie there heth 


d afire 

To bome che errors chet Princes hold 
o her maides truth. Co sleds 
Traft noc any reeding, cor eruacions, 
The cenure of my booke : ereft not my age, 
Hoots fre Ladie aot guikicts heere, 
Vader fome biting ecror. 

Leo. Priar,ix cance be s 
Thee feeft chat all che Grace thet the heth left, 


modefiie doth warrant, 
ata Arespdacraolaait § O my Pecher, 
Psove you thet any men with me converft, 


Arenge mi(prifion inthe Princes, 
Bes. Tas oldeus wattisves hart ce 


And if their wifedomes be mifled in this : : 
The predtife of it lives in fobs che befterd, 
Whoe fpirits cotle in frame of villanies. 
know not : Hf they 


ar sot yet fo dried this bloud ef mine, 
Ner 


Boch of ieabe,ead of minde, 
Abilry m tenes sad chotk of finde, 
To quit me of chem throughly. 
Asusey ceuien ta this cafe, 

¢ way 
Your daeghues beere the Princeffe (loft for dead’) 
Let her swhile be (1 kept in, 


ol arr barslencoec yates was piv 

lemented, pittied, and exces 

Of heares : for it fo felsout, 

Thee wher we have, we prize not to the werth, 

Whiles we enioy it; bee being lach'd sad joft, 

Why chen we racke the value, thea we finde 

The vercue thac poffefsion woeld not fhew vs 

hlceaitea de fee pao ining Chand io: 
re bis w 

TWWidevol berhie fultonety here 

rerpoeniary vbr : ae 

And ceery lovely 

Shall conve sopeset d tacsete heblee : 

More mouing delicate, and ful of life, 

Into the eye and prefpedt of bis foule 

Then when the liu'd indeed : then thal he mourne. 

If euer Loue hod intereft in his Liver, 

Aad with he had not fo eccufedher ; 

No, chough he thought his eccufation true: 

Let this be fo, and doubt not be feccefie 

Wil fethion the ewenc in betrer 


Aad if it fort not well,you may conceale hes, 


As bef defics her reputation, 
Io forme reclafine snd religious life , 
Our of all eyes, mnindes and iniuries, 


Baw. abe ord eshte ad gle oa 
And though you know my inwardneffe and love 
le very much vate the Prince and (Lenkie, 


Ver 
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Derhags is but prolong’d,hsue patience & endure. Exit 
Bene, Lady Beare hase you all this while¢ 
Beat. Yea and | will weepes longes. 

Bewe. 1 will not 


Beas, You have no reafon, I doe it 5 
Bene. Suretie | do beleene your fair is wrong’d. 
Beat. Ab, how mech migtn che man deferue of mec 
EE an tente nti 
Bene. 38 any wey ro ¢ 
Beas. A verie even way, but no fuch finend. 
Bene. May sman doe ket 
Beat. 1c isa mans office, but not yours, 
Bene. 1 doe toue norbing in the world fo well es you, 
is noc chat Grange ¢ 
Beat, Av frange as the thing I know not, it were as 
le for me co fey, I loued nothieg fo well 23 you, but 
me not, and yet I tienot,! confefle nothing, nor 
Ideny aoshing, | em Corry for my cousin. 
Ben, By my ferord Bawrice thou lou'R me. 
Beat. Doenot fwesre by st and car it. 
Bene. | will (weare by it chet you lows muce,end 3 will 
make hin eat it chat feyes I love not you. 
Beat. Will you not est your word ¢ 
Bree, With n0 fawece chat can be denifed to it, I pro- 


Beat. Yoo haue ftsyed mein s heppy howre, wase- 
Rs eroded pat 

Bene. And doe it with ell chy heart. 

Beat. | lowe you with fo mach of my heart, that sone 
is left co proteft. 

Beued, Comoe, bid me doe eny thing for chee. 

Beat, Kill Clandie. 

Bewe, H3 not for che wide world. 

Beat, You kill meto denice, farewell. 

Bene, Tartie (weet Beatrice. 


Beat, 1 an gone, though I em heere, there bs ne lone 


ig you, nay I pray you ict me got. 


Bene, Beatrice. 

Boat. lnfeith! will goe. 

Bane, Wee'li be friends fist 

Beat. You dare eahies be friends with ame, then fight 


enenry 
Bene. 11 Clandio thine enemie? 
Bear. Is anocapproued in che heighe « villaine, thee 
hech flandered,{comed,difhonoured my hinfweemen ?O 


encouered fisnder,ynmittigated rancour? OGod hac I 
weres men! I woald est his hear iache merker-place. 
Bene. Heare roe Beatriee. 
Beat, Tetke with acnan onc st awindow, 8 proper 


faying. 
re, bue Beatrice, 
Beat, Sweet Here, theis wrong’d, thecis flandesed, 
the is endone. 
Boor. Best? 


eM uch adoe about Ip. 


Beat. Princes and Coenties | farcite a Princely tefti- 
monic, a goodly Count, Comfea, » {weer Gallane fure- 
lie ,-O char ] were a man for his fake ' of ther Lhad 
friead would be & man for my {ake/But manhood is met. 
ted into curfics, valour into complement, and men ere 
onelie turned into ¢ trim ones too : he is now 
as valiant as Hercules thet only tefts a lie,and (weares ir: 
T cannot be a men with withiug,therfore I will die a wo- 
ere hia 

- Tarr i TSoue thee, 

So Sezer 


aes ey Thinke foule the 
bah dtr Count Clouds 
. Yea, 2s fure as 3 hane 
Sa girlies 
will kiffe 


Ester the Conftables, Borachio, avd the Tanne Cloreg 
de gowues. 


Keeper, Is oar whole diff t 
Conlsy. Oa rbot pat sett 
— Which be the malefadtors¢ 
adrew. Marry that am J, end ay partner. 
Conte. Nay ther’ certaine, ashen: the exhibition 
to exemine. 


felucs? 

Con, Marty fir, we fay we ase none. 

Kemp. A marvetlows witty fellow I afureyou , bus J 
will goe about with him : come you hicher firra, a word 
in your eare fiz , I fay coyon, ix is thought you sre falfe 


acales you writ downe that they are none? 
Sext, Mater Confiable, not the way to ex- 
watch chet aretheis ac- 


pars you maft call forth 


ers. 

Kemp. Yea marry, that's the efteft way Jet the watch 
come forth : mefters, I charge you in the Princes name, 
accufe thefe men. 

watch t. This men feid fir, that Des fobs the Princes 
brother was a villsine. 

Kevp, Write down,Prince /obe a villaine: why this 
is flac perisrie,to call a Princes brorber villsine, 

Bera, Mafter Conftsble. 

Kamp. Pray chee fellow pesce, Jdo notlike thy looke 
3 peomife chee. 

Sexton, What heard you hia {ey elfe ? 

Wach +. Mary thet he had recerued s thoufsnd Du- 
kaves of Des Jahn, for acenhng the Lady Hare oe 











ee i ei sce pier aes acre 
Conf, Yea by ch'ache thec is is. 

Sexson, Wha elfe fellow ? 

Wach 1. And that Coane Clandis did mene vpon his 
werds, co difgrace Hare before che whole sembly, and 
wot macry ber, 

Kemp. O villaine!thou wilt be condemn 'd inte exet- 


biting s00 for chis. 

Sexson. elfe¢ 

Watch, The is all, 

Sexson. And chit is more mofters then you can deny , 
Prince fobs 11 this fecretly Rolne awey : Hore 


was in chit manacs accus'd , in this very meanct refus'd, 


- Come Je them be opinion’d, 
Let them be in che heads of (ensanbe, 

Kes. Gods my life where's the Searondtes bien write 
downe the Princes Officer Coxranbe : come,biods them 
thos veclet. Mi ae 

Conley. Away, you sre sa are an afte. 

Kemp. Defi thea nos telpect ay pl dof thaw not 
my ? O chat bee were heereto write mee 


dev, end which is more,ae presty a peece of felh as eng in 





Mefina, ead one that oowes the Law, goe t0, & arich 
tier — to, end s fellow chet eed! 
aad one two . end 
downe an affe ! ixa 
Kyou pou oe ous Ck 
Boorker. oa will kill your felfe, 
Asd'cs vot linden ac chunks griefe, 


Bring ene a farher chet fo low'd his chiide, 
Whol toy of hes ts ower-whelmed ike mine, 
Aad bid hin fpeske of patience, 


Asches for ches, and (ach 3 eri 
and forme ; 
bis beard, 


Mach adee about Nothing. - 
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Would glee preceptiall medicine to rage, 
Feeces Pi mene mn fitken theed 
Charme ache with ayre, and s with words, 
No,no, tis all mens office, to Peake patrence 
Techofe that wring vnder the load of forrow : 
Bet no mans vertue nor 
Tobe fo morall, when be thali endure 
The like himfelfe : therefore give me 00 counlaile, 
My griefs cry lowder slices aduieribeioase. 
Broth. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 
Leenate. | prey thee peace,] will be Acth sod bloud 
For there was never yet Philos ; 
That could endure the cooth-ake patiently, 
How ever chey hame writ the file of gods, 
gr or ee and fufferance, 
Braber. Yer nocall che harme ¢ (else 
Make chole that doc offend you, fuffe: a 7a 
Leon, There chou (peak'ft reafon,osy I will doe fo, 
My foule doch tell me, Move is belied , 


And chet thal (leads know,(o thall the Prince, 
Aad all of chem thas thus difhonour ber. 


Enter Proce and Cloudie. 

Bret. Here comes the Priuce sd Cloukee hafaly. 

Prin. Good den, goed des. 

Claw. Good day to both of you. 

Leen. Heare you ay Lords? 

yi Malar tid hefte Loonate. 

Some Losd!wel,fasegouwel my Lora, 
joc gous hadhyase? wel ah cee. es 

Pre, Nay,de act quarrell wah 1s,g00d old man 

Bret. ibe could rite himleife with quarreling, 
Some of vs would lie low, 

Cland. Who wrongs bien? 

Leos. Merry } doft wrong me, thou diflembler,thou: 
Nay, never sy thy hand vpon thy (word, 
Jaina h 

Cc and, 

If ks thould see past age foc casi of (aie: 
Infsich ary hend measec nothing to my fwoed. 

Lena, T acuer Aeere and seft at me, 
I (pevke nos like » dotard, nor 2 foole, 
As vid aprons, Warts Ales brogge , 
Whar I haue done being youg,or whet would doe, 
Were I noc old, knew Chandss to thy head , 
Thov heft fo ‘d my sanocent childe and me, 
Parishad esas der Atin-ieomiet 
Aad with grey heires and brinfe of many dases, 
Doc challenge thee to criall of aman, 
Hfsy aria eign mine mnocenc childe 

flandes cheough snd theaugh her beare, 

And frelesbared wichberaneetiors © 
Oina tombe where never fcandal flepr, 
Sous this of hers, fram’d by chy villanre. 

Clasd, My villany? 


lem, My Lord, my 
lie it on his body ifhe dare, 
Depighs hie fency, nd hs fe rae, 
He of youth, snd bloome of left 
Clasd, Away, | will not have to do with you 
fo daffe mehoo haf kild mg child, 


If chou kilt me,boy,thou fhale kills ma, 
Bro. He thal! kill cwo of vs, snd men i 


nl! ‘ Buc that's no matter, let him kill ene fics oot 






















Win me and weage me,let him enfwere me, ‘ 
Come follow me boy,come fr boy, come follow me 
Sir boy, ile whip you from ped foyning feace, 
Nay,as I ama gentleman, | will. 

Leen. Brother. 

Bret Content your (elf, God knows I lou’d my neece, 
And fhe is dead flander d to death by villsiacs, 
Thaec dare iecaee oe indeede, 
Asld acetake a ferpenc by the tongue. 
Boyes: apes,brage ars, Jackes,milke-fops. 

Lew Brother Antievy. = 

Bret. Hold you content,whstman J know them,yea 
And what me dapat the vtmoft feruple, 
Scembling out-facin -monging boyes, 
That tye,and cog and flout, deprave,snd flander, 
Goce anti ay and (how outward hidicufneffe, 


And fj hsife a dozen dang‘rous words, 
How they might hare their enemics,if they derft, 
And this is sil. 


Leos, But brother Asthenie, 
Aut. Come, sno matter, 
Donor you meddle lec me desie in this. 
Pri.Gentlemen both, we will aot wake your patience 
My heart is forry for your deaghters death : 
But on my honour fhe was cherg'd with nothing 
Bee what was truc,and very full of proofe. 
Leen. My Lord,my Lord, 
Prin. 1 wll not hearse you 


Enter Bencdiths. 
Lee. No come brother, away,! will be heard. 
Exeme ambe 


Bre. And thall,or fome of va wil {mart for it. 
Pria, See,lee,here comes the man we went to fecke. 
Clas, Now fignior, what newes ? 

Bew, Good dsy my Lord. 

Pri. Paes fignior, you are almoft come to part 

alolt a frey. 

Clas. Wee had like co haug had out two noles {nape 

off with two old men withoutterth. 

Pria. Leenata and his brother, what think’f chourhed 

wee foughe, I doubt we fhould haue beene too youg fos 





Ben. 10a falfe quarcell there is ao cree velous,} came 
to feeke ire both. 

Clay ehaue bcene vp and downeto feeke thee,for 
weare high proofe mclancholly,end woeld faine hase it 
beaten away, wilt cbou vfe chy wit? 

Bes, Ic isio my Cesbber Lt draw in? 

Prin. Docft thou weare thy re td fide ? 

Clas, Never sny did fe though verie many hee been 
befide cheis wic,] will bid ches drawe,as we do the mia- 
ficels draw co plesfure vs. 

Prin, As Tam en honcft menhe lookes pale,art thou 
ficke,or angrie? 

‘ Clan, What,courage man: what though case kil'd 9 
cat, thou hail metde enough in thee to kill care. : 

Ben. Sit, I thall mecte your wit in the careere , ‘20d 
you charge itegainfl me, I pray you chufe another feb- 
te&. 


i 

Clan, Nay chen give him another ftaffe, chis lait was 

broke croffe, : 
Prin. By this li aay changes more sad more,] thinke 
2. 

Clan. Ifhe be he koowes how to turne bis girdle. 

Ben, Shall i fj rssh bible 

Clas, God me from ¢ challenge, 





eM uch adoe about Nothing. 


‘) how you dare, with whac you dare.and when you 








Ben. Yoo are 2 villaine,| teft nor] will make ic 





dome right,or I will procefl your cowardife: you haue 

kitf'da {weece Ladic,and her death fhsfl fall heauie on 

you, fet me heare from you. 

oe Well, I will meete you, fo 1 maybeve good 
Ce 

Prin, What,afeaft a feaft ? 

Clan. } faith I cranke him,he hath bid me to a calues 
head and a Capon, che which if] doe not carue moft cu- 
rioufly, fay my koife's naughe, thall J not findes wood- 
cocke too? 

Ben, Sit,yoor wie ambleswell,it goes eafily, 

Pres, Metell chee how Beatrice prais d thy wit the o- 
ther day: | {sid thou hadf 2 fine wit-trvre faies the,s fine 
litele one : no faid 1,2 great wit. right faies thee, a prese 
groffe one: —. agood wit: iuft (eid these Fores 
no body : nay faid J, the gentleman ts wife : certain feid 
the, 2 wife gentleman : faid 1, be hath the tongues : 
ther] beleews faid thee, foi hee fwore a thing to me en 
moadey night which he forfwere on tuefdsy morning ; 
there's a double congue, there's two tongues ¢ thes 
fhee an howre together tsanf- iculoc ver. 
tues, yet at left fhe concluded with a figh, thou waft 

eft mso in lialie. 
For the which the wep: besrtily, end aid fh 
car'dnot: 


Prm. Yearhat the did,bet yet for all that,and if thee 
did not hace hum deadile, thee would louc hi» dearely , 
the old mane daughter rold vs all, 

Clos, All,ell end moreover, God few him vvhen he 
wes hid in che garden. 

Prin. Bet when thall we fer the favege Balls homes 
on the fenfible Bemedichs head? 

Clan. Yea andtent vnder-nesth, beere dwells Bese- 
dickg the mastied man, 

Bea, Fare you well, Boy, you know my minde,! will 
leave you now to your goficp-like hamor, you breske 
































hill'd a (weet and innocent Ladie : for my Lord 

beard there,he and I fhall meete, and ul 

with him, 

“ Pria. hese a” 
Clas. Yo profoand esrneft, end Le wartsnt 

for che louc of Beatrice. ja. ies 


Pris. Andhathe 
Clas, Moft fincerely. 
Prize. What 8 pretrie ching ragn ls, when he goes in his 
doublet and hofe,and leaves off bis wit. 
Enter Conf able, Conrade and Boractio.| 


Clas. He is then a Gisat to an Ape, but then is am Ape 

ee ae bes 
Prew. Ber foft you,let me be,phicke vp my heert,snd 

be ad die ot yy bb we Be 

. Come you fir,ifieftice cannot tame you,thee 
tall nere weigh more veafons ia her ballane, bey and 
yer bea curing hypocrice once,you maft be tO» 
Prin. How now,twe of say brothers men bound? Bo- 

rachie one. 

Céax, Harken after thelr offence my Lord, 

Pris, Officers, whet offence hane chefs wen dane ¢ 
Con. Mattie 
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mereouer they heuc (poken encuths, ily they | That hcele enloyne mero. 
are Manders, finc andlafly, they haw belyed 3 J cannot bid you bid ary deughser live, 
thirdly shey hawe verified vaiuit chings,snd ceconclude | Thac vvere impothble,ber I praie natea. 
oe ines kasues. Podleffe the people in Adefina here, 

a. Jaske shee what they hene done, thirdlie fhe died,sad if your lous 


I aske chee vohac's thei: offence, fixt sad lefilie why they | Can labour sught in fed invention, 
ese commitced, and to conclude, what yeulay ve their vier, ate vpon her toomb, 


Righsite reafoned,sad ta his owne diuiften,end Tetaeeteu eacaiigceactoeie oy Leck 

by my croch there's one meaning vel (ored. And fince you could noc be my fone in law, 

Pras. Whe haue you offended mafters, thet you sre | Be yet myNephew : my hath a dsughcer, 
thus bound to your snfwer?ehislearnedConftableisteo | Almoft the copie of my childe chet’s dead, 
cunaing to be vaderitood,yvhat s your offence ? And (hesione is hereto both of ve, 

Ber. Swecete Prince,let me go 00 farther cominesn- | Glue her theright you fhoald haue gic’n her cofn, 
(mere : do you heare me, snd lee this Couns killasee: I | And fo dies my reeenge, 
hauwe decewed even your veric cies : i asi er wife. Clas, O fie! 
demes could net difcover, chefe thallow fooles have | Your ouerkindnefle doch teases from me, 
beoughs to light, vvhoin thenight cvetheard me con. arash br offer,and difpofe 
feliag to this men,how Don fobs your brother incenfed | For henceforth of poore 
me. co (lander the Ladie Here, bow you were brough: Leon, To morrow chen I will expe your commalog, 
jaso the Orchard and faw ene court Margaret a ron he au thcertcorsay man 
gecmencs, bow you dilgrac’d ber when oul acera face he to Margaret, 
aneetic her: 4 villcie they have vpor sceoedivehach Woo I beleese was packtin all this wrong, 
Shed racher feale veith my death, thenrepeate oucr to | Hired toit by your brother, 


(hrame : the Ladie is dead vpon mine and my matters Ber. Noby my foule the was not, 
fe seculation: sad brieielic, I defize nothing buc the | Nor knew oot what the did when the (poke tome, 
seward of s villaine. Bat alwsics hath bin iuft and vertuous, 


Pris. Rens aot this (peech like yron through yous | Ia anie thing thar I do kaow by her, 


biowd ? Conf. Morcouer fic,which indeede is noc under whise 
Claw. 1 have drenke poifon whiles he erver'd It. and black, this plainciffe here, the offendout did call mee 
Pre. But did amy Brocher fet thee on to this? affe, 1 befeech you let ic be remembred in his punith- 
Ber. Cea nod me richly for the praGife of it, menc,and alfo the vvacch head chemtalke ofone Defor- 
Prin. He is compos'd snd fram'd of tweacherie, med, they fay he weares a keyia his care and alock hang. 
Aad fled he is vpon chis villsnie. ing by ic,and borrowes monie in Gods pame,the which. 
Clem. Sweet Hare,now chy unsge doth appease he hachvs'd {0 long sad newer paied shes ow men grow 
Ia che rare fernblance that I lou'd it firtt. hard-harted and will lend noching fos Gods fske : praie 
Conf. Come,bring away che plamtifes by thistime | you examine him vpon that point, 
our Sexson hach reformed Soguser Leonate of the maccet : Leon, IS chanke thee for thy care snd honeft paines. 
Les ike a moft thankefull 


end afters, do not forget to (pecifie when time & place eof. Your vvorthip §j 
tholl feruc,that I am sn Alle. — / ies hs youth,and [ pratt God for you. 
Con.2. Here rere comes meftes Sgww Lreaate, end Leow. These'sfar thy paines. 
the Sexton too. : Caf. God (aue the askaices 
Leow. Goe, I difcharge thee of iby priforer, sod 3 
Eater Leenate. chanke thee. 
Conft. 1 leaue anssranc knsve with your vvorthi 
Lose, Which is the villaine? let me fez his exes, which I befeech your worthip to cored your (elfe, 
That when I sore another man like bir, the example of ochess: God keepe your vvorfhip, I 
1 ney awoide him: vvhich of thefe is he? with your wothip well, God reftore you to health, 
Bar.lf you vvould know your wrongeJoeke came. | I humblie give you leaue to depart, ead if a mer- 
Leen, Art chee chou the flese ther with chy breach rie meciing may be wifhc, Ged prohibise ke s come 
3 


ar oie —inphenapprvasigaetl a saa ae 
Ber. Ves goen! clone. to asorrow motning,Lords farewell. 
Les. No,not fo villaine, thou belief chy felfe, Borat. 
Here fiand s ofhoncersble men, Bret, Farewell my Locds,vve looke for you so mor- 
A thied is Ged thet had hand inig: row, 
Ichanke you Praces for my denghters death, Prin. We will not file. 
Record ix with ead worhie deedes, Clas. Tonightilemgume with Hore: 
"T wes bravely you bechinke you of i. Laon. Bring you thele fellowes on, weeltelke vvith 
(les. 1 know not how to pray your patience, Adargare bow hex scqueintance grew wvith this lewd 
Val mud your revenge your felfe, fellow. ince. 
itaaemeentnice — 
not ae. 
Petal ent _ Baw. Prase thee fweere Mais bar deferae 
Prox, By roy foals nor evel] as my hends, by helping mee to che {peech of Bes. 
Andyer to loti thie good old man, _ | orice 
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Adar, Willy ou then wriee me a Sonnet in praife of 
my beeutic ? ’ 

Bens. In fo high  ftile A¢erperer, thas no msn lieing 
See Comm oom Ros tm mot coenely erat pos cetce: 

te 

Mar. Tohsee no rs: come over ae, why ,fhall Iel- 

wales keepe below (tales? rae 


Beue. Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 
it catches, 
- Alar. And youre,as blanc as che Fencers foilesywhich 


bis but bure noe. 

Bears Amoft wit » % will nec have a 
women : and fo [ pray thee call , I gue thee the 
bucklers. 


Mar, Giese vs the (words, wee hove bueklers of ovr 
owne, 


Bene. If you vile them Margaret, you molt put inthe 
re aie aa and they gis duaeerons wears for 
3 


Ma, Weil, U will call Beatrice to you, who ft chinke 
hath leg ges. Exts Margaruc. 

Ben. And cherefore will come. The God of loce thee 
fits aboue,and knowes me, and knows me, how piti- 
full I deferue. I meane in finging, bur in louing, Lean- 
der the good [wimmer, Trotlous the firft imploier of 
panders, end a whole booke full of thefe quondsm car- 
pet-mongers, whofe nsme yet runne fmoothly in the ¢. 
uen rode of ablanke verfe, why they were never fo true~ 
ly curned over and ower as mvy poore {elfe in louc : mer. 
ne I canner thew it rime,! have cried, ] can finde out no 
rime co Ladie buc beble, an innocent rime: for (come, 
horne, a hard time : for (choole foole, a babling time: 
verie ominous endings , no, I was not borne vader a ri- 
ming Plannet, fos | cannot wooe in fefties!l tearnes: 

Eater Beatrice. 
— Beare would chow come when I cal'd 
? 


Bass. Yes Signior.end depart when youbid me. 

Rene, O fay but till chen. 

Beat. Then,is fpoken : fare you well now, and yet ere 
I gee, tet rec goe with thet I came, which is, with know. 
gg, heck paft becweene you and C/ends, 
Pegs Onely foule words, andthereepon! will kiffe 


Beat. Boule words is burt foule wind, and foule wind 
is but foule breath,nd foule breach is nowfome, there 
fore I will vakift. 

Bene. Thou haft righted the word out of his ri 
feace,fo forcible is thywir, but i meft tell chee plainely, 
Clandio wnder goes my chall either I oft (hore. 
ferret pert aly 
j now tell me, for 
dou frit fall in love with me ? ama 

Bea. For a sa See hep wet maintain'd fo 

ue 8 eu will not adarit 
oy ingle wizh them : but for which of 


to 
angel efile foffer loue for me? 
| se Suffer love! s good epithice,! do {offer love in- 


deede,for J love chee againfi my will. 
3 Beat. in rene a shai ana heart, 
itform will (pight it for youss,for 
rn le Y hich rey fri haces. 
. Besed, Thou and 1 are too wile to wooe peacea- 
fie. 
Bas. Ie appeares not inthis confeflion, there's not one 
wife man among twrentic that will praife himéelfe. 


a rc Se sap i Sr SS 


“Much adoe abont Nothing. 


Bene, Anold, snoid ink pearice, thet he'd in 
the ime of good neighbours, ifa man doe nos ereftin 
this age his owne tombe crehe dies, hee thei] bueno 
longer ln monuments, chen the Bels ring,&c che Widdow 

Best, And how long is that thiake you 

Ben, Queftion, why an hower in clamour wand 3 


ter inchewme,cherfore is x moft sent for che wife, 
if Don worme (his confcience) no impediment to 
the contrarie, to be the trumpet of bis owne vertues, 28 


ae eel 


Bras. Serue God,loue me,and mend, shere will Plewe 

on rach bangancl pobenten are 
. Madam, you muft come to ac 

diecs ald cauke & bcos, is tc peuceed ty Ladle Fe. 
re hath bin fel(clic aceulde, the Prince and 
mighilie sete, wed Don Ilo is the sucher of all, whe 
is Bed and gone: will you come prefenelie? 

Beat, Willyou go this newes Signios ? 

Bens, 1 will ive io chy beart,die sn thy lap, and be bu- 
tied in thy cies: and morcoues, I will gce wich chee to 
thy Vacles. . Enema. 


Eten Clacedse,Pronce and three cr fomre wah Tage:s. 


Clas, Ischis the a ee 
Lord, 1c is my Lor : 
Done te death by lacdevons rogues, 
ecap pelt Hermes 3 
Desthin wreeg 
Giwes srt baidetas {CF 
So the Lfe that dyed wis fhame, 
Lincs in death wah glorious fame. 
H span Rereayes Oe ees 
Praifing ber when 1 am donsbe. ‘ 
. Now mulick feand & fing yous folema hymne 


Paréen sddefof he night 

a Cofihe niget, 
Thofe tha firw weg in 

Fer the which wish fangs of wee, 
Rosced about ber teunbs they gee 
a i oh om ot fb gre 
Grames yawns od |yeeide your dead, 

Tell death be vitercd, 


ey oe 
Le. Now vnto thy bones good night, will] do 

Pria, Good mottow mafters, put your Torches out, 
The wolues haue preied,end looke,tbe gentle dey 
Before the wheeles of Pharbuc, round about 

the drowfie Eaft wth ipots of grey: 

Thanks to you all.and lesue vs,farc you well, 

(lan. Good toorrow mafters,each his feverall way: 

Pron. Cone ler vs hence snd put on oches weedes, 
And ee 

Clas, And Hymen now with lacker Mue fpeeds, 


«Much adoe aboat Nothing. 


Thea this for whom we rendred vp this woe. 

Eater Lresats Bene. 
Prar. Did I not cell you fhe was ianocent ? 

Lee. So are the Prince and Clasdie abo accus'd ber, 

Vpee che crroer chat you heerd debaced : 

Bat ctwein fault for chis, 

aot her will as ce 

In the crwe courfe of ali the 
Oéd. Well. 2m glad char afl chings (ort fo well. 
Baw. Aad {0 200 1 being elfe by faith enfore’d 

Teel Clandso co a reckoning for it. 

Lee. Weil dsaghcer,end you gentlewomen all, 

Withdraw imo 2 chamber by yous felues, 

Sand sehen ese tee yowe oe hicher mask’d: 

The Prince and je promis'd by this howre 

To vitic me,you know your office ys 

You avuft be father ro your brochers daugheer , 

And give her to Clasdio. Exenas Ledies. 
OL. Which will doa with conrad coantenance. 
Bene. Fricr,I reel tatsesc your paines,! thinke, 
Friar, To-doe what Signior? 

Pass. To binde meer vndoe me, one of them: 
Lessato, crath ic is good Signior, 

Your neece regards me wit 

Len, Thate 


Exes, 


oil, wy will is, your will 
gs ba seul cies, this dey os conioyn'd, 
fa che ftsce ofhencurable . 
Ie whe 
oe And 
Prier. e 
Forer rakes ae with attewdantr. 

Pre. Good marrow co this faire allembly. 

Lee, Good morrow Princy,pood morrow Clams: 
Weheere suend you,are you yet determin'd , 

To day to marry with my brothers deughter? 

Clad, Ile hold avy minds were fhe an Ehiope, 

Lore. Call ber forth brouhes eres (he Frier ceady. 

Prim Good morrow Armadibr why whac'b ine matted 
That pou hawe fucha Febcusric face, 
$a fall of Gof, of flomme and clowdinefie. 

(Teed. [ chinke be diokes vpoa the fsuage bull : 
Tuth, feare nce man, wee'll rip thy bornes with gold, 
Ard sli Europa fhall reiopce at chee , 

As once Exrepa did at bufty Jems, 
When he would play che noble bealt in lowe. 

Sew. Boil Jewe fr, bad an amiable low, 

Bed iome fach firange bull nat beg fahers Cow, 
A got a Calfe in that fare nobuc fear, 
Mach like co you, for you haue iw his bleae. 

Eater brother, Here, Baarrice Afergarct, Pr fala. 

Cla. Forthwl owe you:here comes orber reckningt. 
Which is Ure Lady I mult fete ypon? 

feos. This fame is (he, and | doe gue pou her 

Cla, Why theo (he's mine, !veeet let me fer your (sce. 

Lem. No thar you fhal not, till pou cake {ser hand, 
Before chis Frier,and (weare to merry her. 

(Tas. Gwe me your hand before this holy Frier, 
Taen pour burbend if yoo like of me. 

Hore, And when il d 1 wor poor ocher wile, 

Aad when you lou'd, pou were my other husbend- 

Cle, Another Nera! 


i2} 


a Bao. Novhing cenainer. 
Stary. Vrfalapld man Friee Here, One Here died, bur I doclive, 


Aad as I liue, Teme maid. 
et Vinten Here, Flere chat is dead. 


Leon, Shee died my Lord, but whiles her fisades lind 
Fricr. All chis amazement cen I 
When after that the holy rites are ended, 
Te tel) you largely of faire Heroes death : 
Asd accep ches a 
e0 et vs prefently, 
Ben, Soft ond fae Frict whack vo Resrice? 
Beat. | aaloget to chat ascme, what is yous will? 
Bowe, Doo not you lone me? 
rash Whe keccevers tesfon. 
chen your Vacle,and the Prince, & Glen- 
de, hove becne deceined, they fwore you did, 
Beat. Dee not you love mee > 
Bene. win Kasbah then reafoa. 
Bret, Why then my Coltn Diaegaret and Urfala 
Are much decein'd for they did (cine did. 
Bews. They (wore you were aknoda Ecka bas we, 
Bout. They [wore you were wel-nye degd for me. 
Bene, “Tisno matcer,then you dee not lowe me? 
Beat. No tculy,bus io friendly recompenes. 
Lees. Come Cobn,] am fuse you louc the gendiems. 
Ge. Aad Fie be fworne vpon’s, chat he lowes her, 
For heresa papes wriuen in his hand, 
A halting fonnet of his owne pure brane, 
Pathioasd vo Boarrne 


Here. And heercs another, 

Writ in my coins hand, floine from her pocket 
Containing her affeQlion vmo Benediche, 

Bene. A cnicace, here's our owne hands agsinil our 
hearcs : come! willhaue chee, but by thislight J take 
thee for pattie. 

_ I would = secle you, burby this good day, 

wafion, & partly to fawe your life, 
eet a ish a were in sc raption i 

Leen. Peace | will Rop your mouth. 

Prin. How dof thou Benedicks the married arsn? 

Bowe. Te cell shee what Prince 1a Colledge of wicte- 
crackers cannot float mee out of my humour, dof! thou 
think J care for  Seryre of on Epigram ? no, ifs man wil 
be besten with braines,s (hall wesre nothing bandforne 
about him : in briefe,fince I do perpofe to merry, J will 
thiake nothing to any purpofe thet che world can {ey a. 
gain it, ead ore newer flows se me, for Ihave (sid 

ainft it: for maniss giddy thing, end thisis my con 
ditoai (oi thy pen Clandie, | did thinke to heue besien 
thee, but ia ther thou art like to be my hinfman, live vn- 
bruis’d, and love my coufin, 

Cla, I had well hop'd § wouldft howe denied Bestney,) 
I might have cudgel'd chee out oftthy fingle IKe,to make 
shee a double » which ous of qucRié thew wilt be, 
if my Coufer do not looke exceeding ourawly to thee. 

Bene. packers ks ep ard t, let's have a dance 
ere we are asercied thacwe ow own 
and our wiues heeles, pile cs sa 

Rew Rikoloe casey burl mufick 

ene. Firft,of my la Prince, 
thou art (ad, get thee a vvife,get ‘hats vile. there is no 
Raff more reuerend then one tipt with horn, Enter, Ade/. 

Moffes. My Lozd,your brother /ebu is cane in fighe, 
sealer with esmed men backe to 
chee bee poallenanes for bam: Bike rp P peraaee ae: 

ike ep Pi ‘ 
L id Mnts, 





Loues Labour's loft. 





| eA Gut primus. 





Emer Ferdinand Nanarve, Bereawe, Long antl, and 
King of "t 


Ferdinand. 
SAP: Fame, that all hunesfret in their lives . 
Live our brazen Tombes, 
And chen win che difgrace of death. 
Caeaeee when fpight of cormorant devouring Time, 
« h endeaoer of this prefert breath may buy : 
Thar honour which fhall bate his fytheskceneedge , 
And make vs heyres of all crernitic 
Therefore brave Conquerours, for fo you are, 
That warre again® your ewne effedions , 
And the huge Armie of the worlds defires. 
Our lare edit fhall Rtrongly Rand in force, 
Nanay (hail be che wonder of the world. - 
Oar Court fhall be alinele Achadetne , 
Scill and consemplaciue in living Are 
You three, Berewne, Damane,and Lougenilf, 
Haue fwome for three yeeres terme,to line with me: 
My fellow Schollers, and ro keepe thofe ftacates 
Thar are recorded in ehis feedule heere. 
Your oathes are paft,and now [ubfcribe your names: 
Thas his owne hand may frike his honour downe, 
Thag violaces the fmafleft branch heesein: 
If you are arm’'d to doe, as frome to do . 
Subcribe to your deepe oathes, and keepe it to, 

Loxgauil, | am refolu'd, ‘tis but a three yeeres faft: 
The minde fhafl banquet, though the body pine, 
Fac paunches haue leane pates : end dsinty bits, 
Make rich che ribs, but bankerout che wits. 

Dumave. My loving Lord, Duane is mortified, 
The groffer manier thele worlds delighes , 
He throwes vpon che groffe worlds befer flaues 
Toloue,o wesalth,to pompe, | pine and die, 
With all thefeliuing in Phrlofophie. 

Berewee, 1 can but (sy their proteftarion ower , 
So much,deare Liege. I have already fworne, 
That is,to live and hecre three yeeses. 
Bat there are other (isict obfertances : 
As nocro fees woman in that terme, 
Which I hope well tsnot enrolled there. 
And one day in a weeke to touch no foode: 
And but one mesle on every day befide : 
The which lhope is not enrolled there 
And theno fleepe but three houres in the night, 
And not be feene to winke of all che mp 
When I was wont to thinke no harme ail nigh, 
Aad make s daske night too ofhalfe the day : 







Which | hope well is net enrolled chert. 

O, thefe ere taskes,too herd to keepe, 

Not co fee Ladies, fludy, fat, not ficepe. 

Ferd. Your osth is paft,to pafle sway from thefe. 

Berew. Let me fay no my Liedge end ifyos pleafe, 
lonely [wore te fludy wich your grace, 

And flay heere in your Court for three yeeres fpece. 
Longe. You {wore to that Berowwe,snd to the reft. 
Berow. By yea sod nay fir, chan I fwore in ieft. 

What is che end of ftudy, let me know ? 

i: Fer, Why that to know which elfe wee fhould net 

now. 

Baz. Things hid & bard(yoo meane)fr6 cdmoa (cufe. 

Ferd, 1 that is fludies god-tike reco ce. 

Bere. Come oa then, I will (weare to Redie fo, 

To know che thing Jam forbid to know: 

Asthus, to ftedy where I well may dine, 

When I to fall expreflely am forbid. 

Or Rudie where 10 meet fome Mifireffe fine, 

When Mifttefics from common fenfe are hid. 

Or hauing {worne too hard a keeping oath, 

Studie to breake st, and nor breake my trosh, 

IF fiudies gaine be thus, end this be fo, 

Studie knowes thae which yct s¢ doch hot know, 

Swesre me co this, and I will nere fay no 
Ferd, Thefe be che hops thac hinder fludie quae, 

And craine eur incelledts to vaine delight, 

Ber. Why? all delights are vaine,and ches molt yaine 
Which with paine porchas'd,dothinheris paine, = 
As psinefully to poate spon 8 Booke, 

To teeke the light of truth, white cath the while 

Doth falfely blinde the eye-fight ofhis looke : 

Lighe Seen Hence lighec oflight begeile : 

a ere you finde where light in paket lies, 

our light growes darke by lofin 
Scudie we se to pleafe che eye iadeedey, Ss 
By fining it vpon a fairer eye, 
o daziing fo, that eye thall be his heed, 

And give hirs Kighc thac st was blinded by. 

Studie is like the hesuens glorioes Sanne, 

Thas will not be deepe fearch’d with fawecy tookes : 

Small have concinus!! ploddetseeer 

Ssue bafe authorizie from others Bookes. 

Thefe earthly Godfathers of heavens lights, 

Thar give a name to euery fixed Starre, 

Have no more profit of their fhimng nights, 

Then thofe thae walke and wor not whar they sre. 

Too much co know,is to Know cov ght but 

And Godfather cen poe 2 name. 

» Fere How well hee‘stead,toresfon agen ve: 

an. 






Due. Procceded well, to Bop all peasy 5 
Lov. Hee weedes the corne, sad fale grow 


Ber, The$ # is ceare when greene gecile ste 0 
b 
Dan ce a 


Be. Fic wn bss place and time. 

Dew Inrcafon nochaig. 

‘Ber. Someching then sn rime. 

Ferd. ‘Beresrus is ke sa enous {neaping Froft, 
That bites the firft bore infants of the Spring. 

ee Sey Summer boaft, 
Before the Birds haue any caufe to fing ? 

in eny abortice birth ? 


fhouid I 
Hi tan Ine more defire a Rofe, 


Then with 2 Snow in Maves new angled fhowes: 
Bun like of each ching that in feafon growes. 
So ou to ftudse nove 1c 15 tan late, 
That were to clymbe ore the houfe co wnlocke the gate. 
Fer, Well fit you out : ga home Bevewse ; aduc. 
Bar.No my good Lord,! haae fwornto ftsy with you. 
And though I haue for barbarifme fpoke more, 
Then for chac Angell knowledge you can (sy, 
Yer confident Ile what } haue (worne, 
And bide che pennance of esch chree yeares day. 
Gise me the paper, ler me reade the (ame, 
And tothe Bude decrees Ne write mey nome. 
Pr. How weil chis yeelding refenes chee from fame. 
Ber. Seem. Thac a0 womaa thall come within s mile 
A rayCoun 
Hach ches bin procialaned ? 


Lee. Masry thax did! 
Re. Sweere Lord, end why? 


hem, Lee ean ioe Reetere cathe ih cwoaua webs 
mche teacme of chrre yeares, bee thall indore fuch 
eile nada thall pofhibly 


Ber. This Article my Liedge your &ife awit breake, 

Tne ah ae, felfe to fpeake 
French YGngs peg ih your felfe to : 

A Maide of grace snd compleaze malelite, 

About farrender vp of Aquitaine . 

Tobe dnchepu eke-snd be 

Therefore this Article is made in vine, 


co hase what it would, 
e the ching it thoald: 


Tis won as townes with 
For, Wemutt of force difpence with this Decree, 
grit ileal eccble ier 
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So co che Lawes at large | write my name, 
And he chat beeakes chem in the leaft degree, 
Stands in attainder of evernall fhame. 
Sug are to others 28 to me: 
Bur rir epr mega, ypu nay 
Tam che laft ches will ls keepe his oth. 
Bus is there 00 quicke recrestion greaced > 
Fer, I that chere is,our Court you know is hamed 
With a refined trausiler of Spacse, 
A menin all che worlds new falbion planted, 
 eberaede cepted eal ridgmctievtih 
of his owne vaine congwe, 
ing harmonie : 






































This childe of fancie thet Armade bigh:, 
For interim to our fludies (hall relate, 
in high-borne words the worth of many s Kaighs . 
From cawnie Spase loft ln the worlds debate, 
How you delight my Lords,I know noc I, 
But | proteft I loae co heare him lie, 
And t will vfe him for my Minfirelfie. 
Bere. Armade isa mofi illaftrious t, 
oe paeaa : pariah BY 
Low. (oflard che (asine and he, thall be our fport, 
And fo to ftudte, three peeres is bat thore. 


Esser a Conf able wath Coftard with « Lester 


Conf, Which is the Dukes owne perfon. 
Ber. This fellow, Whst would'ft? 


Caa, Signeor Arme,vfrmecommendsyon: — 
Thes's vifleme sbrosd,zhis letees will cell you more. 

Clas. Sit the Conceanpes thereof are as conching 
face 


Fer. A lecter from the magnificent Armads, 
ref How low focuer the matter, I bopein God fos 
words, 


cam. A high bopefors low hesuen,God granc vs par 
tience 


Ber. To heare,ot forbesre hearing. 

Leu. To heare meckely fir,and to Eeugh moderately, 
or to forbeare both. 

Ber. Weill fx, be tt asthe ftile thal! give vs caufe to 
clive in the merrineffe, 

Cla. The mates is co me fir,88 concerning /aquenetia. 
The manner of ic is,3 was taken with the manner, 

Ber, lo what menner 

Cle.ta mannes and forme fol fir all thofe chree. 
1 was feene with ber lathe Manoor hovfe, frring with 
het wponthe Porme, sod taken following her into the 
Parke: which pur to gether, 15 10 manner end fornic 
following. Now fir for the manners It 15 the manner 
of a man to fpeake to 3 woman, for che forme in fome 
forme 


Ber. Por the following fir. 
Cle. Asit thal follow in my correAiion,sndGod de- 
fend the righs. . 
Por. Will you heare thrs Leteer with attention ? 
Ber. As we woald beare en Oracle 
aor Such 1s the Ganplicitie of man to hetken after che 


La 





Fer. Greas 
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Ferdvvand. Kin. Sar] will our fentence: You thal 
Reat Depetss, the Wellies Vi Sas jar aps fafts Weeke with Braoneand water, 
nator of Nauat, my foalss carths God bodes fo- Cle. I had catcher pray a Moneth with Mutton and 






Porthdge. os Anis 
Ke And Des Armado ur keeper. 
My Lord Berowee, fee him deliver'4 ore, ie 
And goe we Lords to put in praAicethet, 
Which each to ocher hath fo ftrongly fworne. 
Bere. Iie lay my bead to spy good mans her, 
Thefe aches and lawes will prove sn idle feome 
Sitra, on, 
: Che. 1 faffer for the erath Gr: for trueizis, 1 was ta- 
en with faguenetta, and lagnemrttais struc girle, end 
therefore welcome the fowre cup of, a RiBi- 
ca may one day (onile againe, ead vnsill then fx downe 
Tow. A I 


Enter Armade ard Meth kits Page. 

efras, Boy, Whatfigneis it whens men of gress 
{pitit growes melancholy ? 

Bey. A great Ggne fir, chat he will looke fad. 

‘Brag. Why? ladoetfe is one and the felfe-Same thing 

eare s 

Bey. pee so} pci firno, 

‘Brag. How fadneffe acd melsacholy 
my cence humana? a 

Bey, By a familiar demonstration of che working yy 
tough figneus. so haw rk 

Brag. Why tou 2 tough figneur ? 

Te Why vender famemal!? why ccader lanene? 

‘Brag. poke it tender /unenall, as 8 congsucnt spa- 
thacon. spperceining to thy young daics, which we may 
Dominate reader, 


Bey. And I tough figneur,ss an appertinent title to 
your olde time, which we may asme tough, 

Brag. Prewty and apr. . 

Bey. How meane you fir] prevey,end my faying spe? 
of I apt,and my faying prestie 

Brag. Thou preuy beceule little, 

Bey. Licle preny,becaule lictles wherefore apt? 

‘Breg And therefore spr, sthionerh eyo 


one : 
A Not a vvord of (efard yet, 
Ferd. Soave. 
Co. It may be fo: bus if he (ay ics fo,heisin telling 
true: bur fo 


Ferd, Peace, 

Cin. Beco me,end every man that dases not fighe. 

Ferd. No wards, 

Claw. Of ocher mens fecrets I befeech you. 

Ferd. Sot ss beheged with fable colowred melanchole, 
id commend the hing bussece to tbe mef? whole 
feme Phy ficke of thy Piety Gia are: And | ama Gen- 
tleman, betooke nry folfe to walke : the time then! about the 
fxr boure, When be 4 moff grafe, bards bel pecke, aud mea 
& downe to that nevrifliment which us called upper: So mach 
for the time When, New for the gronnd Which ? which 1 
mocane T walkt vpn, hs is peliped, 7 by Parke, Then far the 
place Where? where | meane | ded encounter that obfcene avd 

offerows curnt that draweth from my [rewwiite pes 
the eben colonred Take. whee becrethes views, b:belde/t , 
faruayeft, ox feof Bus to the place Where? Is Randers 
North Nerth-coft and by Eaft from the 0 ft cotner of shy 
curvens kesgiscd gerdee ; There did f {* that low {piri 
sed Swasne , that bafe Mivew of thy emyrth, (Clowns Mee?) 
that valetered [mall knowing fouk Clow Me ?) that jbalew 
wofal (Clow. Sull nec ?) which oe I remember, bighe Co- 
flard, (Clow. O me) forted and comforted cextrarytothy e 
fablifoed preci. EAS and Continet, Casnen : Whack 
wath, d with, but wath thes | paffion to fay wherewith: 

Cle. With a Wench, 

Ferd, Wahe childecf eur Grandanotler Eve, a female; 
ov for thy mere foces vaderflanding « woman : bits, | (as my 
ener eiteemed dastue procigs me on’ hase fext te thee, te receime 
the meed of punslnseat by sty fwen. Graces Offcer Anthony 
Dail.e may of $o0d repuie, carreage, bearing, o> efPimation. 

AAsth. Me,an'e hall pleale you? I ain Anthony Dull. 

Ford. For lequenetia (fo 1 the weaker ve fek called ) 
which / with the afsrefaid Srraine , I keeper ber 
4s 0 vefel of thy Lawes furs, and foal at che leaft of chy 
Sucet yor ice, bring bes to trial, Thine in a8 complements of 
demoted aod beart. boning beat of datie, 

‘Don Adsiana de Armado. 


Ber. Thisis noc (o well as [looked for, but the bef 
that ever | heard. 

Fer Ithebelt,for the work Bat Gers, What fay you 
tochie? 

Cle. Sie l confellethe Wench 

Fer, Did youheare the Proclamation? 

Cle. I doe confelfe much ofthe hearing is, butlitele 
of the markiog of ir, 

Fer. Ic was procisigned a yceres imprifoment to bec 
taken with a Wench. 

Clow 1! was taken with none fir,] was taken vritha 
Damofell. 

Fer. Well,it was proclaimed Damofell. .. : 
ace This was no Damofell neythes fir, thee wasa 
itgin. : 

Fr Ic is fo varried co,for it was proclaimed Virgin. 

Cle, Tit were, I denie her Virginitie : Iwas sh 
with a Maide. 

Fer. This Maid will not ferve your turne fix, } 

Cle. This Maide will ferue cxy cone fir. 






































Bq. Speskeyou this in my praiie Mafter? 
Brag in thy condigne prajfe. 
Be. 1 will praifean Ecle with the fame praife. 
Brag. What ¢ chat an Eele is ingenuous. 
Bey. That an Eceleis quicke. 
Brag. I doe fay chou ext quiche in anfwerts, Thow 
heat’ft my bloud, 
Bey. Tam anfwerd fir. 
Brag. | loue not tobe croft. _— (bie. 
Ber. He {peakes the meere contrary, crofice lowe not 
Br, Lhave promis'd to tudy ity. yeres with the Duke. 
Ber. Youmay doeitin an hours fx. 
Brag. linpothble. 
- How meay is one thrice told? 
Bra. Tamil at regkning,it fics the fpirit of a Tspfter. 
Be. Youcres gentleman and a gemefter fz. 
‘Brag. I confelle boch , they are both the vamnith of « 
Compleat man. 
g- Then 1 am fire you knew how much the groffe 
famme of deuf-ace amounts to. 
Brag. Ie doch amount to one more then two, 
ag ere 
. True. Bey, sthis fuch a pcece ? 
Now here's three dice you ll chri awk, Areca 
esfic it Is to put yeres to the word three, and fludy thsee 
yeeses in ewo words, the dancing horfe will oi ag 
rag. A 
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1 will heereupon confefie I om in loue ; and as 
for a Souldier to lowe ; Soom | inlouewith'’s 
baie wench. If drawitg my fword againft the humour 
of sffedtion, would deliver mee from the reprobate 

of ic, 1 would take Defie pri , and renfome 
hen toarty French Courties for a new deuis’d curthe. | 
dunkefcome to gh, me thinkes I fhould out-fwease 
Caped, Comnfert me Boy , What great men haue beene 
in lowe? 

Bey. Flercules Matter. 

Brag. Mot (were Herenles : more authority deare 
Boy, came more; and (wees my chide les then be mep 
of carnege. 

Page aces Blsfiei be wai 6icise Gf goGd carci e, 
great carriage: for hee carmed che Towne-gates on 
backe ea slapper ea Hieeee 

- O well-haie Sampjon ioyat on; 
£ deseo Gos heey apie ee asthow didfi mee 
is gues. Lamw loa too, Who was Sempfons 
lowe my desre Mab? 

Bey. A Women,Mafter. 

Bey. Of all che foure, o the chree, or the two, os one 
of the foure. 

Brag. Tell me prealely of whst complexion / 

Bey, Ot che fea-water Greene fir. 

Braz. Is chac one of the foure ions ? 

Bey. As] haue cead fic and the bef of chem too. 

Brag. Greene indeed is the colour of Louers ; but to 
hewe@ of chat colour,methinkes Sarapfem hed {mall 
sesfon fer ic. He farely affected her for her wie. 

Bey. 1s was fo Gr, for the hed s greene wit. 

Brg. My Loaeiamoftim te white snd red. 

Bey. Moft irmeculace thoughts Mefter, are mask'd 
vodes fach colours. 


Brag. Defins,dekine, well educsted infant, 
Bey, My fachers wotte, and my mothers congue efit 
men. 


Brg. Sweet invocation of childe, moft prevty end 


Bey. If thee bemade of whice and red, 
faults will nere be kaowne: 
For blefh.in ebeekes by faulcs are bred, 
And feares white thowne; 













Pr ihers ideas mafter egainft the reafon of white 
Bragg. Is there not a ballet Boy, of the King and the 

? 
Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch a Ballet fome 


three ages fiace,but I chinke cow ts not to be foundtor 
if it were, it would neither ferue for the wrning,nor the 
tine 


ity crample my di grefiion by foroe mighty prefident. 
Boy, Idee low, thet Councrey gi ent 
the Parke with the racionsll hinde Cofand; the defesues 
Bey Tobee whip’d : and yet a bereer lowe then 
whip’ yet ay 


Brg. Sing Boy say Spisie grows hemry inoue. 





% 
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Bey. And ther's gree marveil,louing s light wench 
Brag. | (ay fing. 
Be. Porbesre cll this company be paft. 


Enter (lowne Conf abla, and Woes. 


Conf. Sic, the Dukes pleafure,is that you keepe Co- 
ard (afe, end you cult let him takeno delight. cot wo 
pnons ts but hee een rah three daics a weeke : for chis 

aenfell,1 muft heepe her st the Perke, fheess alowed for 
wh hair sre yon well. Ems. 

vag. 1 feife wish ing: Maide, 
Lamers bluthing 


Brag Uveal vific chee at the Lodge. 

Mead. That's hese by 

Brag. know where ic «s ficuace, 

Ma. Lord how wife you are ! 

Brag. [| willtell chee wonders, 
" Ma, With whac fece? 

brag. ilove chee. 

Ada. So l heard you fay, 

Brag. And fo farewell. 

Ata:. Fsire weacher efter you. 

Cle. Come lequenetta, ewey, Exewn. 

Brag. Villaine, shou thale fat for chy offences ere 
thou be pardoned, 

Cle. Weil Ge, Ihope when I doe ie,1 thall doe ic ons 
full Romsvite. 

Brag. Thou thalt be heauily punithed, 

Cie. Lam more bound 10 you then yous fellowes, for 
sa buciightly rewarded. ; 

~ Takeaway chis villaine,fhrut him vp, 
Ba. Come you tranfgreffing Naue,sway. 
Clow, Let meenorbee pent vp fir, I will it being 


loofe. 
Bey. No fir, chat were faft and loofe : chou thalt to 


Clow. Well, Cover] do fee the merry dsyes of defo- 
lation thar I heue feene, fore thall fee. 

Bey. Whar hall forne fee > 

Claw. Nay nothing , Mafter Aderh , but what t 
looke vpon. ftis not for prifoners co be Gient wn their 
words, ind therefore I will fey nothing :f thankeGod,t 
haue as little perience as another man , and therefore J 


can be uEneae bxw. 
Brag. \ doe affect he which is befe 
where her thooe ( which ny A senor by her fore 


ler) gui 

(which is befel}}doth treed, 1 thallbe foriwoen( which 
ia 3 greet argument of falfhood) :f 1 loue. And how can 
thec be true loue, which is falfly attempted? Loue is. afe- 
muiar, Loue isa Divell. There is no eu! Angell buc 
Loue, yet Sampfon was fo tempted, and he hed an excd- 
fent firengch : Yer was Salomon fo feduced, and hee had 
8 very good witte, Cupid: Butfhaft istoo hard for Her- 
cules Ciubbe, and therefore too muth ods forg Spe 
niacds Rapier: The firft and fecood caufe will aot (erue 
my cure: the Pafede hee refpedts not, the Dusile he 
regards not ; his difgrace isto becalled Boy , buthis 

lorieisto fubdvemen. Adue Velour, ru(tRepier, bee 
Pill Drum, for your manager is in loue ; yea hee loueth. 
AMA mefome ral] god of Rime, for lem fure | 
fhall eurne Sonnet, Dewife Wie. write Pen, for] wm for 
whole volumes in felio, Exe 


Fam All me Prem 


L 3 Abing 
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Adlus Secunda. 


Enter the Princeffe of France with three atsendiog Ladus 
aod three Levds. 


Boyet, Now Madam fommon vp your dearef (pirits 
Confider who the King your (athe: fends 
To whom he fends, ond what s his Embathe 
Y our (elfe held precious in the worlds efteeme, 
To parlee with che fole waberzour 
Of all perfeQioos that a man may owe , 
Marchleffe Nauarre the plea of no leffe weight 
Then Agqustasne,a Downie for s Queene, 
Be now ss prodigall of all deare grsce, 
Bs Nature was in making Greces deare, 
When the did Marue the generali world befide , 
Aod prodigally gave them all to you. 
ures. Good L.Beyer.my beauty thovgh bur mean, 

Needs nat the ced flourith of your praife 
Beauty is yea t by iudgement of the eye , 
Nox vetred by bafe of chapmeus tongwes 
Lam leffe proud to hesre you tell my worth, 
Then you much wiling to be counted wife, 
In fpending your wit ta the praife of raine, 
But now to caske the tasker, good Borer, 

Prin You ase not ignorant allueling fame 
Doth noyfe abroad Nawer hath made a vow, 
Till painefull Qudie fhall ous..weare three yeares, 
No women may approach his filene Court: 
Therefore wo's feemeth it a needfull courfe, 
Before we enter his forbidden gares , 
To know his plesfure, and in that behalfe 
Bold of your worthineffe, we fingle you, 
As our beit mouing fare foliciter - 
Tell him, che dsughtes of the King uf France, 
On ferious bufineife craning quicke defpatch, 
Imporwmnes pared conference with his grace 
Hafic, fignific fo much while we sttend, 
Like humble vifag'd fucers his high will. 

Ba. Proadof imployment, willingly Igoe Law. 

Pris. All pride is willing pride,end yours 1s fo 


Who sre che Votarics my loung Lords, that are vow - 
fellowes with this vertuous Duke? 

Ler. Louganib is one. 

Princ, Know you the man? 


1 Lady. U know him Madame ata marriage feaft , 
Beeweene L. Perigert and the beautious heire 
Of laques Fancoubridgs folemnized. 
In Normand (aw I chis Lowgasil , 
A man of foucraigne pacts hes efteern'd : 
Well fitted in Arts, glorious in Armes : 
Nothing becomes bim ill chac he would well. 
The oacly foylc of his faire vertaes glofle, 
If vertues gloffe will Raine with any foile, 
Isa thasp wit match’d with too blunts Will . 
Whole edge hatb power to cut whofe wall fii)! wills, 
It thould none {pare thar come within his power. 
Pria. Some mocking Lord belike,if fo? 
Led.t.1 They fay fo molt, chat moft bis bumors know. 
Prov. Such liv'd wits do wicher as they grow. 
Who are the reft? 
3-Lad. The yong Damater,s well eccomplitht youth, 


Lowes Labow's loft. 


“ re thec Vertue loue, for Vereue loved. 
° wer co doe molt harme, leaft knowing iff 
Fer be hath wit comeke an ill (hape pood, 
And fspe to win grace thou the hed os Wi: 
I fave him at the Duke Alasfous once, 
And much coo liccle of chat good I few, 
Is my repott cobis great worthineffe. 

‘Refe Another of chefe Scudencs at that time, 
Was there with nim, as I haue heard 9 cruth. 
Ser emne call him, but s merries man, 
Within the lienit of becomaning mirth , 
I neuer fpent an houres talke w 
His eye beget occahion fer bis wit , 
For every obie@ chat che one doth catch 
ticdriras vst toa mirth-mouing ieft 

ich his faire tongue (conceits expofror 

Delivers in fuch s pod pease words, 
That aged cares play creusne at his tales, 
And yonger hearings are quite reusthed. 
So {weet and voluble 1s his difeourfe 

Pra. God bleflemy Ladies,are they all o love? 
Thar one her owene hath gerifbed , 
With foch bedecking ornaments of prasfe 

Ma. Heere comes Bover 


Eater Beet. 


Pria, peda vine era 
. Natar had norict of your feire epproach 

Aad ead biicomprthacs ie oath, in ‘ 
Were alladdrefi co meese you gentle Lady 
Before I came: Macrie thus much | beue icant, 
He rather meanes to lodge you in the field, 
Like one shat comes heere to befiege his Coors, 
Thert feeke 0 difpenfation for his oath : 
Toler you encer his *apeopled houfe. 


Eater Nenar, Longanill, Dugeares, and Berowas, 


Heere comes Nawar 

Naz. Fare Princefle,welcomto the Court of Nana 

Pre, Fore [ give you backeagaine , and welcome] 
have not yet : che roofe of thes Court js ton highto bee 
yours, and welconie to the wide fields, too bafe to be 
mine. 


Nas You (hall be welcome Medam to my Court. 
Prin. | wil be welcome then, Condud me thither. 
New Heare me deare Lady.) have fworne an osth. 
Pre. Our Lady helpe my Lord,he'll be forfworna, 
Nan Not for che world faire Madem,by wy will. 
Pris, Why, wall (hall breeke it will,and noching els 
Nan, Yoo Ladithipis ignorant what it is. 
Prin. Were my Lord fo, bis ignerance were wile, 
Where now his knowledge mult proue ignorance. 
I beere aoe grece — (worne out “per : 
Tis deadly (inne co keepe that oath A 
And feats breake ie: = 
Bor pardon me,] am too fodaine bold, 
oer 
ough {ele to read ¢ my 
And fodsinly refolue me in my fuice. 
Maw. Madam! will, if fodaialy I may. 
Pria. You will the Sooner chet were away, 


For you'll ior'd if you make me ftay. 
ply srperpeogoeeny ey 


Boren, dance with you in Brabest onct? 
Refa. shone yes er ee! ; 








ees este Se , Loses Labour s loft. 12 
Ber. iknow yes did. By. Lady, twi a 
at 9 you co my owne hear 






































How ncediefle was ic then to szk the ; La.PRe. doe 

Be. ifypaclee hay sent vn nae I moa be gine | 
yeu me wit qeeftioas. . would yeu heard iz 

a Yenarco he hal Gh trace rid . Ts the loule che? 


Rofa. Nor ell wt leane the Rader in the mire. Bey. Sicke at the heart. 
Ber. What time 3 day? is.Re. Alecke,jet ic bleed. 
Refs. The howre that fooles thould acke. Bey. Weuld chet dee it ? 
Ber. printed Arlene Cay vt (deerme . 
Refa. Faire fall ¢ te covert, Wi prick’t wich ,. 
Ber. And fead you meny loeers, La Re. me potwichy ke 
Rofa. Amen,fo you bancee. Bey. Now God {awe thy life. 
Ber. Nay then will | be gone. Le.Re. And yours from long Saing, 
Kin. Medeme,your father heere doth incienete. ‘Ber. 3 canoe Ray than ° Ean. 
The paiment of a bundred thoufend Crownes, 
Being bur th ene haife, of on incive fornme, Eatw Demaw. 
Dasburfed by my father in his wares, Daw. Sit.) prey you s word: What Lady is thet fame? 
Bax fey chet he, or we, es neither have Bez. The here of. te hex came. 
Recnie’d chat fumme { yet there remasnes vnpeid Daw. pS: Lo: Memates ies you well 
A hendred choufsad mere tin ferety of the which, Loug. 1 you a word:what is the in the white? 
Onie pert of Aquatics is bound to vs, Bey. A woman forties, if faw her in che light. 
Although not valued to the moneys worth. Lewg. Perchance lighs in che light : | defre her name 
Lfthen the King your facher will reftore Bey. Sdec hath bur one for ber feife , 
Bex chat one halfe which is vnlerishied, To dcfre thes weeee theme, sd 
We will gi night in ome, Lowg. Pray you fir, whoie deughcer ? 
And faore fri : with his M ssefise : Bay. irsleepay ses: . 
But chet it feemes be litle porpoferh, Low. s ry beard, 
Por bere he doch demand te bsue repaie, 5 Gosd fe bean ofieoded, 
Aa hondred thovfand C rownes, and net demands 2 Shee is an heyre of Fankonbridge, 
One peienem of s hundred shoufsnd Crownes , Leng. Ney, my cholier is ended : . 
acer dacar  e prtaat Shee isa moh (weer : Exss Long. 
Whach we much recher hed depart withsll , Bey. Nos volike Gr, that may be. 
And hase che moncy by cur father ient, 
Leche rt a tay ee feter Borenne. 
Desre , were aor his cequefts fo farre Ber. What's ber asme tn che 
Free seafens yeelding, your faire {cife thould meke Bey. Kasberiae hap. 
pres, esr geen bt Ber. isthe or no. 
Aad goc facisfied to Prenrce againe. Bey. Toher will fx, or fo. 
Prie. You doc the King any Facher 100 m.:h wrong, Ber, You sre welcome fu, ediew. 
And wrong the reputation of yous nam , ‘Bey, Fare well come fic, end welcome to you: Ext, 
Info i pap sires Oe La Ada. That loft is Boromee,the mety mad-cap Load. 
Of chat whach hash fo fouhfell 7 Nor 2 woed with him, but 2 ieft. 
Kes. I doe proteft Locver it, Bey. And cucsy iefi bat a word. 
And sf you prove it, Ie repay ic becke, Pri. ic was well dene.of you to coke him at his word. 
Or ep Aquitater. Bey. 1 was as willing co grepple,ss he was to boord 
Pris. pte asdointy peters hele hot Sheepes marie : ¢ 
Beye, you can ecqoictances A ore not Ships? i 
Perfobs fomene, trom fpecist Officers, Boy. No Sheepe(fwort sab) enleffe BO PO 
OF Charis bis Pacher. La. You Sheep & | psfture : Shall thee finifh che te? 
Kes. Satishe me fo. Bey. So you grant pafiure for me. 
Beyer. So pleafe your Grace,zhe packet is not come La. Not fo gentle beaft. 
Where chat end other (peclaldes are bound, My lips are no though Several chey be. 
Teo morrow you (hall haves fight of them. Be. Belonging to whom? 
Kim, Tcthall (office me ) ot which roewew, La To ny fortunes snd me. 
“All liberali reafon would | yeeld enco: Prin. Good wits wilbeiangling but gentles sgree. 
Meane time, receive foch welcome ot my head, This crn! wsere of wics see LR better vied 
As Honor, without breach of Honour may Oo Nase and his bookemen,for hcere tis abes'd. 
Make conder of, to thy tree worthinefle. Be. Ifmy repent which very feldome lies 
You nay not come faire Princeffe ia my; By the hearts ftill « e,difclofed with eyes) 
Ba: beere without you (hall beforeceiv'd, Deceine me not new, Newaris iafeaed. 
As you (bal! deeme your (elle lodg'd in ray beast, Prin. With what? 
Though fo deni'd farther harbour my howke: Bo. Wish chat which we Lowersinticle affeAed, 
Your owe goed choughrs excale mec and ferewell , Prin. Your reafon. 
To morrow we (hall vific you againe. Bo, Whgall his behaviours doe make their retire, 


Pron, Swrcet healcy Se faire defwes confort your grace. | To the coor: of his eye,peeping thorough defire. 
Kin, Thy own with with I tchecyin cucry place. Esse. | His hert hke an Agot mien yous pesatieneetee) 
® r feud 
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Aegedeonle done cloqiel sper paar 
Hus tongue all impatient to cand pot fee, 
Did Aumble with hafite in his cie-fight to be, 

All fences to chat fence did make their repaire, 
To fedic onely looking on faireft of faire : 

Mc thought all his fences were locks in his eye, 


9 Faew his echoed woos 
with 


He is Capids Grandfather,and learves news 








bo 

Bey. What theu,do you fee ? 

Led.2. nomi. hay antag 

Dey. You wre roo herd Bxavor enn: 

Aeius Tes tins 
&- 

Bra. Warble childe,make peflionete my fenke of hea- 

.. Ceoncolinel. 

‘Brag. Sweere Ayet id aieab-teiogh a ne 
this Key, gine enlargement co the fwaine, 
Beaty tee I mut imploy tim in 9 letter tomy 
Love. 


Will you win your love with French braule? 
x How secaneft chon,besal in French? 
_D. Noasy complest mefter, but co ligge offs cune 
acca oime: fat cen ced Gece, 
ie wich tontg ¥ ee 2 note a 
Gosaetlana taieueh che iccer (if you fwallowed low: 
with » lowe fometime through: nofe as if you 
fneft vp dees eee rie 
arenes croft ca 


the with 
neni Sibel debe likes Ri on 8 {plt,or your 
your pocker, like a men after che old peinting, 


make them men of note: do you neve men that mo@ are 
garmomge inary Oe 


Lowes Laboow sl 


But heoe you forgot your Loue? 
Bot Negligen: fudoneJeroe herby bea. 
heart, and in heart 
pigs a Aad on ober lar ecole three 2 will 


= by loue her, becanfe 
comnot come 
cau sles uk nce ved cov of laser vse Sos he. 
oat of heart chst you cannot enioy hes. 
Brag. 1 am all thefe three. 


ores: Fetch hicher che Swaine, he auft carrie mee 


Bey. heigl vel Sepa 6, sHeriesn bee 


Brad. 1 (ey Leadis flow. 

Bey. spasms worm oe 
As thas Lead flow which is fir'd frem « Gunne? 

ip Cason alec Babe diaries 
He es mes 3 
hoes deve te Sri 


yirdcccvan one ) 
rade melancholic, Valour ghues 
My Herald is revucn'd, 
Enter Page aod Cleune, 
ne Aocota Metenesss hee ere e 


Ar, Secne enigma, (ome riddle, come, thy Leany 


Same heaps Plano kaya 


, thy fille 
foe 


the inconfera aks fal 
“Fy ene 
the wife them other, ae tonings 
pin oooh aid ban gras, siconite CF make 
Some obfcure tofore bin faine 
Plow will ocdin your macrall, end do pou follow wich 


Thc Foc Ap an be Henble Su, 


Cla The Boy bath fold bi a bargpune.a Got her’s 








Lowes Labour's loft. 129 
y-wosth is g yout Goofe in bes tralne there ise Lodie: 


os. 
To (eld a bargaine well ses cunning as felt sd look ; When tongues fpeak (weerly.then heme, 
Lasane feo 8 fax Leswey,! that’s 0 fac Goole. Asd Sel calite e i atl 
tr, Come hisher,come hitches : And to her white hand fee thou do commend 
How did this w begin? This (esl'd-vp counfaile, Thec's thy guerdon : goe. 
weighs dans Drege ord was brokea ins (hin. Ck. Gesdon,O fwerte gerdon, berter then remune. 
Thes cai papa dae sation, aleuenpence-ferthing beceer : moft (weere gar: 
; Clan. Tree,and I foes : don. 1} will doe it (er in print: gerdoa, remunetstion. 
ties Boscia acc fe the Der. 0, 20d I forfooth so 
t ot oofe chat you t, . O.ead J in 
And he ended the macher. ee idl tacchecaieucr chsh” 
° Penk Buc call me: How was there a Coferd broken in | A verie Beadle cos humerous figh : A Criiche, 
afhns? 


Pag. J wll tell you fencibly. 


» Thos no feclung of st Afeth, 
J wil [peske thas . 
1 Coffard owt,thac was fafely wichin, 


ee Wa 


Ann. Sota Cofterd,| vail infranchife thee. 

Clam. O, mame me to onc Fravcas, | fell forme Lew. 
acy, ome Goole in this. 

Arm. By cay facete toule,] thee at Jr 
bert:e. chy perfon: thou wert esoured, 
juated 

Cla. True,truc and cow you will be 
and let me look aes ial cia 

Arm. | give thee uny libertie, fet thee from derence, 
end on Seu thereof, wmpoleon thes nothing But this: 
Beare chis fignificant co the caunsrey Maide Laguerette ; 

emuneration, {nt the beft ward of anne honours 


Pug. tbe ut 
Sigpear iy Ply Exk, 
Clow, My fereece ounce of mans Aish, my in-coore 


| few: Now will I teake co bis remeneration, 

| Rernenerecion, O, thet's the Leeme word for three-fas- 
wan. Theree-farthings temeretion, Whaer's the price 
of dus ynole? 1.4.20, lle giue you s reavaneration : ? 
Iscarrees it comuneracion ; Wry? SelsaForername then 
aPrencb-Crowne. | will never buy end flout of chis 


Eater Borenne. 


Be. knoveCofard,exc eedingly well 


ass Saeed a remsumerstion } 
Loe 
then chreefarthings ero 1th of Silke. 


I thaake your worthip,God be w 
Be. Oftay lace, | awéiccrploy thee: 


P 


floue.it ts ber this: 
Princeffe comes to hunt here in the Parke, 





ip lek aasipleedn Conftable, 
pedant ore the 
The wbom no moral f corn. 

This wenpled,whyning parblinde weiward 
This fegenor Lanes gysnt drswie,don Copd, re 
of Leve-11mes,Lord of foldedarmes, 

Theanointed foucreigne of pees grCancs : 
Liedge of all loyceress and malecoecents : 
Dred Prince of Placcats,King of Codpeeces 
Sole Emperator ard great genscall 


Offtrotting Parrators (0 my little heaet.) 
And Ito bea of his field, 


And wesre his colours like s Tumblers hoope. 
Whac? [ love, I fue, I feeke a wife, 
A wornen thet islike e Germane Cloake, - 
Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 
Aad never going s right beng s Wacch : 
Burbeing werchi cher ic may Aull goe ughe, 
Nay.to be pennyrde, which as worft of alf. 
Aad emong three,to loue she wort of all, 
A whitly weacon, with s velvet brow, 
With two pitch bels ftucke in her face for 
1,a0d by heaven,one thar will doe she deede, 
Though mar were her Eunuch and het garde 
And Ito figh for her,to wach for her, 
Tha Ciynd wil opetetonotr step 

apid will impofe for ha, 
waea ay chairs little we ; 

will lowe, write (igh, prays sone, 
Some men muft love my bedy med our lone, 





eA dus Quartus. 





Bueee the Pr. “cefea Feurefter, her Ledsts,ond 
im, Wikbstaa fperd his borfe 

es thar che King thac 8 fo hae 
inf rhe . YOR Ot che bail? = 


A Scoad where you mey make the feref thoote, 
i dienle my be: 


. What, whac! Furtt 


ife me,&c then again fay no, 
Ofibe hid ride Noe . 


te? alacke loz woe 
Fa. Yes 


my credic in the thoore, 
spittic vould not let medo't : 


heart mesnes no iil. 
that felfe-foucmsignie 


Re, Ooely for prsife,and praife we may afford, 
coat Usdy tua: Coden Lard. sa 


Enter Claene. 


a Here comes a membct of the common-weskh. 
: God dig-yow-den all prey you whichis the heed 


Thou thal: know her fellow,by che reff thas hove 


Ro . 
Cle. Which is the greatefR Lady, the highef? 
Be Thedaach eschewtel Ms 
Cle. The chickeft,& the calleft : ic te f0,cruth is erath. 


Are not 
Qa. ‘a your will fic ? What's your will? 
Cle. Ihave s Lecter from Monficr Berenne, 
Toone rar fe late 
Qs0 ter.chy lettentie's s good friend of mine, 
Stand a fide good bearer. : 


Iebs writ to Jagmenetta, 
&. We will reade it.) (wesre. 
tbe accke of che Wexe,and every one giue care, 


Beyer reades, 


Thies inthe dear dchigne of mbafir, 
Den Adciens de Armetho. 


But if chou firive (pore foule) whet ert chou then? 
Feode for his sage, repafture for bis den. 


Se. What phame of feathers is hee chase ladiced chis 
Lewes? Wher reine? What Wethercocke? Did you 
oust heare betes ¢ 
Be mene Oe: 


To the Prince and his Booke- mates, 

Le Thou fellow, s word. 
Ge sail pouay ak 

Teoldy 

Qe. To whom fhouid ft chou giuc ic? 

Cle, From my Lord to my Ledy. 

Qe, From which Lerd,to which Ledy? 

Cle. Prom my Lord Berowae,n mates of anc, 
Tes Lady of France, ther he call'd Refaline. 

Theu haft miftaken his letrer. Come Lords away. 

Here {weete, put vp this, ‘twill be chine snother day- 
Bey. Whois che thooter ? Whe is the fhooter ¢ 
Befa, Stall I teach youto know. 
Bey. lray continent of besucie. 


Y pet en. 
Rofa. Well chen,T am che fhooter. 
Be. And 
Refa. i we 









ey falertopenn) apt : &e. 

Aad! 

cle. By my troch moft plesfant how both did&e ic. 
fee fete enone well (aoc, forchey both 
Bey. A oack,O marke bus chas macke : amorke fabes 

Rede awikeasp icke in't,to ment ot, if ic may be. 
Shar. Wide sth bow hand, yfaich your band ts out. 
Sere os heele we're hit 
Be. "And fey ade ow, then belike your haed 
Cla “Then hee pec he wpthoo by cleauing the 


2s, Come come gootulhe patel, » your lips grow 
Ce. se sce vend oc Teepe Sore 
Bo. fee too machrabbing: good nigh oy goad 
Ch. foule 3 Swajne,s moft fiaple Clowne, 
Sh; By epintesSnepee ag Come, 
O any troch moft fweete icfts volt inconic vulgar wic, 
sieeve Go naethby of osbk-cocty san tc were, 
Jirmatber ath to the fide,O 3 moft dalaty maa, 
Te lee him walke before 2 ie rand to beare her Fae. 
dca atl a aoc Cweedy s will 


And his Pugs seother ode chat ood of wie, 
Ab heavens, is is moft patheticall aie. 
Sowils, fowls, 


Shoote within, 
Evtce Dal. Holefernas the Peden ond Nathanial. 


Exeurs. 


con fallesh Like «Crab on the face of Forra,the Cogle,che 
aapaaeeried re 

Cura.Nath, Treely M. Holeferne: she ep 
furcecdy varied like a {choller Dring to mintas 
ye. it was s Bucke of che firft head. 

Flot. Six Nathowsel, batd credo. 

Dal. "Twas not ahaud credo, cwas 8 Pricker. 

Hal. Molt barbarous intiostion : yet a kinde of infi- 
of explicatiod facere : as 


ES teat 
eatare, co Chow as it were 


his incliestion carbs rae d, vacdacs- 
ced, vapraned, entrained os cachet ore 
,coinless agsine may baud crede 


fos 
Dad. .1 {sid the Deare was noc s bandcrede, ‘twass 
Pricket. 
Hal. Twice fed fimplicicie, 50 collin, O thou mon- 
ga marci tepemara p preg 
Six hee hath ocues fed of the deinsies that are 


_ bredina booke. 
He hash not csez as ig were: 
He hath 


eee ere 131 | 
Thow canfl not hai Is je, » hee is onel 
Tiedcaiton hr inny goterm fenfble inthe uller parts: aad (ach naapriog 










ase fet before vs,thac we thenkfull (hould be: which we 
wea that doe fradtifie in 


vs more then 


ee 
So were these 8 potch fer on Learning, to fechimias 


But came bene fay I,bcing of en old Fathers minde, 
Many can brooke the weather,chet lose nat the winde. 




























Dal, Youtwo ase book-men: Cas you cell by your 
enone cans thet's not five 
weekes old as yer 


Pig Dilijine goodeun Dal, dilife goodsen 


Dad. Whar ts dsGima? 
Nab. Arisleto Phsbe,ta Lseneto the Afeone. 
Ae. Te aac cl when Adem ws 


feore 
ad ereughe ants iota haa ease oho 
Lgfcargen baie rer aagires 


A Dal. ‘Tis uue indeede, be Colleen holds in che 
Esc REC. 
Hel. God comfort shy capackey 1 toy th’sDhuGon holds 


oth Becnoge 
And I fay the polufian holds in che 3 
forthe Mooac ie never but s month old : end { 
bd chat rae Pricer cat te Pela 
baud, vall you ¢ 8 ememporall 
Epyteph on the death of the Deare. and to humour 
the i call d che Deare, the Princeffe kill'd 5 
Pric 
Nah Poge, good M. Helefernes, perge, fois thet 
on yeuto pier Scarilitte. 
I will fomeching affc& che letees, for ie argues 


The Daan hg ype bras 
Ov Pricket.fore,or eae 
Hef ie a 


Mf Sore be eather we 
Often fhe Meakg 
by adding ban ong more L. 


Nash. Acore talent. 

Dal. Matalentbe aclaw, looke how he clawes bien 
with acalent. 

Nath, This iss gift that I hauc Ample: 
tith extrauagant {piric,foll of formes, fig eres, fhapes,ob- 
ieéts, Ideas,s rele fae Thefe 
are begotin entsicle of memorie, nousiths in the 
vpoa the mellow 














ya foo. 










gee ife the Lord Sor you, sod fo 

, I 

and their D pee ws wl iby es 
t sprohity rT 3 

ose 8 is Dawg he conteoneeskdl sells 

Nath. de berecie, atl thes Sennen ee agentes; 7 


Enter Lequenctec acd the (lowne. 
Jaga. God morrow M, . 
Mech. Mabe petton tea Perfont And one theeld 
be Which is the one? 
fe Merry M. Schoolemefter, hee thet is fikeff to 2 
Ofperfing aH a good lefer of con- 
cek in seucphe f Barth, oon a Flier, Pente 
certio,te ie well. 


camia fob oxw- 
6 Mastuan, I 


and very learned. 
Naib. Le Toc essa s Gslhejs Rtense,a verfe, Loge do- 


mine, 

If Lowe make me forfworne how hall I {were to loee? 
hold, ifnoceobesstievowed.  - 

Though to my felfe forfwrorn,so thee Iie fakhfell prowe. 

Thole choughts to mec'were Otes, to theetike Ofers 


plesfares lluc, thet Art would compre- 


bowed, 
Scudie his byes leaves, and mekes his booke thine 
Wet - 
IPknowledge be the maria,to haow thee thall fulfce. 


Weil learned is chor thes well can thee comend, 
Kil ignorem that foule, fees chee without wonder. 
Which isto me fome I chy parts edenire ; 
Thy eye Sears tightaing bosses, thy voyce his dresdfall 


ard ide 


et, 


adie Ne 


e 


Nate, ouerg} fuperfcripe. 
Tothe foeow-whies hand of the woff beawtion a 
I willlooke egaine on the incelle@ of the 2 for 
the nomination of che partie written to the perfon writ- 
ten vnto. 
Tow. + in ok ; , Berowne. 
pene ae 
pao rand here he hech “cies 8 Leter to 2 fe. 
quent ot thd tw eccidemally, or 
bythe way of prepehon bed reifcartied ‘Trip aad 


Good Caftard go with me: 
your iife. 
eas rig Pocher 
ad, Siz cell net me of the Fether.] do feore coleurs- 
bile colours But te returae co the V exfen,Did they pleafe 


weenie 
she rable ped ag will 


Avwesy the geacice ore at thels game, snd we-will cocur 


Encer Berenwe with 6 Peper in bis band alone, 


" Lem cooring 


sm eny felfe. : 
riah dar actles; ace, Chose word) WD, 


cer Poole, fweeref Lady. 
5 ay ie sa Here comes one with 
peper,God give ce to grone. 
He Rand: afas. The King etreeh, 
Kis. Ayanee! 
Ber. Shot by heeuencproceede 
thampt him wish thy Birdbels vader the left pepin faich 


h che tran{parene bofome of che deepe, 
Aadorh thy face deough teores ofmine ples igha 
Thou thin’R ia every teare thet I doe werpe, 

Bie Gray te 020k Soe cerry es: 
Se thow tri in my woe. 
Do bur behoid che reares chat fweil in me, 


And they thy glory through my griefe will how: aa 





freet how heft | 





a. 





candrinke, not tonges 
How frail die know iefes ? Iie drop the paper. 
Secs leane thede loys Whois coneshtor? 


Whee i ing : liften care. 


Leug. Ay me, | am ferfwerne. 
‘Bar. Wy be comesia likes jwearing pepers. 
in thame. 


- lalowel 
ot on eee snocher of che name. 
Leow. Am! che fick } hove bern peciur'dfo? (know, 
Ber. | could pus chee ia comfort, not by wwe chet 3 
mokeft che ci ahe of facile , 














Thy grace being gaid'd cures al ddgrase in wet, 
LL teat, Urea hires és. 


Exbaelt 
Tf brekgn chon, tt 0s wo facts of anwe ? 
by axe broke, What fools ts 000 fo wefe 
er 
sacle prs vet makes Aicth adeiry. 
A greene Gooks,s Coddefie, pere pure Idoletry. 
Ged amend vs, Ged smend, we ore mach owt o'th way. 


Enter Damar. 
Lee, By whem frail | fend thos (compare? ) Seay 
Bere. All bid,all hid an old wnfars play, 
Like 3 derme Gpod, here ft] in the skie, 
Aad wretched fooles feererr beedtully ore-rye. 
More Sacks to the myll. O heauers | howe my veifh, 
Deesere tratuform d, foure Woedcocksin a difh 
fee © moll divine Kar. 
Bere. moll prophane coucombe, 
Dee, By beseen che wonder of s mortal! ere 
Bers By carth (he is polscorporall there you lye 
fees, Het Aber haures for togle hath eer ber cored. 
Ber. Aw Amber colow cd Fawen was wel) noe, 
Des. As eprighi asthe Cedar. 
‘Ber. Seoope | fay het thouldet is with-child 
‘Dears. Ay faire as day. 
Ber. 1 00 fore dases but then no jane mall (hme 
‘Dent. Othe | had my with? 
T=. And lhedmme 
Kee. Andmine too good Lond 
Ber, Acnen,fo | hed mine : Linor that «rood wort! ? 
Dee, | would forget her, but s Fever (he 
Rapes on roy blowd god will remembred be. 
Ber, A Feuer in your Dlowd why thea incihon 




























Ber. Once moee ile marke how Leuccan vecry Wik 


Dwasaveveades bis Senache 


On «day, clash she day : 
Lost oboe Aemth my Ma, 


This will fod snd fomething fe nore plain 


© would the Kény, Be od Logout 
Were Lowers too, ill to example ill, 


Would from my forehead 6 periaw’d pote : 
beosstale okay Jarbemerit oy aio 
lem. Demater, chy Loue is fasre from cheritic, 
Thet in Lowes griefe defir’R focterie : 
You mey looke pale, bus I thoeld biuth } havw, 
Tobeor token napping fe. 
Kis. Come fr youbloth ; 0s his your cafe is (ech, 
You chide ox ing twice as much, 
Yeu doe not lowe Adarie ? Leny ande, 
Did newer Seunet for her (ake compile 5 
Nor neser ley his wreathed ares sthwart 
His losing bofome,to downe his heast, 
Ihave beene clofely (hrowded in this beth, 
Aad markt you beth, end for pou both ded bluth. 
I heard gvity Rimes.of fere'd your fafhien : 
Saw fighes reeke from you, noced well your pefiran. 
Aye me,fayes one ! © /anr,the other ervaS ! 
On her hsires were Gold, Ctuiftell the others eyes 
You would for Paredife bresbe Faith and treth , 
And feae for your Lowe wosld 06 oath. 
Whar will Berowne fay when chan he thell heare 
Faith infringed, which fech neale did fweare. 
How will he fcome?how will he (pend bis wis 2 
How will be eri ,leape,and laegh at ie? 
For all che weelth chat ewer I did fee, 
1 would nee heve bien know fo avwch by me. 
stabeg pay a cepalacheath 
Ah L J thee pesden me. 
good my Liedge, hs lore 


Thefe wornes ert moft tn love ? 
Your cyes doe make ne couches in your tesres, 
There ts a0 certaine Princeffe char e 
You'll not be periar'd, ties hecefall thing 2 
Tathnone but Minfirels hike of 
But are scones teens Leys ae renons 









an 





baue I feene, 
, and of teens : 


Xin. cece pov ra ie 

Are wee thas to chy over-view 

Ber. Not me,bat { toyos. 

AP celica ap bere iad 
leabereyed by becpieg oper 

Wich cnen like woea of imsonftancie sefhencie 

When thall you fee ave weies 0 thing in rime? 

Or grone for Seas ? or sakes kat opel 
lo pruning mee, when you heare chat: ea 
hand,s foor,s face,an eyes a gore ftece,s brow, 2 bereft, 


Leng. It did moue him to peffion,end therefore let's 
heere ke. 


Dea. \c ie Berewas writing,»nd heare is his name. 
Ber. Ab you whorefon loggerhead, you were borne 


O difrufle this sedience, snd I thell cell you more. 
‘Daw. Now thenumber iscuen 
Bere Traztcue,we arefowre : will chefe Turtles 
be gone? 


Kio, Hence frs,ewey. 
Cle. Walk efde the swe falke, Sc let the craytots (tay. 


forfworne. 
Keng. What, did thefe rene lines fhew forme loue of 
thine? 


raen of 


toda peo 


then prayfe cow thant doch blet. 

Reel 

Mi ke tie, sa hex eye : 

Besary doth vereith Age, si me bares: 

And guwes the Crurch the Cradles iafancie. 

O ‘tis the Suane ther maketh all things thine, 
Kiog. By beawen, thy Love is biache as Ebon. 
Berow. 11 Ebonie like her ? O word diuine> 

A wife of {uch wood were felicitie. 

O who cen give an oth? Where ss s booke? 

That J nay (weare Beouty dosh besuty backe, 

If chat (he leorne not of her cyeto loohes 

No face is fasce tha is not fall fo blscke. 

Kon. O peradoze, Blache isthe badge of hell, 

Hea) wedashtns ore eteareeecccda 

And besatics creft becomes the heanens 


with a fale pea: 

And therfore is fhe berne co make biacke, faire. 
Her favour rurnes the fathion of the deyes, 
For native bloud is counted Gow 8 
And therefore red that would difpraife, 
Paints it felfe rior gt incr alana 

Dam. To i are Chimny-furcepers blacke, 
Les. And fince her time are Colliers counted bright. 
Kiag. And « thesps of theit {weet complexion crake. 
Due. Dark needs no Candles now for dark 13 lighe. 
Bev. Vous miftreffes dare neuer come inraine, 


her faire, or talke cill doome-dey here. 
will fight chee chen fo moch as thee. 








136 
Cure, A molt Gagulat 2nd cholf: Epithet , 


Drew as his chersey 2 
Peds, He dresseth out the thred of his verbofiie, 
ner then the 
asticell 


oa 
ao geprrererc evetaapeley yx would call abhomi- 
nableic infinuscath me of iofensie : ws aneligu deminer, to 
make fancicke,Junacicke ? 
(ra. Lausdeo, bere imoltge, 
Pe ‘Bonn been far bora profeiang inale fcraccht, tail 


deter Bregart, Bey. 


Cusrat. Wodes se quis worss 2 
Peds. Video, & gendia, 
Chirra. 


gon. 
Poge. Peacerhe ; 
Page. he reaches the Horme-booke : 
What is Ab (held back ward wich che horn on bis head ? 
Peda, with a horne sdded- 
Pag. Be nok feely Sucepe, wich ahorne s you beare 
hie! 


Pada. Duis quis,cha Confonant? 

Peg. ior lol of the frse Vowcte if You capa: them, 
or the iI. 

Pode. 1 will repeat them :ae L, 

Paz. The Sheepe,she osher twe concludes tou, 
Brag. Now by the Die woue of the medaersnium , 
(weet tuich,s quicke venc we of wit, (nip (nap, quick & 

megrsctp Sacer rain wit. 


a ¥ by a childe to an olde men: whieh ie 
wit-old, 

Pode, Whee ie the figure? What isthe figure? 

Page. tiornes. 

Poke. Thou difpures like sn Infaoc : goe whip thy 


Gi 

Pe. Lend me yourHoraeto make ene, and! will 
whip abous your laferme vem cira a gigge of « Cuck- 
oldshorne. - 


Case. And I hed but one penny io the world, chou 
feouldft hawe is co buy Ginger bread: Hold,chere ie the 
very Remunoraion | had 

of wit thea Pi 


were fo plested, that chou wes bet my Beftard; 
Whar 8 lovfull fecher wouldftthou meke mee ?Goe to, 


Leones Labowa's loft. 


Brag. At your fvecer 
Peds. 1 doe fax quefi 

Bra, Siak is the mol {weet pleafere end of - 
ion, Princeffe at her Pauilion, is 


Gr,ts Ka- 


for che Mountal se, 


. Sir the King ts s noble Gentleman, and my fe- 
oil dor ae friend "Gee what bee 


mof cell chee wil ploale bie Grace (by - 
x ( world 

feractas to kaa Vos ey pons Gea adc 

Gusger thus dallic wich my 


Prince@e (fweet chucke) wich Come 
tion, or fhow , or 


(oak ny fee steer ghseooen yghet 
myrcth (9s ke were ecquaint withal], so 
the end co crase your effiftence. ies : 
Peda. Sit, you {heli prefeat before ber che Nine Wee- 
thies. as ba ately aaarardr capone is 
ime, (ome ei poten of ae to bee 
rendred by ous sfhiftencs the Kings commend t snd this 
moft gollant, Woltrace and learned Geotiernan, before 


the Princeffe : I fay none fo fx as co prefer the Nine 


ig Where finde sh 

Caras. wit men Ww to 
prefene them? oe iad 

Pode. lofaa, yout (clfe-my feife,end this gallant gen- 
theenen Jeadas At achabeis 3 this Sweine (becaule of bus 
bie or jognt ) fhall pafle Ponpey che great, the 

age Hercules. 

Brag. Pardon fr, error: He is not quantitie enough 
for chat Worthies chumb, bee is not fo big as the end of 
hie Clab. 

Peda. Shell Ehaue audience? be thall prefeor Heres 
Gs in minoritic : his core and exs (hall bee {trangbng 0 
Snake ; end | will haue an Apologie for that purpofe. 

Pag. Anexceilent device: (0 if any of the audience 
hiffe, you may cry, Well done Harenles, now chou cru- 
theft che Snake ; thet is che wey to make an offence gre- 
cious, chough few haue the grace re doe it, 

Brag. For che ceft of the Worthies? 

Peda. 1 will play theee any felfe, 

Pag. Thrice Gentle 


ewsploy uhee. 
Duff, Ue make one ins dance, or fo s 0: 1 will play 
un 








—_—. a. 


—— as 















onthe taber to che W orthies, & let them dance the 


. Berowns de verte ese 2 
Pad. Mof Dal, honcht Dul,co our [por away. Exe. Odes inew be oerebat ny on 


How I would aske him fewne,end begge,snd Cocke. 
Enter Laden, Aad wais the (eslea, and obleree the amet, 
Le Acro SOP atc Aad his wits in besecies ckanes, 
If feaziogs come thus plencifully in. Aad bie tomy 
ALady wal'd sbour with Dismonds: Lockyou, wher! | Aad meke hic proud to moke me proud thes icfs. 
hene from the lobing King, Se ihe would } © refway bis 


Refa. Madam,comencthing elfeslong with chac? 
at Noching bus this: hecee 
As weld be cram’d vp ina 
Wric on beech fides the lesfe argue ond oll 
That he wes fasne to (ale on (ipeds name. 
Rofe. Toes was the way to make his god-hesd wax : 
Fer he hash beene flue thoufend yeeresa Boy. 


Kah, | trewd vebepyy gallow : 
a yorwanststicets eons kild pour filler. 


Rp. None are fo fasely Cought, when ¢ srececcht, 
pratt d feole follicle iconebeuas 


Aad Wits owne grace to a beecned Feole ? 

Ref. The af vous wasas ant Gish tach base: 
As grauuics revale co wantons be. 

ke. Rollie in Fooles besres not fo fleeng a ncte, 
ibe Petal share ete tr terlgaa 
Since oli the power thereefle doth apply, 
Te prose by Wit, worth in Gmpliciue, 


ipa Got Bad Former you terete bee) Ester Bepet. 
Bh Whae's your ¢ meaning moule,of this light Qu, Heere comes Bepet,cad misth in his face. 
. Ol sm Rab'd with lougheer, Whev's her Grace? 
ar A light condition ine besuty daske. Le dest pret 
Ref. Weoeed more light va fisde your meaning evt Prepere M 
Kat. You macre the lighs by cshing Ic in fruffe : Asme Weaches sme, incowncers moontad are, 
Therefore le darkety end the arguanent. Agsin8 your Pesce, Love doth rds 


Look whst you dor, you doe ful i'th desis. 
if Se donet you,for you area light Wench. 


Jadeed I weaigh aot 
De vcccephatie: that’s yeu cere nos abe, gu 


Orhide yoar heeds like Coweeds.snd Bs boos 


Ref. Geeae realea : for ,i8 full pot That chetge theicbeeash vs? Say fcous ‘v 
Be. wT. Wied bendind boca fc of Wis Sedlpleyeda Bg. Vader be cole f oochionthag 
Buc yes heve a Favour too? I choughs er <lole mine eyes fome helfe an heare : 
we We? aad whae sie? When lo to intersvpe my drei, 
1 waadd you knew. Toward thet fhade I might behold eddreft, 
jailins Gack es bots bd ce pans The King and his companions: warely 
My Fasour wereee gree, be witnelie this, 1 Bole into a neighbour chickes by, 
Ney)! hanse Vesfes thanks Bevanve, Aadouer-heerd, whet you : 
The nembers trve papal pacer aa The by and by difguie'd they will be heere. 
Theis Hesald ie a pretty hnawith Page: 


I wore che faneft coddeffe on the sgt: 

lem compar to twenty thouli 

asia et La bn his lecces 
Aay thin 


s. Bessteous as lacke : a good conc 
Ker, Face esa tent B. ina Coppie booke. 


Por the King, en Angell lal chs on 
epi teal ape ye cco raenaad Hau atl 


Yer net thou, bus fj 


Hard Mla Sodas ell isnoe ewill 
ee vefarow al) Shre Uda eh her ea “ thovider, 
APoz I al wes. e h‘d,and clap’d hia on che 
But Kahane, what wee font v0 you the bold by thei belder. 

Freen fenre ? Onersd'd his elboe shus,end Reer'd, and Swore, 


A better fpeech was never (peke before 
Another wich his finger end his chumb, 

Cryd wis, we wilde’ teome whee will come. 
The third he caper'dead cried, All goes wail. 
The fourth curn'd on the toe, and downe be fail . 
Wirh chat chey all did tumble on the greand, 
With fuch a relous laughter fe profound, 


&m, Didbenor (end you tweiae’ 
Ka. Yes Mademe : end mereourr, 
Same thoulead Vexies of foxhfll Lou. 


sdal gakcatma 
unplicitie. 
ig tops n def Pete mc fens Longatule 


ne Letra Deftho within ha Lab srbg 3 tr er Sash 
thinke 8 checke pathoas t 
Thee wer jad and che Letees thors. * ee, Bae te de whas,come sbay a veka ve? 


a 
salt 
ae 
He 


3 do ef d thus, 
Live Soyfentence Rafansie get 
are fooles to purchase mocking fo. Da a daar cert ca Per 


138 Leones Labour's loft. 
And one his Loue-feee will edusnee , Bey. Nothing but peace, and fitetice. 
‘Vora hie everall Miftredfe: hich they know Rofa Wy ta howe d bid cheth fo Be gen. 
By fasours (eucrall, which they did befiew. ‘Bey. She feies you have it,and you msy be 

asco. And will they forthe Gallance fhall be teskt: Kas. Sey co her we bene meafur'd ala” 
cieidogacae., | Ncginmnrmrccnmpee 

emen ce . We 4 jam 

beivet of late, to foe a Ladies fore.” PaO ir ba hess ouon chit grefle 
Hold , chis Fasour chos fhak weare, Refe. Its notte. Aske them how toches 
And chen the will court thee for his Deare : Isla one mile? If chey hane mesfcr d manie, 
Hold, take thou fweet, end give me thine, The mesfare then of one is exflic told. 


Pi prseiepmodnabetlg oye 
And change yeur Feuoers toe your Lowes 
Woo contrary, deceit d by chefe removes. 
Refa. Come on chen, weert the fauours moft in fighs. 
Kash. But in this changing, What is your intent? 
Qaees. The effe& of ary intent is to croffe theirs s 
doe i¢but in mocking merriment, 
ee ae 
Theic (everall counfels they wnb thall, 
To Lowes miftooke and fo be mocks withall. 
Vpoo the next ryapee thar vad bert 
ieb Vil i to tal e 
Ref. Ber flecdcad Lise vs too? 
Quaee, No, to che desth we wil} not moue 2 foot , 
Nor co their pen'd (peech render we no grare : 
But while’ts (poke each vomne awoy hit face. 
Bey. Why chat conrempt will kill the keepers beast, 
And quite divorce his memory frore his part 
ues, Therefore I doe tt,and I make no doubs, 
The reft will cre come in, if he be ove. 
Theres no fach fport,se {pore by fore orethrowne : 
To make thes ours,end ours nene but our owne. 
So thall we Gay mocking entended geome, 
And they sha sin emprti theme. Sumd. 
Bey. The Trompet founds, bemaske, the maskers 
come 


Enter Block moores with mafiche , the Bey with a fpoech , 
end the reff of the Lords defgurfea 


Page. Albaile therichef Beauties on the earth. 
Ber, Bewaries no richer chen rich Toffats. 
Pag. A bely parcel of tle fare dames that ener tura'd 
ther to mortal esewes 
The Ladies eurne theis beckes to him. 
Ber. Theis cyes viltsine,their eyes. 
Pag. That ever tard d thotr eyes to mortal vinwes 


Ber. Truc, om indeed 

Pag. Ont of yorw fanewrs beancaly fpivits wench afe 
Net to belalde bichotd, 

Ber. Onceto 

Pag Dacia Nabil nk car Silas Meuead ops, 
With paar Suse beamed tyes. 
Bo. a? will not anfwer to chet Epythice, 

ere 


Youw call 1 Daughcer beamed eyes 
Pag Theydoner eme,end chat brings me out. 
Bere lochis ? be gon yoe rogue, 


perfedineffe 
Rofa. Wher would thefe Arangers ? 
yaayeorenay adem “cis ous. will 

If they doe fpeake our » tis our. 
ics loses plata wrsoe tees sce parties 


Be. Nothing bet peace and gentle vification, 
Rof. Whee would they, fey they? 


Bey. If to come hither, you haue mesfer'd miles 
And many miles : the Princeffe bids you cell, , 
gst doves igebysa f enale? 

Be. T we meafure weary fepa. 

‘Bey. Sheheares her felfe " 

Refe. How manie wearie fteps, 

Of many wearie miles you baue " 
Ae owmbred inthe tate of coe wal ? 

ae. Wenumber nothing thet we fpend for 
Our durie is fo rich, foinfnnes i ae 
That we may doe it fill without acconapt. 
Vouchfafe to thew the funthine of your face, 
sheet ral worlhip ie. 

Refa, My face is but 8 Moone and clouded too, 

Kea. Blefied ate clouds,to doe as fach clouds do. 
Voochfafe bright Moone,sad thefe chy Gary to thine, 
(Thole clouds remooued ) pon our waterie eyne, 


Refs. Oveine peticiones, beg a ovener matter, 
Thos sow bet Mooncikin’ q 


jommligedheecas 
és. Will younos dence ? How come « 
ftranged? ass oe 
we You tooke the Moone st full, but now thee’s 
ed? 


ae Ya Rill the leche Moone, and I the Man. 
The es, vouchlafe fome motion co 
On cacmoeee 

Kis. Buz your thowtd doe ix. 

Ref. Since you are #& come here by chance. 
bade ho be nice,take hands,we wal sot dence, 

a. take hands then ? 

cbf Oulcworntinde 
force hearts and (u che Mesfare ends, 


fa. Then cannot we be bought:and fo sdee, 
ton eur Vifore, and halfe once to you. 
Xin. If you denieto dance, let's hold more chet 
Ref. ta private then. 
d wich chase. 


ee He Mifiris one fweet word with thee. 
im Hony and Milke,and Seger:there is three. 
Pred Nay then two reat you sow fice 
hegline, Wort, and Mahmiey ; renne dice : 
There's halfe a dozen fweers. 
Qe. Sewenth {weet duc dance you can coge, 
De piay no more with 
; One sword ln foeves 
ie. Let k nce be (wees. 


Be Thou greeu'ft my gall. 


Po Cama ; =a 





— 
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Ber, Therefore meete. 

De. Will you voachlafe wahme to cheoges woed? 
Ma. Nomeit. 

Due, Feice Ledic: re 

Adar .Say you (fo) Faire Lords 


Take you thet for your faire Lody. 
Da. Pleale iz you, 
and Ie bid adieu. 


As mech in 
Mar. ,Wae your vizerd made witheut 8 tong? 
Leog. I know the reefen Ladle why you aske 
Mar. O for your seafon,quichly fir, I long. 
Long. Youhane edeeble tongue wikbia your mask. 
Aad waald sffoord rey visard halfe. 
Ada, Veale qeoth the Dutchomen : is nos Veale 0 
? 


Long. A Calfe faire Ladie? 
Mar. No,a feize Losd Calfe, 
Longe Let's pert the word. 








ake afl end weane ic, it may peowe sn Oxe. 
Leug. Looke how you bus your feifein thete fharpe 
mock 


aa. die a Calfe before pour horas do grow 
Les. One word in preeate with youre J dic. 
(ta. Blea folly then, the Buches heases you cry: 
Beger. ce eo askeen 
ge, invihble : 
be feene, 


Scemeth their conference thes conceits bave wing 
Fleeser then arrows,bullets wind, thoght,fwifter ogy 
Rafe. Not one word mere my wsides, breske off, 


breake off, 
Be. et abn an yao feoffe. 
Kong 

Wits, 





madde Wenches, youheue Greple 
E wcuet, 


Le. Twentie edieus my frozen Mufcouns, 
Are chefe the breed of wits fo wondred st? 
Beyer, Topers chey exe, with your fercete breathes 


out. 
ry iking wits they heave . 
Ref. Wel-Viking wits ¢ ogi peneteom 
Will chey not (thinks you) hang shemfelues to ooghe? 
es: 


This pers Berowme was out of counrhence quire, 

Refa. They were all in lamentablacsfes. 

The King was vveeping ripe for s good word. 

Bu. Berowee did fweare hiendelfe out of 01) fuice. 
Me Cane aac. 
> pons hI:) vane Rraight vvas mace. 
Ka, ery saul (aid 1 cocoa ont his hect 1 
Ané trow you 


2 he call'd me? 
8, Qualme perheps. 

Kat. Yesin good faith. 

Qe Go fickneffe as chou eet. 

Ref, Well.beccer wits heuc worne plan ftsture capes 
Bot veil you heare; che King 1s my lous (wore. 

Qa. And quicke Berewes hath plighted fash to are, 
Ka. hid Lies Gal wii lea wig renin eee 
Me. Damaine 3s mine 23 (ure as barke on tree. 
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Zu, Will they returne 
° will,God knowes, 
Blow Bike fwoe nage eases Ay 


Sg. Hew blorv? how blovv? Speake to bee vader- 








Madam, if by me you'l be adule'd, 
Lec’s mocke chem fill es well kaowne se difguie'd: 
Lets coamlsine othe vat ose were bare, 
Difguis'd ke Mefcowices in thapelefie gcase: 
woader whee they were, and to what end 
Theis fhetlow (howes, and Prologue vildely pen'd : 
Sheldbe pled tour Tew 













Should be prefencsed at our Tent co ve 
Bayer. Ledies, withdraw : che sre ot hand. 
Qass. Whip to ous Tenta, as 


Enter the Kieg and the roft 
King, Peire Ge God fone you. Wher’s the Princeffe? 


Bey. Gone wo her Tent. 

Pieafein your Maiefhe commsod moe snp fereice te har? 
King. That the vouch(afe me agdience fer one word. 
Bg. Lwillsnd fo will the, iknow my Lord. Azkk, 
Ber, This fellow pickes vp wites Pigeons peafe, 

And vecers it aguune, when Jens doth plesfe. 

He io Wits Pedler,and rewiles hie Wares, 

Ac Wokes, 20d Waflels, Meetings, Markets, Faires. 

And we thee fell by grofie, the Lord doth know, 

Hane aot the grace to grace it with foch (how. 

This Gelfaat pias the W enches on his (lesue. 

Had he bin e-/dem, be had San. 

He can caruc too, and lifpe: Why chis is he, 

Thee kiftawey his head in courtefie, 

This 1s the Ape of Forse, MonGeur the nics, 

That when be ploses at Tables,chides the Dice - 

Ia honorable tearmes: Nay be can fag 

Ameane molt meanly, endia Vihenag 

Mend him who can : the Ladies call him fweete, 

The Rtalces 26 he treads on them kiffe bis feeze, 

This ie che fewer thas feniles on everse oe, 

To thew his teeth a0 whire as Whales bone. 

And con{crences che ¢ wil not die in debt, 

Pay him theducie of honic-tongued Bayes. 

King. A blifter on his fweet tongue with any bert, 

Thet put Armsathees Page out of bis past. 


Esser che Ladies. 


Ber See where it comes. Behaviour wher wer't thou, 

Till this madman thew’d thee? And whet art thou new? 
King. All haile fweer Mademe,snd faire time of dey, 
Qu. Faire inall Halle is foule.os } concelue. 
Kiag. Conftrue my (peeches better, if you mey. 
Qa, Then with me berser, I wil give you lesue. 
kag. We came co vifit you,end fenow 

Te trade yos to our Court, v it chen. 

w. This field thal bold me, and fo hold yoer vow! 

nor I, delights tn periuc'd men, 
King. Rebuke me not fer that which you pronohe: 


tuones ore Laod. 
















Of heqealy oszhe, vow 6 with Tits, 
Min. ps ag hy eo 
Vateene, enaifned, mach ro out fhame, 
Qu. Notfomy Lord, it isnot fo I foenre, 
We have had poftimes heere and plesfant game, 
A mele of Ruffian lefc os bur of lace, 
Kon, How Madoew? Ru(sians ? 
Qe ache Lord. 
Trim gallanes, full of Courtthip aod of (tate. 
Madara (peske true ic isnot fomy Lord: 
My Ladie (tothe manner of the daies) 
In curtefie giues vadeferuing praife. 
We foure indeed confronced were wich foure 
In Rufus habic : Heeve they Aayed an houre, 
Aad talk'd space . and in chat houre (my Lord) 
They did nor bleBe vs wich one happy word. 
I dere ner call chem foales; but sins I chinke, 
When they arethichhe, fooles would fame bane dsinke 
Ba. Thisieftis drietome. Gentle focere, 
Your wits ovskes wife things foolith when we gscete 
With eves beft fecing, heavens fiernc cies 
we loofe light ; your capacitie 
nasere, thet to huge foore, 
1 feeme foolith, and rich things bet poore. 
you wife and nch : tor ia my ete 


pl lame foole,and full of povertie. 


Ref. Bat that you cake what doth to you belong, 
Te were a feulc co (narch words from my ¢ 

Ber. O, Lam yours and all thes } poffeBe. 

Ref. All the foole mine. 

Ber. I canner pec yon let 

Ref, Which of the Vinaeds what it thet you wove? 

Ber. Where? when? Wha Virasd? 


ont Amez'6 my Lord? Why lookes your Highnes 
Rafa ee eee oe 


? 

Seafecke { chiske comasing from Mafcoule. 

‘Ber. Thes poure the tars down pisgues for periury- 
Can any face of braffe hold longer out ? 
Heere Gand J, Ladie dart thy skill ecme, 
tear yrebecteaet ea able 
Threh wt quite throw i ce 
Lapa mai end pane ‘ai 
Aad I will with thee newer more to dance, 
Ner never more in Rufsisn babic waite, 
O! avecr will | cru@t co fpeeches pen’d, 


Figures pedsncicell, the(e fucrmes Ries, 
Have blowne me full of ms oftearsnica 
peng ona Ghee: Gavan eke 

te whice the hend 
Henceforth my woing minde fhall be aaa a 
In cufler yets, ond honch kerfre sees. 


Ofthe old rage : beare with me, I am fiche, 
Ue leswe st by degrees - (oft, let vs fee, 
Write Lord bane mercie on vs, on thofe 
Lil anepeteiieerad ante ae 
aue the ple hg ie of 
Thefe Ladietiedjateceeo 
For the Lords tokens on youdo } fee. 
QeNox are free that geue thefe tokens to vs, 
Ber. Oaus fates are forfert, feckenot to undo va, 
Bef. It snot fo ; for haw can thie be true, 
That you being thofe thes (ue 
Ber, Peace, for! will not hawe to do with you 
Ref. Nos thall nor, if! do as! imend, 
Ser. S$ for your felues,eny wit is at snend, 


Kang. Teach vs fweere Madame, fos our rude eral. 
grelsion , forme faire excufe. 


wo The oe 
ere you not enen now, difguis'd 
Ki Madam was. : 

28. And were you well dui’? 

Kin, 1wes fare Madem, 

u. Whee you then were beere, 

winds whi (per mn your Lodies ere ¢ 

King. more then all che world J did refpefther 
wert Wheo thee (hall challenge this, you will reie 


Ky. Vpon mine Honor so, 
Que. Peace pesce, fordesres 
your cach once broke, you force not co forferesre. 
Kg, Defpife me when | breske chis oeth of mine, 
Qu. I will, ond therefore hcepeit, Rofalew, 
Whar did che Ruftsan whifper mn your eace ? 
Ref Madam,he fwrore thas he did hold me dears 
As precions epe-Gght, sad did value me 
Aboue this Weeld : adding thereto moreourr, 
That he vvowld Wed me, of cife die my Lower. 
} thee toy of him: che Noble Lord 
M y doch vphold his word. 
jag. What meane you Madame ¢ 
By any life, my troch, 
Laewer fwore this Ladie fuch an och. 
Ref, By hraucn you did , end to cookieme kt pisine, 
re eee Py 
me. chis, i did 
tinea: ysis lesssll ce bes Uacae si 
Perdoa me fr , tus lewell did the weare, 
And Lord Berowne (1 chanke him) 13 ory desre 
halle baer pa rd tee dalek Seal 
Ber. Ne of cicher, Irevois both cwame. 
1 fee the ericke en's : Heere was a content, 
Kaowing sforehend of owr mernssems, 
Te dath «like aCirwiftmes Comeche, 
Some carry-cale,fome plesfe- man, fome {light Zanie, 
Seme mumble-newes, (ome creschesbaigeclons Dick 
Thst Gailes his cheeke in yeares end knowes the trick 
Tomake my Lady laugh, when thes difpos'ds ne 
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‘d, fyrees as will vever a bract of words. 
The Ladies did change Fauours, and chen we Qu. Doth chis man ferue God? 
Following che fignes, woo'd but the figne of (he. Ber, Why aske you? 
Now to our periuric, to adde more tater, As. He fpesk’s act likes man of God's making, 
Weare sgzine forfworne in will and exrory Brag. That's stl one my faire (weet honie Monesch: 
er“ adsch at ed For I proteft, the Schoolinafter is excceding fanesficall: 
ear fpert, to make vs thus vnerve? Teo too vsine, too too vaine, Bet we wil pur ee they 
Do nct pou know my Ladics foot by’th fquies ? (ay) to Partoma delogaar, with you the pence of oinde 
Aad laugh vpon the applic of hier eie ? molt roysll cupplemenc, 
Aad Gand berwceue her backe fir,and the fire, Kéng. Herc is like co bea good prefence of Worthics; 
a treucher, iefting merrilie? He prefencs Heller of Troy, the Swame Pompey} gree 
You put our Page out : go, you sre slowd. the Parith Curate Alexander, Armadess Page /} i 
Die when you will, 3 fmocke thal be your threwd, the Pedane /udes Afariabes: Aad if thele foure Wor. 
You leere vpon me, do yous There's ncie chies in thet firlt thew chriwe, thefe foure will change 
Woandslike s Leaden ford. habices,and prefene the oshes fiue. 


Boy. Full mesrily bath this brane manager, this car- Ber, There is fine inthe firft thew. 
ceere bene ron. Kia. You are deceiged, tis not fo. 
Ber, Loc,heis tiking fraight. Peace, I hsuedon. Ber. Lat hue the Braggart,the Hedge-Prieft,the 
ole, 


Easter Clowes. Abete chrow at Novum, and the whole world againe 
Cannot pricke out fice fach, take each one in’s vaine. 
Welcome pare wit, choo part'ft « faire fray. Kis. The thip is vades {sile,sndhere (he coms amain. 
Cle, O Lord fir, they would kno, 
Whether che three werthies thal] come in,or 80, Inter Powpey. 
Ber. What,are chere boc three? 
CheNo fr but it is vara fine, Cle. IP am, 


For euctie one purients three. 

Ber, And chcce times thrice is sine. | Cle. f Pompey am, 

Cle.Not fo fe, rnder correGtion fe, I hope it is not fo. Bey. With Libbards headen kaee, 
You cannox beg vs fr, can affure you fir,we know whes Ber. Well {aid old mocker, 


Ber. You he, you arenot he. 


we know : I hope fir three tienes thrice fir. I awit needs be fricads with chee, 
Bae, 1s nor aiae. Cle. f Pompey em, Poapg foraan' dike big, 
Cle. Vader corréftion fr, wee know where-warill ix Da. The great. 

doth amoum. ‘ Clo. Ic is great tic : Pompey fornam'd the great: 
Box. By love, } slwaies tooke theee threes for aine. That fi ia fold, with Terge od Shoat 
Claw. © Lord fa, x were piatieyou thould get your did make w1y foe to fweat : 

Being by ceckning fir. And tranailing along thy conf, I beeve an come by chars, 
Ber. How mach is it? And lay my Armes before rhelegs of shes faces Lage cf 
Cle. O Lord fw, the psrttes chemfelacs,the afiors hr France. 


will Chew where. vorill u doth spent : for mloe owne | If your Ladithip would fay chenkes Pasepey,! had done. 
ted al I gaa Mo 

parte reat fis, fe. Tisnos fomuchw us J if . 
9 Art thos one of the Worthies? Feld. dmuade alitelé faulein great, a asad 


Ber. My hat coahalle-penie, Powpey the 
prod, Agate mine owne part, [know not the degree of | be Worthie. peter 
the Worthie 












but I ann to Rand for him. 
Ber. Go, bid them prepare. Exe, Eutsr Cotine for Alexander, 
Cle. We will cuspe it bnely off fie, we wif cake ome 
case Carat. when ja the world | lind, | was da'werldes Come 
Kay. opel re! Alea manda? ! 
Let chess neg appr By Eaft Weft North.cr South, | Bred ney conquering wighs 


Ber. We ste thame-proofe my Lord: end’cis forme | Afy Seuchcon plaine declares that 1am Alifender. 
peticie, to have ene fhew wore then the Kings snd his ‘Bows. Your nofe (aicsne, you are not 7” 














companie, For it ftands too nght. 
Kew. fay chey shy yen pie secs ; ao Your nole fmelis ag, ia this moft tender fmel- 
a, , etme now; i ight. 
Te Tport el sfesies,chat doth leat knew bow "be. Foe Con ueroris difmaid ; 
Where Zesle ftrives to content, end the contents Proceede good Alexander, 
Diss tathe Zeale of thet which is prefents : Cur. Whees in the wortd { lined, Swathe werldss Cam 
Adela eto lnmerpr-pla aeig anander. ica re fo Aten 
biol pephires, a sate. in Beier. Moft truc,'tis right: you were fo . 
Ber. A tight dckcription of ovr fport my Lord, ae: P cyte gre 
e 4 
Emr Braggart - Ber. Take the Contzocror, take Absfander 
Cle. Ole yu bins cag ital AG de oe 


Breq, Annoiaced, 1 inuplote fomych expenceol thy qoeor: you wil be (esp dove of he panned cloth fa 
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this : your Lion chat holds his Pellex fitting on 0 clofe 
Aeole, will be givento Aisz. He will be che ninth wer- 
thie. A Conqueror, and affraid to ec? Roave sway 
for theme Abfeeder There sat thall plesfe you : 0 foo- 
lith atilde man, on honeft men,looke you,& foon dafhe 
He is amerecilous good neighbour infooth, and 3 vene 

ood Bowler . but for Mafavder, alas you fee, bow ‘tis 8 
Bile ere-parted But cheresre Worthies 8 comming, 


will (peake their nunde in fome other fort Exe Ca 


Bx. Stend sfide good Pompey. 
Eusor Pedant for ludas, and the Bey for Mercedes. 


Pod. Great Flercutes 1s prefented by chis Impe, 
Whole Club k:l’d Cerborsw thac three-headed Caran, 
And when he was absbe,s childe,9 fhrimpe, 

Thas did he ftrangle Serpencrs in his Adanm 
eager iorg in minorine, 
, 1 come with this Apologie. 
a2, fome Mate in chy e2tt,end vant. Ext Bey 

Ped. \ades 1 am. 

Dum. Aludss? 

Ped. Not [feariet fr. 
lode: 1 amycliged Machabeiu. 

Dm Judas Macbabens iipt.s pisine Iedes. 

Bev. A kiting ecalcer.How ort hes proud /ude? 

Pod, Indes | am, 

Dem The more fame for you Judas, 

Ped Whatmesne yoo fir? 

Be. To meke Judas hang humlelfe. 

Pod. Begin fir you sre my elder. 

Ber. Well follow’d, /adas was hang’d on ab Elder. 

Ped. 1 will not be par out of countenance 

Bor. Becaufe thow haft no face 

Ped What ischis? 


Bor. A deachs face ma ring 
Lew. The face of an old Roman coine, fcarce feene 
Bei, The Il of (gfars Faulchion. 
Don. The cartd-bone face on a Flaske. 
Ba. S.Georges haife cheeke in 8 brooch. 
Das. 1,8hd in brooch of Lead. 
Ber. feed worne in the cap of a Tooh-drawer 
Aad new forwsrd, for we have put thee in countensnee 
Ped, You haue put me oat of countenance. 
Ber. Falfe, we have given chee faces. 
Ped. But you haut out-fac'd them ell. 
Be. And chou wert s Lion, we would do fo. 
Bey. Therefore as he is,en Ae, let him go: 
And ¢o adieu fweer Lede. Nay, why doit thou (tay? 
Dam. Forthe!strer cad of his name. 
Ber. Por the Affe to the nde : give ithim, Jad-@ &- 


“. 

This is not gencross, not gentle,aot humble, 
Box A light for Sonfen Yada ic growes darke, he 
me 


— » poore Marhaba, bow hash hee beens 
Emer Braggert 

Bor, Hide thy head e-¢cadtes, heere comes FieBer in 

agi Though my mockes come bome by me, I will 


now be metria. 
Ring Loelbor wees tune Teoyan in refed of this. 
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Bei. Burio this Heller? 

Kw. \thinke Heller was not fo cleane timber'd 

Lea. His is too big for Heller. 

Dam. More Calfe ceresine 

Bes. No, be is beft indued in the fmall 

Ber This cannot be Feiler. 

Dam He's s God os 3 Paincer.for he makes faces. 

Brag The Aropeten Adarigf Lanaces the alungbty , 
gaur HeAior 4 


Les. Seucke with Cloves. 


Den. oe cloven. i 

Brag. Mar: of Lasmess the almginy, 
Gane Hitter a oft. par yA 
A max fo breathed, that certame ba would fight, yea 
Prom mcorne toll weg bor, cot of bs: Pamlion 
I am char Flower 

Dom, Thar Mint 

. Ther Cullembine. 

Brag Sweet Lard Longamll reine thy tongue 

Los. I muff racher giuc it che reine - for it (unnes a 
geintt Heller 

Dem. |,0nd Heller's « Grey-hound 

Brag. The fweet War-manis dead and rorcen, 
SWeer chuckes beat not the bones of the buniea 
But | will forward withmy deuce ; 
Sweet Royaltie beftow on me the fence ofheermg. 


Bevowne fi cypes forth, 

Su Speske brave Hethor,we ate much delipheed 

Brag. 1 do sdore thy fwee: Graces flipper. 

Bey. Loues her by the foor 

Dae He may nor by the yard 

Brag. Thu Heder farre farmeunted Harebel. 

The partee ts gone, 

Cle. Fellow fetter, the is gone ; the is cwo moneths 
on het way. 

Beag, What meaneft thou? 

Cle. Faith vnleffe you play the honeft Troyaa. the 
peore Wench és caft sway: thes quick,she child brag® 
in her belly alreadse : tis yours, 

Brag. bon thou infemonize me arpong Potentetes? 
Thou thats die, 

Clo, Theg fhall He&or be bt 9 for Jequenetta chat 
y quicke by bien, and hang’d for Pompey chat is dead by 


in. 
Dawe, Moft rare Pompey. 
Bes. Renowned Posey 
Ber, Greater then grest, greer,great, Brest Pompey : 
P the huge. 
He&or trembles 
Ber, Pearpey is moued, more Asees more Arees {tirre 
them, or frre chem on. 
Dam, HeAor will challeage him. 
Ber, 1, if a‘haus co more mans blood in's belly, chen 
will fup a Fles. ; 
Breg. By the North-pole 1 do challenge chee 
Cle. 1 wilnocfight witha pole ike aNorthern man; 
Ne Math, Ue do itby tbaleosd 1 pey youler mee hon 
Tow my Armesageine, 
Pus. Roagme for che incenfed W orthies. 
Clo. ile do it in my thir 
Dew Moh refolure Pompry. 
Page. Maltes, \ec me take yeu a button hole lower ; 
Do younes fer Ranpgyis voeshing fos the combet: whac 
(meee 
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— ‘pesdonme, 3 wid 
Du, Youmey ace denials, Pompey bath nade che 


«Whar resfon hee you for’s ? 
Brag. The asked truth of is,] bere no fhict, 
Igo woolwerd for 


Ber. Trac, and k wss inloyaed him in Rome for wert 
of Lienen : Goce when, Ile be fworne he wore none, bus 


Sate 4 Mefenger, Menfew BMarcale, 


Ma. God {eee you Madame. 
Qa. Welcome Adarcads, bus that chow instrrapre ft 
merriment. 


om 
Adare, 1 em forrie Madem, for the newes I bring le 
beanie ineny tongus, The King your faches 
Dead for ay life. 
. Euen fo: My tale is told. 
Ber. Worthies away, the Scene 


Wan geikie of ic.) Farewell worthie Lord: 
A beanie bcart beares noc s humble _ 


The holy faire which feine le would 
pecs eerste resus haat 


Boor what it purpor'd : fince tn waile friends loft, 
spot by couch fo whalfome profitable, 
Asta releyce at friends box ocwly found. 

Os, lroderfiand pou pot, my greefes are double. 

BerHoneft plain worda,beft pierce the ears of griefe 
Aadby chefs bedges vnderfiand the King, 

your fairy (ake: have we negledted ame, 

Pheid foule re: with oor ostbt: your beactie Ladies . 
Meth much deso vt, fafhioning owe humors 
Berate ibe oppofed end of our intents, 
Aéed wher in va hath feem'd ridiculous: 
As Loue is full of vnbefirting (trsines, 
All wanton ns a chide, skipping end veine, 
Pocr'd by the ele, and cherefore like the ehe. 
Full of frezing (hopes, of babics,and of formes 


Vorying in fabled 


LS deren for cuer to be true 

° thet make vs both, feire Ledies you. 
Aad esen thet felbhood in ie felfe s fone, 
Thus purifies ic felfe, and 


Grane vs your loucs. ? 
A cine me chinkes too thore, 


You wi fr eens Oe ell youl de for ee: 
Your oth I wiil noc truft: bus go with fpeed 


“To fore foriome and asked kage, 
from 


Kia. Ifchie ec moce then this, I would denic, 
ofcine with 


to 
Acwelnemonch thall you {pead, 

Bot fecke che weacte beds of ficke. 
but whet to me? 


De. O thal fay. { hens you geatle wile ? 
Xa. Not fo my Lord, a twelnemonth end » dey, 


Le 


J : 4 


Tle masire ne werds thet frecothfac'd weoers tey. 

Come when the King doth to my Ladie come» 

Then if 1 hawe much lone, Ite give you fome. 
Dam." lie Ceret thee true and fai rill then. 


Kab. Yer Coreare nos, leaft ye be egen. 

Lew. What faies Maria? 

Mari. ub oy a eremaningy dey : 
He change my blacke Gowne, for s faichfull friend. 


Les. le fay with patience : bat the cume in! 
Mai. The liker poo, few taller are fo ook 
Ber. Suadies my Ladie? Miftredfe,looke on me, 
Behold the window of my heart,mine cie: 
What humble fuite secends chy snfwer there, 
ome feruice on me for my loue. 

Rof. vdeo pani barb (pasate 
Before | faw yous and che worlds large tongue 
Proclatmes you fer aman repleate with mockes, 
Fell ef snd wounding floures : 
Which owas all eftates will execuce, 
meet le Sl Ose Jee 
To weed tds Wormewood from your freitfell braine, 
And cherewithell co win me, if you plesfe, 

Without the which } aanot to be won : 
You thal chis cweluermonshs rerme from day co dey, 
Vifize che fj ep loyypbannianey ace 
With grosning wretches : teske 
With sf che Rasce endeuoas of tes wi, 
To enforce the pained impotent to fale, 

Ber.To moue wilde Laeger in the chreste of death? 
Ie cannot be, it is impoffible. 
ais ses ore cece nn gibingf 

7 Why chec’s the wey te 8 isk, 
Sic sd i chat lwole grace, : 
Which thallow leag hing hearers give to foolcss 
A iefts profperitie, lies in the eare 
Of hien chat beares x, newer in the tongue 


will nos throw away chas fpisi 
finde you y bar a 
Roght ioyfull of your retermacion. 

or. Acwelucemonh? Well: befali whee will befell, 
Le icf a cweluernenth inn Hofpirall. 

Me. t tweermy Lord,end fo teske my lesue. 

- No Madam, we will br: hosts Predbag s 

Ber. Our woing dach not end like sn old Pley: 
Tacke bachace Gil s shet Ladies courtefie 
Mighe wel bsac made om fport e Comedie. 

Km. Come fir, it wants a rwelvemonth snd aday, 
And cheno ‘wil end, 

Bar. Thar's coo long fore ploy. 


Euw Braggat. 
Swert M vou me.” 
Qe. Was nocthac HeQos? 
Dam, The worthie Kaight of Trey. 
‘Brag. Dabarciaha bos pang er,and take leane. 
| sina Voesnie, I haue vow'd to Tequenertaco holdethe 


l ake 7s lol. 


Plough for hex (weet love chree yesres. Bar molt efice. 
med wil you heare the Dislogue thas the ewe 
ce ee ata in preife of cheOwle end 
the Cackow? Ic thould 


foew. 
Kin, Call chem forth quickely,we will do {o, 
Brag Holle, Appevech. : 


Enter oll. 
= = re Mans. Wiecet. 
is Wer,che Spring : the one usimained byehe O 
Throcher by dre Cackow, _ 


Ver, begin. 
; The Seng. 


When Doles irra Violets blew, 
And Cackow-buds of yellow hew: 
And Ledie- froches all filuer white, 
Do paint the Medowes with delighs. 
Adel then on rae tree, 
married men, for thas fings be, 
Cockow ied 


Cuckow, Cackow : O-word of fesre, 
Vaplicafing co s married gare. 


When Shepheards pipe on Osten Rrawes, 
And merrie Larkes are Ploughmens cleckes: 
When Tartles tread, sod Rooks sad Dawes, 
Aad Maidens bleach cheir fernmer (mockes . 
The Cuckow chen on eucrie tree 

Mockes married men ; for thus fings he, 
Cuckow. 

Ceckow, Cuckow : O word of feare. 
Vopleafing to a martied care. 


Wise. 
When Ificles beng by chewall, 


A roerr 


lenote, 
While gtesfie Jone doch keele the pos. 


When ell sloud the winde doch blow, 
And coffing dgownes the Parfons faw : 
And birds ft beveding in the fnow, 
And Marri ens aofe lookes red end raw : 
When roefted Crabs biffe in the bowle, 
Then nightly fings che fasing Owls, 
Tu-whit ro who: 


A moetrie note, 
While greafic lone doth kode the pet, 


Brag. The Words of Murcucie, 
Ace harth eftes che fangs of Apollo s 
You that way; wethis way; 
Extunc omnes 








FINIS. 


-_ 





or. 
MIDSOMMER 
Nights Dreame. 





eA fius primus. 





Eserr Thefens, thppeiaa, wih cher: 


Drawes on apece: foure happy dais in 
Another Moon: bat ohne chinkes,how flow 
This ofd Moon wanes 5 She lingers my defises 
Like co a Step-deme,or a Dowager, 
Long withering cage he prepraaiontanrl 


Thefens. 
IS wae our neptiall houre 


-Foure daies wil quick théfelwes in nights 
eels fideo yuan dastaenides 
oo nba at cos fluc bow, 

an heseen, thal behold the ni 
The. Go Philefivare 


es 
wake che pert and numble {pisx of mirth, 
Tasec caulancholy fon to Foose’. 

The pele companion is not for our pompe, 
Happolita, I woo'd chee with ay word, 

Aad wonne thy loue, doing thee innenes . 

Ber lveill eed chee wy another key, 

Wah pompe, with triumph, and with reuelling. 


Esser Egem and bis dawgbter Herne, Lyfonder, 
and Demetri. 
Fri ple cht e hdeek 
s by 8 news w 
Ege. Fei ee 
chaide, avy dsvginer Hermis. 
crcancaager se er 


Dewerias. 
My Noble Lord, 
This man hath my confent vo metric her. 


Aod my grecious Duke, 
This men hath bewitch'd che befome of my childe. 


Wab enone ing voice, verfes of faining lone, 

And floine the imprefiion of her fancafie 

With bracclecs of chy baie, sings, gawdes, conceits, 
mests( 


With cunning heft chow filch’d my daughcers heart, 
Tero'd her obedience (which 1s duetome) 
To Rebberec herhhoeffe. And my grecioas Dube, 
Be it fo the will not heere before your Grace, 
preserva with Deusctr ass, 

the anciene pneil of Athens; 
As peor Tepatee of her; 
Which (hell be either co this Gencieman, 
Or to her desth, according to our Law, 
Immediately prouided in that cafe. 

The. What fey you Hermis? be adure'd faire Maide 
Teo you your Father (hould be as a God ; : 
One chet compos’d your beauties; yea and one 
To whom you are but 4s 3 forme in wane 
By him iavprinced : and within his power, 

Tolesec the figere, of disfigure it: 
Dewerrvien in. a worthy craan, 

Her, Sois Lyfander. 

Tbe. Intufelfe he is. 

Buc sn chis kinde, wencing your fethers voyce. 
The other mufi be held che worther. 

Her. 1 would my father look'd bot with my 

The. Rather your exes mut with his iudgment looke. 

Her. I do entrear your Grace to perdoe me 
I know not by whet power] am made bold, 

Nor how it may concerne my modefiie 
In fuch e prefence heere topleade my thoughes : 

Bot | befeech your Grace, thec I may know 

The worft chac befall me in chis cele, 

1fT refufe to mcd Demers . 

The. Ether co dye the death, of to abiore 

For ever the fociety of men. 
Therefore faire Hermie queftion your defires, 
Koow of yous youth, eopugiuney srnbarets. 
Whether (if you yeeld nox to your fathers choice) 
You can endure the heerie of a Nunne, 
For syeto be in fhady Cloifter mew'd, 
To liue a barren fifter all your life, 
Cha fart to the cold freiciefle Moene, 
Thriceb they chet mafter fo thei blood, 
To yndergo fuch maiden pilgri '. 
ia hs pepepeciae ald, 

thar which withering on the virgin thoene, 
Growes,liues,and dies, mle blethednetie. si 


Ere I will my Patent yp Beiefe 0s the lig in the collsedmghe 
dead pre sb ie vawithed yoake, reer) beth heaven snd earth ; 
My foule coafents not to give foucrsigaty. And eres men heth power to fey, behold, 
The Teketime co penile, end by thenextnew Moon | Thejawesof itvp: 
The fealing day betwixt nay louc end me, ght chings corue to confufinn 
For ing bond of fellowthtp : . Ifchen crue heae beent ever croft, 
Vpon that day either prepare to dye, It ftands es an edi& in deftinie : 
For difobedience to your fathers will, Then let vs teach our trial pecience, 
acc iia pale hace ee ae a 
Or on Diasae: Alcat to proce s due to lene, as and dresmes, and fighes, 
For iy afer ane if F primi Siac Glee 
Dem. Rete {weer Herwia, ond Lyfacder, yeeide A wafion ; therefore heare'ne’FJerana, 
Thy crazed title to my certeine right. rhodes iddow Aunt, 3 A 
Lyf. You haue her fathers loucy Derwetrins : Of great revennow, and fhe hath no childe, 
Let me hane Horastes: : do you him. From Achens isher houfe remou'd fenen 
Egem, Scornfall Lyfavder, crue, he hath asy Lone; Re epee aes moke one] (ones: : 
Aud what is mine, my loue fhall render him, There g Herma, erry | mesric thee, 
And the is mine, end all my right ofher, And cochet , the therpe Athenian Law 
I do eftare vato Deaxtrin, Cannot purfoe vs. Uf thou lou'fl me, then: 


> Lemmy Lord, a3 well deria'd es he, 
ij Coil pomel nay eee ne ca is. 
My fortunesesery way as fairely ranck'd 
(ifnot wich vantage) 88 Denserrins : 
‘Aad (which io more then al) thefe boalts cen be) 
eicictenmees 

not I mg right? 
hc img tepaiaoin pare ry om 
Made louc to Nedazs » Elena, 
Aad woohes foule : sad fhe (fweet Ledie)dotes, 
sAiecaprt hapten feared 
Vpoa this inconiten 
5 


But be 
My minde did lofo it. But Demerrias come, 
And come Ege, you owith me, 


extenuste) 


Come sey pr 6, whee 
I mutt imploy you in ome bufinetle 
Againft ou: augtiell, ond conferre with you 
Of fomerh' ee eer rem eee 
Ege. With datie and defice we follow you, Exernt 
aoe reece noe ak as 
f- How now my love? Why is your 
slew chance the Rote there pie be fo raft? 
Her. Belike for want of which J could weil 
Beteeme them, from the of mine 
: For oughe thet cues } could reade, 
cues beare by tale or hiftorte, 
The courfe of true loue never did ran fawooch, 
Bex eicher it was different In blood. 
Aer. O croffe! too high ta be enchra!'d to lowe. 
Lyf. Orelfe mifj Se ae 
to be ingsg‘d toy 
chow ofrmeriee 


Werre, desth,cx fcknefle, did ls € codes 
Making _comeeaices 


By the funplicitie of Venus 
By chet which kueceth foules, and love, 
Nad’ey tha Gre tick bawdhe Cortace Geruscs 
When ehefalfe Troyan under faite was feene, 

all the vowes chat ever men hsue broke, 
(in number more theo ever women (poke) 
Io cha: forme place chou heft sppokned me, 
Tomorrow cruly will bracete with thee. 

Lyf: Kecpe promife louc . looke here comes Helrus. 


Ged fpeeda fai whither 
fer. site Hobsus, ? 
Hel. Cal you me faire? chax faire a neetlay; 
Poemarias loves you faire: O happic faire ! 
Your eyes are loedftarres,end {weer ayse 
More cuncable then Larkero este, 
When wheste is greene, when hauthorne buds sppesre, 
Stckneffe is cacching : O were fewor fo, 
Your words | catch, faire Harmsis ese I go, 
My eare fhould catch your voice, my eye, your eye, 
My congue fhould cacch your ¢ Sweet meledje, 
Were the world mine, Dennetrias baced, — 
Se ees oe enenles 
O cesch wwe how you locke, sad wich wher ert 
you {wey che motion of Desserrins hart, 
Her. | frowne vpon hum, yer he loves me fit 
Fiel, O ches your frownes would teach wy (miles 
met him curfes, yet he 
. T gine me love. 
Hal. O chet ony prayers souhd affe€tion ensoue. 
Her. The more | hace, che mere he followes me. 
Hed, The more] loue, themore he hateth me. 
Her. His folly Helena is.none of mine 
Hel. None but your beamy, wold char feuit wer mine 
Her. Toke comforys heao more fhall feemy face, 
Lyfander ond eng (cife aril fiiechis piace, 
Before the vane | did fee, 
Secen’d Ashens like. Paradile to mee, 








































As you on hin, Demetris doves on reg ra 
Jick Sh ican css ? 


; the lepmer, Bottonce the 
Snowe the Tinker and 


Sum. Is all cur compeny heere ? 

Ber. Vou were beft co call cherm generally, men by 
man,eccesding tothe {crip. 

Qu. Hereisthe (crowle of ewery mans name, which 
rere, ge through all Aches, co pisy in our Ervere 
lade the Duke and che Dusches, on his wedding 


« nighe. 

‘Spon, present poe wher the pisy crests 
on: chen read the memes of che 3 end fo grow on 
to 

am, Marry our play is the moft lemencsble Come- 


dy. and mo cruel Ot Pyr ames 0nd Thishee. 
Ze. A very good peace of werke | sflere you, tnd 





A Midfommer nights Dreame. 147 
them, whet in my Lovedo New Paw call forth AAors 
Ticks iainedikcesacbl by de lenovde, Maher one vee a 
Lidrrothtel aqroptacgy i gas Ready whet pect I om for, md 
. eating om 
with hapeid grafle proceed, : ju ; 
A time that Louers doth Gull conceals Rates. Tan Niche Dessome ore fer devane for Py- 
fuer, And ta A gabcseyoh td mata eed I, Det, Whats Pyramen,  hooer,or 0 tyrant? 
Vpon faine woncis lp Ruin. A Leones choc kills hiniclfe moh gaflencty for 
: fade andy fos Boll a ae Thee wifi aske fome in the trve perfor- 
There a . teeres trve 
Aadthence ra Tae cole Of ic:if ldo ix, let the eudience looke to theis cles; 





1 will: mooge Reemes ; 1 will condole ia fome mncolere. 





Evcies cesely, or 8 pert totesres Cat in, tomeke all 
the Racks sad fhiceres fhocks (rel) break 
locks peven pas. see corre hall thine 

feom ferre, ond make and merre the foolith Fates. This 


“Fla. Heere Perr Quince, 

Quin. You maft take Thishie on you. 

Fie What is Thishie.a wendring Knight ? 

Mein. lis the Ledy thee. lowe. 

Fas, ‘Nay feith, let mac mee play 2 women, | heece 


Qui, Thet's all one, you fhall ploy it ins Maske, end 
you mey fpeske en {mall es you will. 
gupecenston sraaasieesd tAdebertages 
(peske m 2 monftrous tntle voyce 5 Thefes, » 
my lower desre, thy Thubue deacc , sod Lady 


ase. Noano,you mult play Pyrawan, ond Flere, you 


Be. Well, 
Star. Heere Pare 


Quince. Robin Starncimg , you malt play Thishies 
spocher? 


Tom Saemt she Tinker. 
Suows, Heere Peter Quince. 
Quiw. You, Pyrannn father ; my fell, Tho burs farher ; 
aie leqece rom ab zens percceeet hope there 
iss play fi 


. Hove yourbe Lions pare wrissen? if 
be, give it me, for 1 em flow of Audie. iid a 

"Gat. You may doe it axtamporie , for is is nothing 
bat roaring. 

Ba. Tecmsepuyia Lpcatios I will rosre chee] 
will doe eay mens heart good co heare me. 1 will roace, 
thac ] will meke the Duke fey, Let him roereegeine Jet 
sear emi Josie 

cen! you fhould doe x roo cenibly, you would 

the Durcheffe end the Lecees, that they would 
fhnkc, end thac were enowgh to hang vs ell, 

Al. The would hang vs every mothers fonae. 

Betroars. 1 grsunt you friends, if tbat you fhould 
feighe che out of thei 
ent ney age bee pose 
grauace my voyce fo, toere you es % 

focking Doee 1 will roare end ‘tware sry Nightin- 


. sean. You con play no pert but Peranun , for Pire- 
Na emeis 









ac’d man, 2 proper man as one fhall {ce in 
8 formes day ; 3 moft loucly ike man,cher- 
fore you malt needs play Paramen. 
Bos. Well, t will endertake t¢. What beard were I 
belt 10 play itin? 
Qum. Why, wher you will. 
Bot. I will difcharge , un cither your ftrew-colou 
beard. your orange cavenie beard, your purple in 
beard, of paar Frecck-crouns colcer'd rik ppelcpenny 
fed yellow. 
wex. Some of your French Crownes haue no haire 
at all, and thee you will play bare-fac'd. Bec malters here 
are your pacts, and [ ans to intrest you, requeft you, and 
defire you, to con chem by too morrow night: end meet 
ase in the palece wood, armle without the Towne, by 
Moone-light, chere we will schearfe : for if we encete in 
ghe Cirie, we thalbe dog’d with company,snd ous deui- 
fes knawene. in che meanetime, I wil draw abil of pro- 
perties, fach os our play wants. | pray you faile me noc, 
Betsens. We will meete, and there we may rehearfe 
more obfcencly and coursgiovfly. Take paines,be per. 
(e@, adieu. 
Qain. Ac the Dukes oske we mecte. 


Bes. Enough, boldot curcbow-fumgs. Exams 





eA tlus Secundus. 





Ester a Fasrce at owe deere, and Rebia good. 
fellow 3: anctber. 

Reb. How now fpirtt, whether wander you ? 

Fas.Quer hil ower dale,through buth, through briss, 
Ower parke,ouer pale, through flood, through fire, 
Ide wandet cverse where, fwifter then § Moone fphere ; 
And Lferue the Fairy Queeue,co dew her orbs vpon thie 
The Cowhlips call, her penfioners bee, (green. 
In their gold coats, {pots you fee, 
Thofe be Rubies, Faisie fauore, 
lo chole freckles, live their fauors, 
T awl go leche foe dew drops hecre, 
And hang 3 pearle in cuery cowflips care. 
Parewell chou Lob of pints, ite be gor, 
Our Queene and all her Elues come heese anon. 

Reb. The King doth keepe hit Reuels here to night, 
Take heed the Queene come nox within his fight, 
Por Oberon is pafsing fell and wrath, 
Becaufe chat the, as her attendant, hath 
A lowely boy ftolne from en Indian King, 
She never had tofwees a changeling, 
And iestoes Oberon would have che childe 
Knigh« of bis crame, co trace the Forrefis wilde, 
Bur the (perforce) with halds the lowed boy, 
Crownes hin with fiowers end makes hic all hes iey. 
And sow they newer meere in groue, or greene, 
By fountsine cleere, or fpangied se fheene, 
Bax they do fquere, chat oll cheir Elves tor feare 
Creepe taco Acorne cups and hide themchere, 

Fai. Euher I miftake yous (hape and makmg quite, 
Or elfe you are that fhrew'd and knaurth (piric 
Cat'd Robin Good-felow. Are you not hee, 
That frights che maidens of the Villagree, 
Skim milke, and fometimes labour in the querne, 
And boouefle make che breathleffe hufwite cherpe, 
And lomeciume make the danke to bease no barme, 





" And in the thape of Corin fare all day, 









8, laughing at their harme 
Thofe thet sbgeblin cal pestandiecn Poe ‘ 
You do cheic worke, and they thall have good luche. 
Are not yeu he? 
Reb. Thou {peak R aright; 
I am that merrie wanderer of the nighe : 
Tiel to Oberen, sad mahe him (mile, 
When I a fas and beane-fed horfe beguile, 
Neighing in likeneffe of filly foale, 
And foroctiene larke I in 3 bole, 
Ja very likenefic of a roefed crab: 
And when the drinker, againft ber lips Ibeb, 
And on her withered poure the Ale, 
The witeft Aunt telling che faddeft tale, 
Sometiae fos three-foor Roole, miftaketh me, 
Then flip | ftom hes bum, downe ropples the, 
And calour cries, and fals into 2 coffe, 
Aad then the whole quire held theis hips, and loffe, 
And wasen in their mirth, and neeze, sad fweae, 
A merrier houre vvas never wafted there. 
"Fairy, heere comes Oberes 



























Emer the arg, ik hat ldraceid with be trame, 
and the Qucene at anether with bers. 


Ob. imetby Moone-lighe, 
Proed cide 


w. What, icalous Oberan? skip hence. 
pf al cage pe ee 
06, Tarriersth Wanton; am not 1 thy Lord? 
Qu. Then I nuft be thy Lady : but | know 
When thou vvaft flolne away from Fairy Land, 











Playang on pipes of Corne, and verhing love 
To amorous Poids. Why art thou heere 
Come from the fartheft fleepe of /mdsa? 
Buc chat forfooth the bouncing Asecen 
Your buskin'’d Mifireffe, and your Warrior lowe, 
To Thefems mult be Wedded ; sad you come, 
To give their bed toy and profpesicre. 
- How canfi thou chus for Chame Tyrams, 
Glance at my credite, vith Ag ? 
oh ing I knovwy thy loue co Tbefcme? 
idft thou not leade him through the glimanering night 
From Pevegena, whom he reuifhed ? . wil 
And make hice vith faire Eagles breake his fasth 
With Ariadee, and Arspa? 
Que. Thefe are the forgeries of ieslouke, 
And neuer Gace the middle Sommers 
Met vve ov hil, in dale, forreft,ce - 
By poucd founcaine, or by ruthie brooke, 
Sly hai cas mat gens of the fea, 
© dence our ringtecs to the whiftling Winde, 
Bur vvith chy braules thou haft diftarb'd our {port. 
Therefore the amis px tO ¥5 1N vaine, 
As inrevenge, haue fock'd vp 

























the fea 

gious fogges : Which falling in che Lend, 
Hath cuerie petty River made fapoud, 
Thee they hane ouer-borne their Concinents 
The Oxe hath chesefore Aretch’'d his yorke in vaine, 
The Ploughman loft his fweat,andthe greene Corne 
Hath rorted, ere his youth attain’d » beard: 
The fold ftands empty in che drowned field, 
And Crowes are faced vvith the murrion Bocke, 
















The nine mens Morris is fild vp with mad, 
And che queme Mazes in the wenton greene , 

Far lacke of read ase vadi . 

The bumese morals want theic winter heere, 

No aight isnow with hyanoe ot caeoll bleft; 

of floods) 


Isasm mockry (ee. The Sommer, 
The chiding Aisemne angry Winter change 
hew worned Lisenes,sad the mezed worida 


We are chem percats snd orig mali. 
Ober, Do you amend it then,:t bes in you, 
Why thoeld Titena crofle her Oberon ? 
Ido but beg slutie changeling boy, 
To be my Henchman 
Qa. Set your heare at reft, 
The Fairy land boyes not che childe of me, 
Hi mnochet ear 3 Vocrefie of my Order, 
And in che (preced Sadan aire, by meh 
Fudl often hach the goffipt by my hide. 
And faz with me on Neptimes yellow fends, 
Marking th embarked traders oe che flood, 
When we have leeghs co fee the faries conceiue, 
And grow big beilied with the wanton winde : 
Which the wub pretty and wich fwimmng gate, 
(her wombe theo sch wich my yong fquite, 
Would rwnitate, and fale epon che Land, 
To ferch ene trifies, and revue againe , 
As from a voyage, nch with merchandize. 
But fhe beng mortal, of that boy cid die, 
Aad for het fake I doe reare vp her boy, 
And for ber fake 1 will not pset with hin. 
O06. How long within this wood intend you ftay 
Sa. Perchsnce till sfter 7 befam wedding dey. 
Ifyou will patiently dance m ous Round, 
And fee our Moone-light reaels, goe with v9; 
Ifnoc fon me and 3 will here your hauncs. 
Ob. Gree me char boy and I will goe with thee, 
sta. Nox for thy Pairy Kingdome Fairies awsy : 
We thal chide dewestiahet longer Atay.  Exenar. 
O6. W dl.go thy way.thou thait not from this grove, 
Tul Itormenc thes for vhie imiery. 
My gentle Parks come hither ; thou remomnbreft 
Swxe once 1 (ex open a promomory 
And heard a Meare-maide on a Dolphins backe. 
Vurering fuch duicer snd harmonious beeath, 
Tha the rude fea grew cin)! ac her Cong, 
Aad cervaine Rarres thot inadty Nom ches Spheres, 
Te heare the Sea masds maficke. 


o 


eftall, chroaed by the Weft, 
And loos d his lowe- thaft (martly from his bow 
Asia thoald pierce a hundred thoufand heerrs, 
But | augh< fee young Capide fiery that 


won 





venche in the chafle beames of the wasry Moone ; 
Aedite epee Votreffe peffed on, = 
Jn masden medication, fancy free. 
Yetmaskt 1 where the bole of Caped fell. 
Scene rem menace 
ore,rmike. whete ; now perple with loues wound 
And maidens call it, Lowe ta sdlenetle. : 
Fetch me that Bowers che hearb I thew'd chee once, 
The reyce of it, on fleeping cye-lids laid, 
Will make or man or worsen medly dote 
Vpon the neue line creacere thet it be 
Fetch me ches hearbe.and be thow heere egaine, 
Ese che Leonsthan can {wim 0 league. 
Pacte Ilepots gudie sboat che earth , in forty mb 
nutes 


Ober. Heuing once this teyce, 
Ile watch Trance, whee fhe ss 
And drop the liquer of 10 her eyes 
Thehest ching when the waking lookes vpon, 
(Be st on Lyon, Besre,ne Wolfe of Bull, 
On mediing Monkey.or on bufie Ape) 
Shee thal! purfee it, with the fovle of loue. 
Aad ere | take chis charme off from het fight. 
(As I can take it with another hearbe ) 
Ile make her render vp her Page to me, 
Buc whocomes heere? | em inusfble, 
Aad I wil} ouer-hease their conference, 


Enter Demevrne Helene follow bom 


‘Dewe. | lowe thee noe,therefore purfue menor, 
Where 1s Lyfander, and faire Hermie ? 
The ong Ile itay, the other ftayeth me, 
Thow taldit me they were ftoine into this wood 3 
And heere em I, and wood within this wood, 
Becaofe S cannot meet my Herma... 
Hence,get thee gone and follow meno more. 

tied. Youdeawme,you hard-hearted Adement, 
Bat yet you draw not Iron, for my heert 
Is true as fteete. Lesae you your power co draw, 
And | hall have no power to follow you. 

Deme. Do I ennice you? do! foeake ypoulliire 
Or rather doe I not in planeft ruth, 
Tell you I doe sot,nor J cannot loue you? 

Hel. And even for that doe I loue thee che more 5 
J am yoar fpaniell,and Demetriw , 
The more you beat me, ! will fawne an 
Vile me but as your spaniel ; (pecne me, finke me, 
Neglect me,lofe me; onely giue me leaue 
(Vaworthy 28 J em)to follow you, 
What worter place can | beg in your love, 
(And yec a place of righ refpe& with me) 
Then to be vfed a8 you doe your dogge. 

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my (piri, 
For I sm fiche when [ do looke on thee, 

fet, And lem ficke when | looke not on yoo. 

‘Dem. You doe impeach your modefty too ma 
Toleme th Cy and coma your ie 
lato che heads eno it ae not, 
Totraf theepportunity of ni 
And the intountell of x ihe 0 
With the rich worth of your ity. 

e: for ther 


Hel. Your verwue is my pri 
Ie 1s noc night when I doe fee your 
Therefore I chinke I sm not in the sight, 
apes oe eee ene wens © company , 
: 3 


For 





For you in aay 
Then how can ic 
When all che world is heere co looke on me ? 

Dew. lie con from thee and hide me in the brakes, 
And leaue thee to the mercy of wilde beafts, 

Hel, The wildeft hech noc fiuch a heart as you; 
Renne when you will,che flocy (hall be chang’d : 

Daphne halds the chsfe ; 


Makes (peed to cacch che Tyger. Bootlelle fpecde, 
When cowardsfe purfoes sccdvileer Ries, 
Demat. 1 will nos fay thy queftions, let me go; 
‘Or if chou fellow me, doe not > 
Bur 3 (nal doe thee mifchiefe in the wood. 
fel. lin che Temple in the Towne,and Pield 
You dee me mifchiefe. Fye Demutran, 
Your ee doe fet a fcandall onmy feze: 
We cannot fight foc love, 28 men may doe ; 
We fhould be wao'd, snd wece not made to woor. 
I follow chee, end make a heauen of hell, 
To die vpon che hand | love fo weil. Exw. 
Ob. Fere thee well N he do leawe this grone, 
Thou fhakt flie him, and he thall feeke chy love, 
Heft chou the flower chere? Welcome wanderers. 


Emer Pucte. 
Puck, 1, cherestis 
Ob. I pray chee give it me. 
I know a banke where the wilde tune blowes, 
Where Oafkps and the nodding Violet growes, 
Quite ower-cannoped with lufcious woodbine, 


With fwees maske rofes, and with Eglantine; 


There fleepes Tyrane,fometime of che oghe , 

Lul'd in thefe flowers, with dances and delight . 

Andchere the fnake throwes her enammel'd skinne, 

Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in. 

And with che wyce of chs Ile flreake her eyes , 

And make her full of hacefull fanceftes 

Take chou lome of it, and feck through chis groue 5 

A fweet wtthentew Lady 1s in loue 

With a difdsinefull youth - ennoint his eyes, 

But doe it when the next thing he efpies, 

May bethe Lady. Thou fhak know the mea, 

By the Athenian garments he hath on, 

Effect it with fome care,that he may prove 

More fond on her,then fhe vpon her loue; 

And looke thou meet me ere the firtt Cocke crow. 
Pu. Feace not my Lerd,yout [eruans flisil do fo, Exw. 


Enter Queene of F asries wrth ber trace 

Quygen, Come, now a Roundetl,snd a Fairy fong 5 
Then forthe third pact of a minute hence. 
Some co kill Cankersinthe ms kerofe bude, 
Some warre with Reremife, for cheis leathern wings 
Vo make my (mall Elves costes,and fome kcepe backe 
The clamorous Owle chat mghrly hoocs snd woadess 
Ac one queine {pints : Sing me now afleepe. 
Then to your offeces, and let me set. 


Fasries Sing. 


Yess fhoried Suakes with doublet 
Thorny Hedg ebeg ges be wot ca 
New: aud wormes de ne wrEng, 


Come wet neere cur Farry Sucene. 
Phelemels with acledia, = — 


Euter Oberes. 
Ober. Whar thou (eeft when thou doft wake, 
Doc it for thy true Lose takes 
Lowe and langvith for his (ake. 
Be it Ounce, os Catte, or Beare, 
Pard, or Bosre with briftied haise, 
In thy eye that thal s 
When thoa wak'A, ic is thy deste, 
Wake when fame vile ching is neere. 


Enter Lifandsr and Hormia. 


LY. Faire loue,you feint with wandring in f woods 
And to fpeake roth I have forgot our way : 
Weel seft vs Harmsia, ifyou thinket good , 
And carry for the comfort of the dey. 
: Her, Be it fo Lyfender ; finde you eur a bed, 
Fer! this banke will reft my head. 

Lyf. One vurfe thall ferue as pillow for ve both, 
ere sajgh peta Pr heat one roth, 

- Nay good Jor my {ake my decre 

icakataea deca sc lomeers bai 

Lyf. O rake che fence (weet, of my insovence, 
Loue takes che mesning, in loves conference, 
Tmeane that my heare vnco yours ts knit, 
So thet bac one heart can you make of it. 
Two bofomes interchanged with en oath, 
So then twe bofomes, and a fingle roth, 
Then by your fide, no bed-roome me deny, 
For lying fo, Hermva,! doe not lye. 

Her. Lyfeoder ciddles very prettily 
Now much befhrew my manners snd my pride, 
Af Herma meant to fay, Lyfender lied. 
But gentle friend, for love and courcche 
Lie further off, in humane modefty, 
Sach feparstion, as msy well be (aid, 
Becomes a vertuous detchelour, and e mside, 
So ferre be diftant and good night {weet friend : 
Thy loue nere alcer, cill chy {weet life end, 

Lyf. Amen,amen,to a faire prayer, {ay I, 
And then end life. when I end wa deg ea 


Heere is my aperal 8 ive thee all 
Mer. Wathhalfe orith,the withers cyes be fle 


One whofe eyes I aught 

This flowers force in lowe. 

Nigh« snd filence : who is heere ? 

Weedes of Atheros be doth weare : 

Thus is he (ey mafter feid) 

Defpifed che Achewies maide 3 
heare che maiden fleeping found, 








1f2 


queft you,or | would extrest yeu, sot to feare, notte 
uamble: my life for yours. If you thinke I come hicher 
ava Lyon, 1 were pitty of any life. No, lemao fech 
om oman as mea are 5 end there indeed ler 
tem nemehis name, endeeil bien pleiniy hee ts Sassy che 
1OFaer. 
Reta. Well, ic theli be fo; buc shere is cwo hard 
jaiog,, thacis, co bring the Meone-inght into s chem- 
you know, Parame: end Thuby meere by Moonc- 
Sa. Doth the Meene fhine that night wee pley oar 
> 
eee A Calenders Calender,looke in the Almenack, 
finde out Maone-fhine.finde our Moone- thine. 
Duer Puele. 
Qasm. Yes, is doth thine thar night. 
Ber.Why chen mey youleaue a calememt of che great 
chamber nda (where we play)open.snd the Moone 
ine in at che cafement. 

Lor el one mut come in with a buth of thorns 
end e lenchorne,and fay he comes co disfigure,or to pre- 
fent the perfon of Moone-(hine. Theo is another 
thing. we meft hove a wall in the great Chamber;for Pr- 
vanes 2nd Thicby ({aies the flory ) did talke through the 
chinke of 3 wail. 

Se, You can neuer bring ina wall What fey you 
Bestome ¢ 

Bas. Some man or other mult prefent wall, and let 
hias howe forme Pisfter, of fome Lome, of fome 
caft about him,to fignifie wall ; or let him hold hes 
guts thes ; end through thec cranny, thall Peama and 


Qute. If that aay be, then all iq well. Come, fx 
downe every roothersfonne, gach rehearle your parts: 
Pramas you beg; when fpoken your {peech, 
enter ineo chat Brake,and fo euery ene according to his 


Res. bike hempen home. (puns have we (wagge- 
Cy 
So neere the Cradle of the Paierre Queene ? 
Whet,a Play coward ? Ile be an auditor, 
An A&tor too pethaps.if 1 (ee caufe. 
Quin. Speate Pwramns Theby ftand forth, 
Pw. the flowers of odious fauors (weete. 
Quen. 5, odours. 
Pr, Odours favors (weete, 
$o hath chy breach, my deareft Thasby dese. 
But hacke,a voyce : Ray chow but here a while, 
Aad by and by I willto thee : Ex: tPy. 
Pak Afsanger Pranasshen ere plaid here. 
Thi. Mut lipceke now ? 
Pet, carry afi you. For you auft wnderftane. * 
goes bat to fee anoyfe chet he heard, and is to come a- 
sine 
Thyf. Moft redisat Piramen,mol Lilly white of bee, 
Of colour lhe che sed rofe on triumphant bryer, 
Mofi brisky lewensll,end eke molt loucly lew, 
Astree ss crveft borfe,chse yet woald neocr tyre, 
lle meete chee Pirames,a¢ Niawes toombe. 
Pa. Nes coombe man: why, you met aot € 
chas yet ; chac you enlwereto Piramen : you fj oll 
pert at coce, cues and all. Prramen enter,your cut is 
pef ; u is newer tyre. 
Toff. O,20 true 26 creeft horfe shat yet would newer 
tyre: 


A Midfomer nights Dreame. 


Hao dasste ssyre ar ee 

Through bogge, pf decors ke shreugh 

Sometime a horfe Iie be fomerime s hound : * (cee: 

A bogge,a heediefle beare,fomertme afire, 

And otigh,end berke,and grunt,and rore,and 

Like horfe,hound hog ,beare,fire,st cuery terme. Exe, 
ae 

° e Tun «6 a e 

‘iems ioimake mead: pi Sores 

— O Bortem, thou ert chang’d; Whee doe I fee en 
Bet, What do you (ce? You foe on Affle-hesd of yous 

owne, do you ? 

Emer Pacer Duince, 

Pe Bleffe thee Bost cme biefle chee; thow ort treafle- 
: Ex. 
Bet. 1 fee their knowery;this is to make en affe of 

tofnght me if they could; bos I will acc Qinre fro. 

this plece,do whae vie diag 1 will walke vp end downe 
bee and 3 will fing that they hail beare I am not & 


The Woofell cocke, fo biscke of hew, 
With e.tawny bill. 
The Thro@ile, with his nore fo true, 
The Wren and litele quill. 
Tyee. What wakes me from my fowry bed? 
‘Bet. The Finch, che Sparrow,snd the Laske, 
Hand pean Cuckow gray; 
Whofe note full many s man doth marke, 
And dares not snfve : 
For indeede,who would fet his wit to fo footith e bied ? 
Who would gwe a bird the lye,though he cry Cuckow, 
never fo? 
Tyea. I pray thee genele meorcell, ing egsine. 
Mine esce week gels of thy coe Ag 
On che ficft view to fay, to fweare I love thee. 
So 1s Bune cye ent dtethy thape. 
Aad thy faire vereves force rce) doth move me. 
Bot, Me-thinkes mifirefle, you fhould howe inde 
pee tiocbge is yet to fey the trach, resfon end 
owe lice together , now-edsyes. 
Tie eon the plete, dei leew neighbours will 
oo them friends. Ney, 1 con gleeke vpon occe- 


Tyra. Thee ott a6 wile,as thou art beautifull. 


Bot. Nox fo neicher : but if I had wit enough co get | 


out of this wood, | heue cnoegh to (crue mine owne 


torne. 

Types. Out of this wood,do not defire co goe, 
thow thait remame bere whether chow wilt or 20 
1 ema fpirst of no common rece ¢ 
TheSuamer ftill doch tend vpon my Rare, 

And I doe lone thee; cherefore goe with me, 
lie © give thee Fairies ro atrend on thees 

Aod they fhell feech thee lewels from the 
Aad fing, while chou on prefied lowers doft 


Aad] will mortall grofiencffe 
Thee thou ve lbpelisrh aoe es 


Rute Peafe-bleofenn,Cobeed Adah, Mafad- 
[eeda, and foure Fatras. : 
Fai. Ready, end Land I,and 1, Where fhall se 





A Midfommer mghts Dreame. 1S] 


Tia. Be hinds end curteous to this Gentlemen, 
Hep em his walbes,and gambole in hus cies, 
Feede hun with Apricocks, 10d Dewbersics, 
Wish purple Grapes, grcene Figs, sad Mulberries, 
ea a ee 

sgit-tapers crop theic waxen thi 

Adige hana da boc Gieciciee oe, 
Tohsue my leue to bed, end co arife . 


pay aap from paimed Butcerflies, 
To the Mowat tases boas les acyeng 
Nod sve him Elves, and doc him curtefes. 

t.fer. Hade mostall hale. 


§-Sas. Hale. 

Be. {ery yous worlhips mercy harcily; 1 befeech 
yoer Spe neme. 

Cob. Cobweb. 

Bet. I thail defire you of more acquaintance, gore 
Msfter Cobwed : if lcuc my finger, I thall make dold 
with you. 

Your same honeft Genileman ? 

Peef. Prafe bleffeor. 

Bet. Ipray you commend mee co miftreffe Squat, 
your mother. and to mafter Ab icagh Jue Good 
msfier Peafe-Mofeme,1 That dehre More ac quai- 
nace to. Your name ! befeech you fis ¢ 


Mol, uflard-fords. 


; ere. 

af Gece Muffard feeds, 1 know your pati- 
eace wef} : chat (ame cowsrdly gyanr-like Oxe beefe 
hath deuoured many a gentlemen of your houle. | pro- 
wife you, your kindred hath mede my eyes water ere 
now. I defuse you mote scqueintence, good Mafter 
dof ard-feode. 

Tha. Come waite vpen kim, lead bim co my bower. 
TheMeene mo-chinks lookes with « watrie cre, 
And when the ,@eepe cuerie little flower, 
Lamening fome enforced ebaftite. 

Tye vp my lovers cangee,bnog bim ftently, 


Enter Krug of Pharies, felur. 


Ob. I wonder if Tacaess be awak't 5 
Then whac ic was chat aext came m her cye, 
Which the weft dotean, in extremitie. 

Eater Packe. 

Here comes ny shaw sow med (pirie, 
Whee mi now this grovel 
Peck, My Msfiris with » apontter is in lous, 

Neare to her clofe sad conferrated bower, 
While the wasin her dell and fleeping hower, 
A cow of paches, rade Meehaneals, 


Ext. 


Inrended fos Thefeus mapriall day : 

The thick-akin of that bassen for, 

Who Pama prefented,in thes fport, 

Forfooke bus Scene, and encred ina brake, 

rend as Uae sdeareegc ee 

An Affes nole J fized on his bead. 

Anon his Thabie mnaft be anfwered, 

Aad forth my M rmensck comes: when they him fpie, 

As Wilde-geefe,thac che creeping Fowler eye, 
refled-paced 


So ac his fight, sway his fellowes Aye, 
And sx ans Rampe, here ore and ore ene fale: 
He merther cries and helpe from thus cals, 
Their fenfe thus weake,loft with their fears chus ftrong, 
Made fenfeleffe things begin to do them wrong. 
For briers 004 thornes a cheir apparel {nacch, 
Some fleeves,fome hats from yceldess all thuogs catch, 
led chemon in this dhftraGed feare, 
And left Svecete Per auves vranQaced chere ; 
Whenain that moment (fo it come to 
Tytama waked ,a0d firsightway lou'd ea Affe. 
O6. This fals out better chen I could deuife: 
But haft chou yet lacht the Ashewians eyes, 
With he lone iuyce,as | did bid thee doe ? 
feb. Tooke him fleeping (chat is hoitht 
And the Arbewias women by his fide, 
That when he wek't,of force the muft be eyde. 


Ester Deneetriss and Herusta, 


06 Scand clofe,this is the fame Athenian. 

Reb. Thisisthe womap,but noe this the man. 

Dem. Q why rebuke yoo him chat loues you (7 
Lay breeth fo bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now Sbut chide,but I thould vfe chee woele. 
Fer thou (1 feare}haft gruen me caufe co curfe, 
If chou haf (laine Ly fander 10 hss fleepe, 
Being ore fhoocs iu bloud, plunge in the deepe, and hill 

me tao: 


The Sunne was not fo true vaco the day, 


*Ashecome, Would he have folien sway, 


From fleeping Hormia? Lic belecue as foone 

This whole carth may be bord,end :bec the Moone 
May chrough che Center creepe.and fo difplesfe 
Her brothers noonetide with th’ Aerspedes, 

Jc cannoc be bac thou haft murdred him, 

$0 fhould amucrherer looke fo dead,fo grim. 

Dem. So fhould the murderer looke end fo fhoald I, 
Pierft chrough the heart with your Resrne crucity . 
Yet yoo the marderet looks as brighe as cleare, 

As yonder Cerne in her gli ing fpheare. 

Her What's this to my Lyfander ? where is he } 

Ah good Demetrim wilt chou give him ove? 
em. I'de cacher give his cark efle comy hoends. 

Her.Our dog,out eur thou deu’A me paft che bounds 
Of maidens patience. Haft chou (sine him chen? 
Henceforth ¢ nermbred smeong men. 

Oh, once tell tree even for my fake, 

Durft chow s looks him, being eweke? 

And haft thos kill’d bim fleeping ? Obrovecurebs 
Could not s worme,en Adder de fo much ? 

An Adder did it : for wrth doubler ¢ 

Then chine(thou ferpent ) never Addcr flung. 

Dem. You {pend your peffion on ammnifpri sd mood, 
Tae noc guiltic of Ly/anders blood : 

Nor is he deed for oughe thac I can cell. 

Fev. \ pray chee cell me chen thes he is weil. 

Dem. And sf I could, whas fhould | get therefore 2 

Her. A eins al oraaites fee me ceore ; 

And from thy hated prefence part I:feeme no more 
Whether he be dead of no. Beit. 

Dem, There is no following her in this farce vaina, 
Here therefore for a while [ will remaine. 

So forrowes beawinelle doth heauier grows 
For debt cher bankrewt flip doch foerow owe, 
Which now in fome flight meeGre is will pey, 


Pa 


i bear er berate eda A 


mifprifion,moft 
Some true love rurn'd,sad not 8 falfe rarn‘d true. 
Reb. Then fare ore-rules,sbet one msn holding 
A million fase, con eath on oath. 
Ob. Abou the wood,goe fwifter chen the winde, 
Helena of Athens looke thoe finde. 
All ficke Che os, and pale of cheere , 
With fighes of loue,chat cofts the freth blowd desre. 
ee thou ip ier yaad 
Iie charme his eyes doth appeare. 
Rebia. 1 g0,1 o\asksken Igoe, 
Swifter then arrow from the Tartars bowe. 
Ob. Flower of this purple die, 
Hat with 


xs. 


As the Vena of the sky. 
When thou wek'ft ifthe be by, 
Beg of hes for seedy. 


Eater Pacie, 
Pack. Captaine of our Fairy bend, 
Helena is heere auhand, 
Aad the youth, miftooke by me, 


Pleading for s Lowers fee. 
Shall we their foad fee? 
Lord, what fooles mortals be ! 


Ob. Stend sfide: the noyfe they make, 
Will cafe Demesrins to awake. 

Puck, Then will cwo at once weoe one, 
Ther awit needs be {port alone : 
And thofe chings dee ber pleale me. 
That befell prepofteroufly 


Eater Lyfander and Helena. 

Lyf. Why thould you think § I fhould weee in (corn? 
Scorne and derifion never comes in teares : 
Looke when 1 vow J weepe ; and vowes (0 borne, 
In cheit nativicy all cruch eppeures. 
How can chefe things in me,feome feorne te you ? 
Bearing the badge of {sith co prowe chem erde. 

Hel, Nou doe aduance more & more , 
When tosth kils truth, O déselith holy fray ! 


Towtstwy | SShall | compere thine ; 
ow GUE t ‘ 
rita i madi Ohmenmatoe,” . 
lips thofe kiffing chernees, tempting grow 
Tees concedes Soe tome: 
Fan'd with the Bafterne winde, teres co a crow, 
When thou holdft vp thy hand. O ler me kife 
Thas Princeffe of pure white, this feale of biifle, 
_ Mh Olpighe/Ohell 'I fee youare all bens 
To fer again me, for your merriment : 
If you were cieill, and knew curcefie, 
You would nos doe me thes rouch injury. 


154, a A Midfommer nights Dreame. 


Can you not hare me, as ] know you doe, 
Bat you maft :oyne in foules to mocke me to? 
If you are men, 93 men you are in fhow, 
You would not vie « gentie Lady (04 
To vow, and fweste, end ife my perts, 
When I em fere you hace me wah your hearts. 
You both are Rivals, sadlove Harmia; 
And now beth R iwals to mocke Helena, 
A cies exploic.s ounly ize, 
To conlure eeeres vp in a peore meids eyes, 
With your derifion ; none of noble fort, 
pst apt chor ; 
A poore sence, allto make 
Lyfe. Youre sukied Decetrasi be, ar 
pod bested ent sthis you know I kaow; 
. pint with all good will, with all my heare, 
‘ermmas lowe } yeeld 
ad seers of Helena, (om egies, 
Whoa I do love, and will do to sy desth. 
reslagee lofisde —— waft more idle broth. 
s Herana,| will none: 
Sfere I lou'd val four gone 
My beart to her, bot os gueft-wife foiourn'd, 
And now to Helen it is home revurn'd, 
There to remsine. 
Lyf. icis nor fo. 
De Dilparage not the faith thou doft not know, 
Left to chy peril chow abide it desre. 
Looke where thy Lowe comes yonder 1s thy deare. 


Eater Florane. 


Ber. Dack nighs,that from the eye his fun@ion takes, 
The eare more qacke of spre makes 
Wherein it doth impsire the feeing (enfe , 

Ie pases the hearing double recompence. 

reomehtebe Aeris td Lyfander found , 

Mine eare (1 thenke it) brought me to thet found, 

ar rianay daeptuet jeaue me (0? (ve go? 

Lyf. Why hee Nlsy whem Love doch prefle 

Her, What loue could prefie Ly (ander from my fide? 

Lyf. Lyfenders lowe (thet would not lec him bide) 
Faire Helena ; who more engilds the night, 

Then all yon fierie oes, snd eres of light. 
Why feek'R chow me? Could noe this make thee know, 
The hate I bare thee,medermeleavetheefo? =, 

He. You enor es you thinke; ic canoe be. 

Piao Loe, ahrste Se 

I hee e conioyn’d all > 
To fathoon this sc fpore in Ipsok of ese, 
Inieriows Herrala, moft maid , 
Hove you d, heve you with thefe concriu’d 
Tn beice me, with this foule derifion ? 
Is all che counfell chat we two hace fhar'd, 


We Hermis, like two Artificsall gods, 
Hawe with our acedies crested both one flower, 
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Two lowely berries molded en one fiem, Hare me, Ome,what newes my Lowe? 


So with two feeming bodies, but one heart, 
Two of che firt life costs in Heraldry, 
Due but to one sad crowned with one creft. 
Aad will you rent oar ancien loue afonder, 
Teioyne with men in fcorning your poore friend ? 
itis nor friendly, 'cis not meidenly. 
Our fene as weil as | ay chide you for it, 
Theagh 1 alone doe feelethe iniurie. 
Ber. } am amezed ot your paflionste words, 
fcome you not ; [¢ feernes thar you fcorne me. 
Bel. you not fec Lyfasder as in {corne 
To fallow me,end praife my cies and face? 
And meade your other love, Demectring 
(Who ewen bat now did fpurne me with his fooce) 
To call me ,himph, diuine,end rare. 
Precious, celeftiall ? Wherefore (peekes he this 
Toher he haces And wherefore doth Lyfander 
Dente your lowe( fo rich within his foule) 
And tender me (forfomh ) effedtion, 
Bat by yeur fetting on, by your confent ? 
What chongh [ benos fo in grece 3» you, 
So hung vpon with loue fo fortonate ? 
(But miferable moR to lowe valou'd ) 
This you Mhould pistie,rather then defpife. 
Her. (vnder not what you meane by this, 
Ad. | counterfeit fad lookes, 
Make monches vpon me when | carne my backe, 
Winke each at other, hold che fweere ich vp: 
This (pore well carcied, fhall be chronicled, 
Ifyou hawe any pittie,grace.or manners, 
You would not make me fuch an argument : 
Bet fare ye well, ‘tis partly mine ownefaule, 
Which death or abfeace coe al remedie. 
Lyf. entle Helena, heare my excule, 
My alte foule, fase Holese 
Fel. O excelien:! 
Her. Sweete,do noticom her fo. 
Dem, If fhe cannot entreate,] can compel. 
Loaf, Theew can compel!,no more then (he entreate, 
Thy chests haue no more (tener then her weak pra. 
Aetae,| lowe thee, by my life 1 doe ; 
J fecare by chat which | will lole for thee, 
Toproos hom Fale, char fries [ lowe thee not. 
Dem. I fy, l lowe chee more then he can do, 
Lyf. chew fay fo with-draw and prouc it wo00, 
Des, Qoick come. 
Her. Lyfonder hereto tends all chit? 
Lyf, Kwvey,you Fthiope 
| Dem. No mo,Sir, feeme ro breake loofe ; 
Take on as you would fallow, 
yet come fot! Youarearamemin,eo, 
fof. Hang off chow cat,thou bor; vile ching let loale, 
On| will mas thee from me like @ ferpenc. 
He Why are you growne fo rude? 
| Whar change i thie fweete Louc? 
Lyf Thy lowe? our tawny Tirta out ) 
Out loathed medicine ; O hated poiloa hence. 
He. Do younat ici? 
Hal, Yes fomh,and fo do you. 
Ey. Deer es] will i my word with thee. 
Dem. Iwould I had your 1 for] perceive 
Awrake bandholds you, Ilenor trul your word. 
Lyf, What, fhould | hure her Strike her, kill ber dead ? 
Akhough I hare her, Ne not hare her fo, 
Her, What can you do me greacer hare then hate? 


Am oot I Hermia? Are not you Lyfandir? 
Jemesfeice now,s8 I was ere while. 
Since ni weapons dese 
Mie deer epee the gods forbid 


iugler,you conker bloflome, 
Youtheefe of love ; What,have you come by night, 
And Rolne my loves heart from him ? 

He, Fine yteth: - 

Have you no modefty,no maiden fhame, 
No couch of bethinineffe f Wher,will you reare 
Impatient enfwers from my genele tongue ? 
Fie,fie,you arp ay ay Peppet,you. 

Her Puppet? 0? I ,thes way goes the game, 
Now I Piiasmahie Paster jase nee 
Betweene our Aacures,the isch wrg’d her heighe, 
And with her perlonsge, her coll perfonege, 

Her height (forfooth ) the bezh preva dish bim. 
And are you growne fo high in his efteceme, 
ato papain derail 

ow low am I, thou painted le 2 Speake 
How low aml? Lammotyerfo low, oo 
Bat chee ary nailes can resch vnto thine eyes. 

Hel. I pray youthough you moche me, gentlemen, 

Les her oot hurt me; 3 was never curt: 
Thave no gift ac all in threwithnefles 
Tame rightmelde for my cowtrdize, 
Let her not firike me: mey chinke, 
Becaule the is fomcthing lower then my felfe, 
That I can match her. 

Her. Lower? harke againe. 

tht. Good Hermia,do not be fo bites with me, 
. revert did loveyou ri 

cter counfels neuer wronged 
Save chet sated al Deneerriu, 
T told him of yons Realth varo cis woed. 
He followed you, far loue J follewed him, 
Bat he hath chid me hence, and threstned me 
To ftrike me,fpame me,nay to kill me too 3 
And now,fo you will let me quiet go, 
To ofrbens will I beare my folly backe, 
And follow you no farther. Let tne go, 
You fee how fimpte,and how fond I am. 

Her, Why get you gone: who ift chet hinders you P 

Het. A foolith heart,thac I feave here bebinde. 

Fer. What,with Lyfander? 

Her. With Demetrius. 

Lyf. Benor afreid, the thall nor harme thee Helena, 

Dem. No fir, the thell not, Shoop yes take Der part. 

Hal. O when (he’s angry, the ls and (hrewd, 
She was a vixen when the went to {choole, 

And chough fhe be but little, the is fierce. 

Fier, Little seine! Nowing be. low end lictie? 
Why will you ber to float me thus? 

Lee rapes to ber. ; 

Lyf. ‘one you dwarfe, 

Yeo canine! of tindtng knot-graffe meade, 
Yow bead,you scome. 
Dem. You ere too 


officieus, 
Ia her behalfe thee {comes your feruices, 
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Let her not of Hela, 
Take not her pare. For if thou doft intend 
Never folitcle thew of lowe to hes, 
Thou fhale abide k. 
Lyf. Now the holds me not, 
Now follow if thou dar'ft,co try whofe righe, 
Of chine or mine is moft in Helena, 
Dem. Follow! Nay, Ile goe with chee cheeke 
1owle Ex Lyfender and Demetvion . 
Her. You Mificis,all chis coyle is long of you, 
Nay, goe not backe, 
Hel. Twill not tcuft yoo I, 
Nor longer May in your cor compsnie. 
Your hands then mine,sre quicker for afrey, 
My legs are longer chough co runne away, 


Eater Oberon and Pack. 
Ob. This is thy negligence, fill chou miftek'A, 
Or eife commmitt'tt chy knsvernes willingly. 
Pack, Belecue me, King of thadowes,1 miftooke, 
Did not you tel! me.! (hould know the man, 
By the Aabenias gacments he hath on? 
And (9 fasre proves my encerpize, 
Thet J hawe noisted an Achemans cies, 
And (o fesre am 1 giad,it fo did fort, 
Aschischeir iangiing | efteeme 0 fport 
Ob. Thou fecft ete Lowers fecke a place co fight, 
Hie cherefore Rodis overcaft the ugh, 
The ftarrie W elkin coner thou anon, : 
With drooping fogge as blecke as Acheven, 
And lead chefeecftic Rivals fo aftray, 
As one come noc within anothers way. 
Like to Lyfaeder, fomeuime frame thy tongve, 
Then flirre Demetri vp with biter wrongs 
And fometime rari choo bike Desserrsns ; 
And from each ocher looke thou lesde chem thus, 
Till ore cheir browes,death-counterfeiting fleepe 
With leaden legs.and Baztie-wings doth ¢ reope ; 
Then crufhtbis hearbe into Lyfanders ere, 
Whede liquor hach this vertuous propertie, 
Totake from thence all ior eab hic he,. 
And make his cic-bals role with wonced fighs. 
When they next wake,all this derifion 
Shall (eee 2 dreame and fruideffe vifton, 
And backe to Athens (hall che L overs wend 
With league, whole date till death'fhall never end. 
Whiles I in chis sffaire do thee imply, 
Ihe tommy Queenc,aad beg her /adsax Bog 5 
And then | will her chanined ne releafe 
From moafters view and all things fhall be pesee. 
re y Farie Lord, this molt be done with hafte, 
For night-fwift cut the Clouds full faft, 
Bad yonder fhines Asrovas harbinger 
At approach Ghofts wandring here and chere, 
Troope home to Church-yards; demoed {pants all, 
That in croffe-waies and flouds haue 
Alreadse co their worme beds are gone ; 
For feere leaft day fhould looke their (hana 
They wilfully chemfelues drile from lighe, 
And auf for aye confort with blacke browd night. 
Ob. Bet we sre fprrns of anocher fort : 
1, wich che mornings Jove haue oft pl ale 
And like a Forrcftes she groucs may P 
Evontill the Eafterne gace all fieriered, 
Opening on Nepreer,vaith faire blefied beames, 
Turnes wnto gotd his fak greene Rreames. 
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| them downe: Jam fear'd in field and towne. 
Coblia, Lead 








But notwithftanding hafte,make no delsy 
We may effed chis bufineffe, yet ere day. 
Part, Vp anddowne, vp and downe, I will leede 








them vp and downe : here comes one. 
Ewear Lyfander, 
Lyf Where art thou,proud Demerrian ? 
thou now. 
Reb Here villsine,drswne & readie. Where art chou? 
Lyf. I will be with chee frsighe. 
Reb. Fellow me then to plainer ground, 
Emter Demetren. 
nes 


Speake in fome buth: Where doft chow hide chy head? 
Reb. Thou cowerd,art thou bregging to the tars, 
Telling the buthes chat thou look*ft for wars, 
Aod wile not come ¢ Come recreant,come thou childe, 
Ile whip thee with a cod. He 1s defil'd 
Thet drawes a fword on thee. 
Dem. Yeo,art thou there? 
Re. Follow my voice, we'l try no mahood here Exit 
Lyf. He goes before me,and Ail dares me on, 
When 1 come where he cals,chen he's gone, 
i= sooo A yal heer heel’d theo J : 
I follow , but he did flye ; plares 
Thae fallen em I in darke vneven oa i 
And here wil reft me.Come thou genile dey: lye dawn 
For if bur once thou fhew me thy gray |i 
Ite finde Demsetrrn and reuenge this Fiabe. 
Loter Rebin and Demetrien. 
Reb. Ho,ho,ho ; coward, why com'f thou not? 
Dem. Abide me,if chou dar’ft. For well 1 woe, 
Thou runft before me, thifting every place, 
And dar fi not ftand, nor looke me in the face 
Whiere art thou ? 
Reb. Come hither,] om here. 
era Or chou mock'fi me; chou fhals bay this 
eere, 
If ever I thy face by day-light fee 
Now goe thy way : fainnefie confirsinerh me, 
To mesfure out my length on chis cold bed, 
By dates approach looke to be vifued. 
Emer PHelena. 
Hed. O weary nigtt,O long snd tedious ni 
Abate thy kore ene coala from che 
That I may backeto Arbens by day-light, 
From chefe that my poore companie deteft ; 
And Oeepe chac fomeciene thurs vp forrowes ese, 
Secale mes while from minc owne compenie. — Slaspe. 
Rob. Yer bux three ? Come one more, 
Two of boch kindes makes vp foare. 
Hese the comes ,curft and fad, 
Capidis a knavith led, 
Leto Hermes. 
Thus to make poore femeles read. 
Her, Newer fo weerie never fo in woe, 
Bedabbled wich the dew,and torne with briass, 
i= Dacia crawle,no farther goe ; 
y legs can G0 pece with my defires. 
aaa ref cillche breake of day, 
ield Lyfander, if ae meane a fray. 
Ph at On the ovens eeye sa 
When eee wil thou tek R 
True delight in the fight of thy former Ledies eye, 


























» and oll hall bee 
They flecpe ob che 42. 






e4 Fus Quartas. 






Baser Qercac of Faries and C lavas, and Fatries, and the 
King them, 


Tea. Come, fis thee oe eee eet bed, 
Whale! chy amiable cheekes doe coy, 

ad taste rofesin chy fleeke Froothe head, 
Aad kille thy faire large eares, my gentle oy. 

Claw, Where's Pease blofone f 

Peaf. Ready 

Claw Scratch my head Peafe- bleffeme. Whet's Moun. 


Cob. Ready. 
Chewae, Mounheur Cobweb. Mounier get your 
rapons in your hand, & hill mes red hip: humble-Bee, 
- top of a thie ; and good Mounfienr bring mee 
he hony bag. Doe not fret your felfe too much in the 
Rie 5 Mouohesr; aad goad Mounhes haue s care the 











py bag breake nor, ! would be loth to have yon over- 
pe with a hony-bag fignious. Where » Mounbeus 
, 


Ready. 
Ce Gina, your neale,Moenhicur Afufl ar diced, 
leame your courtefie good Mounfieur. 
. What's your ee a 
Cle, Nothing Mouofieur, but co help Causlery 
soieatee lac tothe Barbers Mocafeut, for 
tetnkes | am maruefious harry about the face. And J 
Gach 3 tender alle fay hate do bur uckle me,} maf 


Tes Wheat, wik thos hearse fome mulxke my [wees 


Claw. Ibeue 9 seafonsble good care in mufxke, Let 
rs hame che cangs and the bones. 
Maficks Tong 1 Row all Mfc. 
Tisa, Or fay fweete Love, whet chou defiseft to enc. 
Capes. Truly s pecke of Prowender ; I could munch 
cared Reape Me-chiakes J have s grea: defice 
we hay : good hsy, (weete hay hath oo feb 















Tha, I haue a vencacous Fauy, 
Aelinmdcten tea 
new 
gy Jhad racher hese 2 handfull or ewo of dried 
Bax I prey you let none of your people Aurre met 










= of conve vpon ree. 
Tyee. thov,and [ will winde chee m a@y arms, 
Femice be gene, end be alwases away. 












Ole 





J loue thee ! hee | dore an thee / 


Seefi thon this (wees fight? 
Her decage now ] doe to pitty. 
For meeting her of lace be the wood, 
Seeking {weet favors for this hateful feole, 
hos spa her, end fall owe with her. 

: les then hed rounded, 
With socsact erred and fragrant flowers, 
And chet fame dew which fomtime on the beds, 
Was wont to {weil hke round and orient peacles 5 
Stood new within the flowrsets eyes, 
Like cesres chac did theit owne dilprace bewsile, 
When I had st my pleafure taunced ber, 
Aad the in milde termes beg'd my patience, 
Ithen did eske of her, her changeling childe, 
Which Rtreight the gave me,snd her Fairy fet 
To besre bum to my Bower in Fairy Lend. 
And now I have che Bey, I will vadoe 
This hacefull imperfeétion of her eyes. 
And gentle Pucks cake chis transformed fcslpe, 
From off che head of chis Arhresen (waine | 
That he awaking when the other dot , 
Mey all co Atheus backe agsine - 
Aad thinke no more of this accidents . 
But es the fierce vezation of s dreame. 
Bus Grft | will celeafe the Pairy Queene. 


Be thew as then waft weat re be ; 
See as thou waft wont to fee. 
Dians bad, or Cupids flower, 
Hath feech force and befed power 


Now my Jaane wake fweer ene, 
Tae, My Oberon evhst siheas sie pare 
Me-choughs I was enamoured of an Affe. 
6. There lies your love. 
Tna, How came thele things co palfe? 
Oh, how mine eyes doth loath this vifage now ! 
Ob. Stlence a while. Robm ake off his head: 
Tit enue owlick call, and {trike more dead 
Then common (leepe ; of all thefe, fine the fenfe 
Tua. Mulicke,ho muficke such as charmeth fleepe. 
Mafick fill. 
Reb. When thou wek'ft, with chine owne fooles eres 
peepe. (me 
06 Sound mufick; come my Queen tske hands eth 
And rocke the ground whereon thefe flespers be 
Now chou and | are new m snity, 
And millto morzow midnight, y 
Dance in Duke The shoot tciomphently , 
And blefe u 0 all faire poferiry. 
There thal the peires of fairhfull Louers be 
Wedded.with Tbefens, all in sollity. 
Reb, Faize King secend, and marke, 
I doe heare the morning Larke. 
Ob. Then my Queene wn Glence fed, 
Trip we after the thade 3 
We the Globe cen compefie foone, 
Swifter chen the wandring Moone 
Ta, Come my Lord, and in ous igh, 
Tell me how st cerne chus aoghe , 
That | fleeping heere wes ’ 


Sleepers Lye ful 
oo w 
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Pin. No, cay noble Lord it is notforyou. Ihnwc heard | This grizy beaft (which Lyon hight by name) 
Tc ower and 1¢ is nothing, noching in che world 5 The trofty Tbsby, comming fish by nighs, 





Valeffe you cen finde {port in their intenes, Did (carre away, oc recher did sffright : 

Eacreamely fceecht,and cond with cruell paine, And ss the fled, her meatle the did fall, 

To doe you {eczice, Which Lyon yile with bloody mouth cid ttawe. 
Te 1 vall deere chet play. For never any thing Anon comes Perammen, (weet youth and tail, 


Con be amiffe, when fimpleneffe and dery tender kk, And findes his Thabies M flaine ; 


Goe bring them in,sad take your places, Ladies. Whereat, with blade, with biarnefull blade, 
Ha. lloue not to fee wrerchedneffe orechargeds He bravely broacht his boiJiog y deca, 
And duty in his fervice pasting: And Thuy, carrying in Mulberry Dhade, 
‘Tbef, Why genee fweet,you thal fee no fuch thing. | His dogger drew,and died. For all the reft, 


He. He (aies they caa doenothing in this kinde, Let Lyon, Afoowe-forne Wall sod Lovers cwaine, 
Thef. T he kinder we,to give them thanks for nothing | Ac large difcousfe,while here they doe rernsine. 


Ou: {pert hall be,to cake what chey miftake ; Exts al be Well. 

And what pouroducy cannoc doe, noble refpeal Thef- 1 wonder ifche Liqn boto {peske. 

Tekes it in might, not inerie. Dewe. No wonder, ay Lord: one Lionmey, wheo 
Whate I hase come,great Clearkes have parpofed meny Affes doe. 

To greete me with premeditated welcomes; Exit Lyon, Tbashie and Aboonefoine. 
Where J bane feene them (hives and looke pale , wal. In this foe inceclude, st doch befall, 

Make periods in che midit of fencences, That Ione Saews (byosme) present » wll: 

Tbrotcle cheit pradiiz'd accent in chert feares, And fuch a wall,es 1 vvon}d haus youthinke, 

Andina seaclotonauretle haue broke off, That hadin tt 2 crannsed hole ot chinke: 


Nox paying me a welcorve. Truft me fweeie, 
Out of chis hleate yet, I picks a-welcome : 
And mn the modefly of feerefall dary, 
I read a8 much,as from che rathag tongue 
Of faucy and audacious eloquence. 
Louesherefore, and tongue-prde fmpheity, 
In lesft,fpeske moft,to my capacity, 
re So plesfe your Grace, the Prologue is sddreft. 
. Let bi approach. Flon Trum. 


Through which the Lowers, Ptreauas and Thushis 
Did whutper often, very fecretly. 
This loome,this rough.ceft .and this Rone dosh thew, 
Thee [ sm that fame Wall , the rruth is fo, 
And this the craony js,right and.fnifter, 
Through which the fesretoll Louers ace ro whilper. 
Tbef, Would you desire Limeand Haire co {peske 
better?. 
Deax, Itische vvittielt partition, chet ever] beerd 
difcousfe, @y Lord. 































ce nn ee ee ee 


Enter the Preleges, Qumce. Thef, Pyramns drawer neere the Wall.Glence. 

Pro. If we offead,i¢ 1s wich our good will, Ester Pyrenses. 
Thas you fhuuld chinke,we eome not to offend, Po. O grin lookt night, d-nighs with hue fo blacke, 
Buc with gaod will. ToShew our firopic skill O night, which ever ast, when day is nots . 
Thac isthe crue beginning of our end. O night, d night, aleche, alacke, alacke, 
Confider then, we come bucindefpight. I fearem bees promife is forgot. 
We do nat come, as roinding to content you Aod thou d vyall chou fees und sell val, 
Our true intent is, All for your delighr, That Alands Letweene her fathers ground and mine, 
We sre not heere. Thet you thould here repent you, Thou oval, & vvail, 4 {weet sod louely wall, 
The Actors tre at band ; aud by their thow , Shew tne thy chinke, to blinke through vvith mineeine. 
You hall know oll, chat you are like toknow, Thankes courccows vvell. Sane fhield chee vvell for this. 

Thef, This feliow doth not and vpoo poincs. Bur vvhat fee 1? No Thesber doe I fee. 


Lyf. Hehach rid bis Prologue, like a rough Colt :he | O vvicked veall, chrough evhom I ferne biiffe, , 
knowesner the op, A good morall my Lord. Itisnot | Curt be thy Rones for thus deceing mee, 


ebough ro (peake, butt {peake true, 7 bef. evall me-chinkes being fenfible, thould 
Hep. lodeod hee hath pisid on hie Prologae, fike @ | curfe egaine., 
chide on a Recosder,s found, but mot in pouernment. Pe. Noin truth fir,he fhould not. Decemng aw, 
Thef. Hts (peech was like s tangled chaine: nothing | Is Thusbves cue fhe isco enter, end J amto (py. 
seppaised, bus all difordered Who is mene? Her through the vvall. You thall {ee ic vvill tell. 
Tanyer wuh aTrunpet before teem. 
Ewter Thishee. 
Enter Pyranes and Thisby, Well, Moons fom and Lyon, | Pot as I told you; yonder the comes. 
Prol, Gentles perchance you wonder at this fhow, Thef, O veal full often hat thou heard my mones, 
But wonder on,cill euch make ell things plaine. Fer parting any feire Peramns, 30d me. 
This man is Psraman, if you would know; My cherry hps have often kill thy ftones; 
This beautcous Lady, 7 buby is certaine, Thy Roves vwith Lime and Heire koit vp in chee. 
This roan, wich lyme aod rough-caft,dorh prefent Pyra, \ fees voyce ; now wvill I tothe chinke , 


Wall, chat vile wall, which did thefe lovers funder: To {py and | can hese may Thesbors fece. Twsher? 
And chrough walls chiak( poor foules) they sre content Thy, My Loue thov arc,my Loue I thinke. 


To whifper. Acthe which, let nomen wonder, Pa. Thinke vvhat thou vvilt,l am thy Loucrs grace, 
This man, wich Lanchorne,dog and bath af thorne, And like Lemander om } trufty Rill, 
Prefenteth moone-thine. For if you will know, Thif. And Like Helen till che Fates ove S411. 
By moone-thine did chele Lovers thinke no {come Pare Not Shaefalus vo Pracrus,wes fo tae, 
© meet st Nam toombc,there, there to wooe s Thi, As Shafalus to Procres,| vo yous 


Pir. O 
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Tf. 1 kifle the wals your lips ac all. De. Well hone 


Po. Wik chow x Nianies tombe mouse me freight Lh J every lea al sate 


a Tide life, tide death, iheom ee 
wall, Thes have I ou my pest difcharged (0; 

And being done, thus aI away doth go. Ex Clay. 
Ou. Now isthe morall downe berweene the two 


+. 
No remedie ay Lord, when Wais are (0 wil- 

fell, Oo ae 

Daw. This is the fillseft Quffe chaz eve [ heard. 

De. The beft inchis kind ase but thadowes, and the 
worfl are no worfe, if magination emend chem. 

Das. 1 ml be your imagination thes, & not theirs. 

Dak. nee ee le 


ee ee eee 
two noble besfis,in a man anda Lion, 


Esser Lyon and Mecne-foine, 

Lyes. Y 00 Ladies, you (whofe gencie harts do fesre 
The (walleft roonftrous moufe that creepes on floore ) 
May cow perchance, both ar gitar 
Whee Lion rough in wi doth roere. 

Then know thac |, one the - 
[lentes dees ceases 
Fer if I piperechplmserbtanshe poem 

late thus place, twere previe ai pr dase 

Ba A carke gemticbeah and of e geod conference. 

Dem, The veriebeft 22.3 bealt, ae Orel aaa 

Lg, Tins Lion iss verie Fos for 

De. True.end s Goofe for his diferetion. 

Dem, Not fo my Lord : for bievelor cannet currie 
hes defcx ation, and the For carries the Goole. 

De. Hus difcretion | are fere csnnot carrte hie valor: 
fer che Goofs carries nan the Fon, I¢ is well ; leave 2 to 
us difcretion,and let vs bearken to the Moone, 

j Mon. Thas Laochorne doth tbe horned Moone pre-, 
ent. 

De, He thovdd have worne rhe homes on his heed, 

Ds. Hee tr no crefcent, and his hornes afe inurfible, 
witten the ciecunference. 

Moen. Thu lsathorne doch the horned Moone pre- 
fame : My felfe, che man i’th Moone doth fceme to be, 

Da. sis the teft error of all the reft; che men 
theald be pat iro the Lencherne.How is 1s cle the man 
ith Moooe ? 

Dew. He dares not come there for the candies. 
For you fee, it is alreedy in fouffe. 

Das. I an veesric ofthis Meene , vroeld he would 


De. Ic appeeres by his fenal light of difcretion, thse 
be is im the wane : but yet io couttcfic, m all reafon, eve 
mol fey che time. 

Lf. Proceed Moone. 

Adcen. AN that ! haue co fay, 10 co tell you, chet the 
ranean ehaons i> alrwrt egies 
thorne bufh.ary thorne and chis 

Dew. ee sllcicte Ooacud ve Enthe Cetra 
they ore in the Moone. But Gence, brere comes Thaby. 


Eater Thaby. 
Tf, Thiele old Niawess tombe : where is ary love ? 
Lye. Oh, 


The Lice reares, Thuty z 
Da». Weil rear’d Lica. saa 


De. Wel mouz 
Deas. pelrasosgscee ne 
Lyf. And fo the Lion venifhe. 


eau dseee aca for 
thank chee feney beremes 
rhagilsotorgar be pow fo brights 
ctering beames 
ones ThabetGghe 
oe ST Se i ms 
dole is beere 
Eyes do you! Hom onthe: 
Ducke: O Deese: 
Thy mule gods a fad wihbload 


ay shea dated VF 
Oo ‘come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 


Queile, cruth, conclade, sod 
De. Thes pathon,sed che oth of a deare friend, 
Weeuld go acere co make s maa looke fed. 


any heart, buc | pitsie the mea. 
Pwr. ‘O wherefore Natere, did’ Rt thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion vilde hath heere deflour’d m deere : 
Whachis “ae, o0,eehich wes the Gaca Oscae, 
Thee lia'd, thaz lou'd, chet hh'd,ches louk‘d with cheere. 
a confound : Ous (word,sad wovad 


of Piramns: 
fen heh heart doth bop ; 
ice tp lint na 


Nom dre.dyedtye.iye 
firs id for he is bua one. 
Lif. Leffe then an see man. Fos be is dead, ben 00- 


er ues the beipe of # Sargeos,he night pet veces 


wer, sad prowe an 
Des. How chence Meone-thine is gepe before? 
Thely comes becke, end findes bes Leucs. 


ae 
She wil Gade him 


are ithe berer. (eyes. 
him aleeedy, with chofe fweere 
Den. haaee mecca. wsdelicit, 


The. a oe ata Whas dead my Doue ? 


O Piramns 


Speake,Speake. Qel Spe a 


coues thy f 
Thefe Lilly L 
Thefe yellow 


ithe, 
them in fince you heve thore 
Went tie ia {weed 
‘congue oot s 3 
Come blade, any beat Imbrec: 








ef lus primus. 





Enter Aathenise, Salarine aud Salanie. 


Amberis. 
footh I know aoe why I em fo fed, 
it weartes me: you fay  wearies you; 
how I coughs ie, itor came by ie, 
ftulfe tlemsde of, whereof ic 19 borne, 






lem to learnc : end fucha Wane-wie fadnefie makes of 


mee, 
Thst ¥ have much ado to know my felfe. 

Sd. bepalsadap hoist. brpal iors 
There where your Argofies with portly faile 
Lote bor i iol rl ry 
aipchaaar ie aoniaeag aaa 

. De eucr- e Trafiquers 

Thascorfie wer, do them eure 

As by there wich cher woven win 
palate sae fit, had | (ach eencurs tan: 

The bercer part of my affections, would 

Be with my hopes sbroad. ! fhould be Aull 

Placking she grefle to know where fits the winde, 

Pereang in Maps for ports, and peers, and rodes: 

And every obied thas might make me feare 

Misfortune co my vemeures, ou of doubs 

Woeld make me fad. 

Sal, My winde cooling wy broth, 
World blow me to an Ague, when I thoughe 
What besme 2 winde too great might doe s fes. 
I trould not fee che fandie runne, 


Veiling her high cop lower then her ribs 
Tokifle her buriall ; howd I goe ro Church 
And fee che ediice of hone, 

And not 


Is fad to thenke vpon hismmerchandize 

Amb. Beiceuc me ao,! thanke my fortune fr It, 
My venceres are not ia one botrome trafled, 
Nos co one ploce : notis my whole eftace 


Vpon the fortune of this prefentyeere: 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not fed. 


Sela. Not in love ncicher ; then let ve By you sre fad 
Bectule you are noe merry; and ‘twere 89 eshe 
Ssh richer theme hr baar ry 
Becaufe you are not fad. by two-headed Jarns, 
Nature joss oer Reange fellowes m her time : 
Some chat will euermore peepe through cheie 
And laugh hike Parracs at a bag-piper. — 
And other of fech vineger afpect , 
Thee they'll nor thew sheir reeth in wey of fmile, 
Though Nefer fweate the ieft be laughable. 


Your mo noble Kinfman, 
Cvatiane, ond Levenfe. rye 
We lessee you now with better company. 
Sala, | would hove fteld ull | hed made you merry, 
If wdschier friends hed not prevented me. 
afer. Your worth ls very deere in my regard, 
I cake it your owne bofines calison cea 
And you embrace th’occefion to depare, 
Sad. Good fee ete (when? 
Bef. Good figniors both, when thall we leughifey, 
You grow exceeding firange : muff it be fo? 
Sal. Wee'li make our leyfures co attend on yours, 
Scout Salarine, aed Selanio, 
Ler, My Lord Baffanis,fince you hese fowad Aarbenie 
We two will lesve you, bor as time 
{ prey vou have in minde where we auft meete, 
Bef 1 will not fale you. 
Gree. Youlooke not well fignior Aarbonie , 
Yow hsue coo much vpon the world : 
They leofe ie chet doe buy 1¢ with much case, 
me you sre mp: cheng’d, 
Aut. ht aaa 
A : enery man 8 ‘ 
Aer otter eel i 
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By bemg ith? I eetl chee whaz Asebonee, 
Llewe chee, end i is my lowe chat (peskes : 
There are a fort of men, whofe vifages 
Do creeme and mantic like a fisndiog pond, 
And do a wilfull Ailoeffe entertaine, 
With purpofe to be drefi in en opinion 
Of wifedome, gravity, profound conceit, 
Aswtho fhould fay, | am fir an Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips, let 90 i oa barke. 
O my forbes, | do know of thefe 
Thas cherefore oncly sre reputed wife, 
For faying nothing ; when | sm vene lure 
If chey thould {peakc, would almofi dem chofe cares 
Which hesnng them woold call theit brothers fooles : 
Lie tell thee more of this soother time. 
But fith nor wich this meleacholly base 
Por this foole Gadgin, this opinion : 
Come good Lerrvas, faryewell » while, 
Ile end my exhortation after dinner. 

Ler. Weil, we will lesue you then till dinnes time. 

I nef be one of chefe fame dumbe wife men, 
Por Grariave never let's me (peske. 

Gra. Well, keepe me company bet two yeares mo, 
Thoo fhalt noe know the found of thine owne rongue. 

ofat. Far you well, [le grow o talker fos this geare. 

Gra Thankes sfaith fox {lence 1s onely commendadle 
In a neats tongue dri'd, end amaid nos vendible, Exw. 

fas. Ie ethar any ching now. 

Baf. Gratrane {peakes on infinne deste of neching, 
more then any menin all Venice, bis ces(ons sre two 
piece of wheate hid in two buthels of chaffe: you fhall 
eeke al! day ere you finde them, & when you heve them 
chey sre not worth the fearch. 

As. Well: telmenow, what Lady wcthe fare 
Towhom you {wore 2 fecres Pilgrimage 
Thee you to dey promis’d to tel me of? 

Baf. Tisaot enknowne to you Aethense 
How much I haue difabled mine cflace, 

By Something thewing » more {welling port 
Then ay faint mesnes would contin : 
Nor do I now make mone co be sbridg d! 
Prom (uch a noble race, but my cheefe case 
1s co come fairely off from the great debts 
Wherein any time fomething toe prodig el 
Hach left me gag'd : to you A sthenie 

I owe the in money ,and in loue, 

And from you: loue I haue a warrantic 

To wnbur-ben all my plots and purpofes, 
How co get cleere of all the debis I owe. 

An. i pray you good Bafans let me know it, 
And ifit Rand as you your felfe fill 
Within the eye of honour, be sffur'd 
My purfe, my perfon, my cxtreameft meancs 
Lye all valock'd to yout occalioos. 

Baf. inmy (choole dayes, when | hed left one theft 
I thot his fellow of the soe fi 
The (elfefeme way, with more adailed watch 
To finde the other forth, sad by eduencuring beth, 
Loft found both. I urge this child-heode proofe, 
Becaufe what followes is pure innocence. 

1 owe you mach, snd like s wilfall youth, 

A That which I owe is lof: oat prelate 
To thoote snosher arrow thas feife way 
Which you did thoos the fieft, I do net doubt, 
As twill ee ee 
Or bring your leecer dbacke egaine, 
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And chankfully ceft debves for che firht. 
ate. You know me well,and hecem {pend bus time 
To winde abou my love with circumRence, 
And out of doabt you doe more wrong 
In making y appene my verermoh 
Then if you had made wafte of all | haue: 
Then dec bus fay co me what I thould dee 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
Aad I om pre vaco 1: cherefore e 
#9 In Bodwont is 3 Lady left , 
And the is faire, and fairer then chat woed, 
Of wondrous vertecs, fometsnes from hes eyes 
3 did recelue faire (peechicfle racflages : 
Her ase je Porgra, oorhing vndervallewd 
To (ates deughter, Brases Ports , 
Nor is the wide world of has worth , 
For che four ¢ veindes blow it from cucty coef 
sribatpinralapoald and her funny locks 
Hang on hes cemples like a golden fleece , 
Whuch makes her feat of Blace (askcbes frond, 
And many faefees come in queft of her. 
O my 4athense, bad | but the mesnes 
Tohold a rival! place with one of them, 
I beve a minde prefages me fuch thrift, 
Thac I fhould queNionieile be forrwnare. 
Amb. Thou knowft tha: all my fortunes ave ot fea, 
Neither have 1 money, 001 commodity 
To raile a prefent fumene therefore goe fonh 
Tey what ay credit can in Yanece doc , 
That thall be rackt euento the vaermeft, 
To furnith thee to Belavens to faise Portia. 
Goce prefently enquire, sad fo will J 
Where money ss, sad Ino queftion make 
To have st of my eruft,or for my fake. Exames. 
Exser Portes wal ber wasting seman Neva. 
Portsa. By my troth Nerriffe, my lice body 1s 9 weee- 


sie of this greac world 

Ne. Voc would be faces btusem: sf your mufeties 
were in the fee abundance 8s yous good fortunes are : 
ond yct for ought I fee, they ere a0 ficke chac furfes wach 
too much, as they chec Asrue with nothing ; 1 1s No {mal 
happioetie chercfore co bee feated in the meane , fuper- 
Auitie comes fooncr by white hares, but compercone 
lives longer. 

Pera. Good fencences,and well soc Yd, 

Nev. They would be better if well followed. 

Portia. If co doe were as cafie a8 to know what were 
geod to doe, Cheppcis hed beene Charches, and poese 
@ens coctages Princes Palaces: ic 19 8 good Divine the: 
followes his owne infiru@ions; | can eafier cesch rwen- 
tre what were good to be done,then be one of the twen- 
mera teaapsdioe ine grees Seas braine may de- 
uife lewes for che blood, but temper leapes ore 8 
colde decree, (ach a hare is medace che ere 4 
ore che methes of saranda, wah th 
reafon is not im to cheofe mes :Omee, 
the word choofe, J may neither choofe whom I woald, 
nor refufe whom } diflike,fo is the wil of s living dev 
ter curb'd by che will of a dead fathes zit Is not hard Ner. 
rife, that | csnnet choofe one, nor refefe none, 

Ner. Your father wes eucr verveou: , endhely men 
at theie death have infpirarions, therefore the lot- 
terie thar hee hach i thefe chree chefs ef gold, 
tines, endleade, whereof who choles a Or 





choofes you, wil se deuks never be chefen by any righe- 
by bec ane who you thell rightly loue:buc warmth 
is therein your ¢ffe@iios towards any of thefe Princely 
focers chat ere already come? 


Per. lptay thee over-neme them,and ss thou nameft 
them,] will deferibe them, and according to my defcrip- 
tion benell at my affe Aron. 

Na, Fich there 1s che Neopolirane Prince. 

Por. Tchat's a colt indeede, for he doth oothing but 
talke of hishorfe, and bee makes «a great sppropris- 


tice co as owne parcs thas he can fhoo him him- 
beige : J am mach afrasd my Ladi his mother plaid falfe 
with 9 Smyth. 


Nev. Than ie there che Countie Palentine 

Por. He doch nothing but frowne (as whe fhould 
Gay, snd you will noc have the.choofe : he heaves merri¢ 
tales and (nites oot, I feere hee will prove the weeping 
Phylofopher when he growes ald, besng fo full of vn- 

(sdoefle ia his youth.)I had rather to be marri- 
ed toa deaths head with » bene in his moath, then co ¢i- 
ther of thefe - Ged defend anc from thefe two. 

Na. How fay you by the French Lord, Mounfier 
Le Beane? 

Pre. God made bien, end therefore let him paffe for s 
mas, wn truzh 1 kaow it #5 2 Gane to be a mocker, but he, 
a er eter deat Neopohitans, a bet- 
ter bad habire of then the Count Palentme he 
1s cuery msn inno men, fe Traffeli ing he fale Araight 
a capring jhe will fence wsth his own fhadow.!f I fhould 
marry mm, | fhowid twentie husbsods if hee 

id defpife me,i would forgiue him, for if he loue me 
to madne fle, | thoald never requite him. 

Nev. What (sy you than to fascenbr idge, the yong 
Baron of Bug teed? , 

Per. You know I (sy nothing to him, for bee vader. 
flands net we,neri him. he neither Letmer, Frevch, 
net /rahian, afd you will come into the Coore & fweare 
that J haue » poore pennic-worth in the Expl . heeiss 
proper mans pidtere, but alaswhocan converfe with a 
dumbe fhow ? how odly he 1s fuited I chinke he boughe 
bis dowblet mm Statie,is round hofe in Fraare, bis bonnet 
in Germann 206 bis behaviour every where. 

Ner. What thaoke you of che other Lord his neigh- 
beur? 

Por. That be beth s nei charitie in him, for 
he berrowed s boxe of che care of the Engifiewen. and 
{wore he would pey hie againe when hee was able: | 
thinke the Freurbsses becarnc his furctie,20d feald under’ 
for another. 

Nerv. Ho like you the yoog Gersuaar, che Duke of 

@ 


Par. Very vildely ia the morning when hee is fober, 
and exoft vibacly in che aherncone when heels dreoke : 
when he is beft,he is a little worfe then amen, ead when 
be ls worft he is little bercer then a beef : end the worft 
fall chat cuce fell, Ibepe I Ohali make Chile to goc with- 
out him. 

Ne. ithe thould-offer to choofe,and choofe the right 
Casket, you fhovld refulozo pesforme yous Fatbers will, 
if yoo thoeid refule to eccept bia. 

Per. Therefore fos feace of the worft, I prey chee fet 
adeepe glefe of Reiaith. wine on the contrary Casket, 
for if the diwell be within, end thst temptacion withour, 
know he will choofe ix. . | will doe anything Nerrfs 


ee | well be married toe fpunge. 
Nor. Vovsacede nor Ledy the hewing any of 


be Mi erchant of Vernce. 
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thefe Lords, they haue acqusinced me with ther deter- 
minations, which is indeede to returne to theie bome, 
end co trouble you with a0 mose (ute, voleffe you may 
be won by fome other fore then your Fathers unpofel- 
an,depending on che Caskets. 

Por. II Nug tobe asoldeas Sbile, I will dye es 
chafte 11 Deanas valeffe 1 be obtained by the manner 
of my Fathers will: Lam gisd this parcall of wooess 
are fo ceafonable , for there is not one among therm ber 
I doste on his vene ebfence . and I with them s faire de. 
parture. 

Nev. Doe you noe remember Ladie in your Fe 
thers time, » Venscsan, 8Scholler and « Souldior ther 
came hither in compame of che Marqueffe of UMennt- 
ferrat? : 

Lin Yeo yee,t was Bafasio, 801 thinke, fo wes bee 
calla. 

Nev. Trae Madam, hee of all the men that ever my 
foolith cyes fook’d vpon, was the beft deferuing 0 faite 
Lady. 

‘Per. 1 camember him well,and | remember bim wor- 
thy of chy praife. 


Enter a Soruingman, 


So. The fore Scrangersfeeke yoo Madam to take 
their leave : ond there is 8 fore-runcer come from a fift, 
the Prince of Aferece, whobrings word the. Brince his 
Moaifter will be here ro onghe. 

Por. Wf 1 could bid the fift weleomewith fo good 
heart as I can bid the other foure farewell; 1 thoutd be 
gisd of his approach : if he haae che condition of a Seine, 
and the complesion of adwell, Ihed esther hee fhould 
Shave me then wineme. Come Nariffa,here go before; 
whiles wee thug the gate vpon ons wood, another 
koockset the doore, Esenst. 
































Enter Bafann wuh Shylocig tbe lew. 






Shy. Three thoufand duceces,well, 

Baff. \he for three months. 

Shy For three months, well 

Baff. Porthe which,es} tald you, 

Aarhoase (hall be bend. 

Sby. Antbenio fhsll become bound, well. 

BaJ. May you Red me? Will you pleafure me? 
Shall l know your an(were 

Shy. Three choufsnd ducets for three months, 
end Autbees bound. 

Baf, Voor enfwere to that. 

Shy . hrtbone 4 a good man. 

Baff, Hove you heard sng impatecion to the con. 
trary. 

Sy Ho no,ne.ne,no : my meaning in faying he is 3 
good man, iatohsue you vaderftand me chat he 1s fufh- 
enc, yet bis mesoes ere 10 (uppotcran i he hsth en Argo- 
fie bound to Tripolis, another tothe Indies, | el 
Rand moreousr vpon wheR yalca,he hath o third at Megi- 
d,s fourth for England, sed other venrures hee oth 
(quandsed sbroed, but thips are but boords,Seylers bur 
men, chere be lend rats, end water rece, water theevee, 
and lend cheeues, I meane , and then chere is the 

ill of waters, rocks sthe man is notwith- 
ing fulficiens three choufend ducets,} thioke J may 
cake his 

Bef. Be edured you mey. 
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lev. rian cigiatdant Abap-herelgen depAnro 
ced, (will bechinke mee, meyl {peake with Antho- 


wel 

Bef. if ix pleafe you to dine with vs. 

ru Yes, ve fol porka, to este of the habitation 
which your Prophes the Nazerite consured the divell 
insot I will buy with you, fell with you, calke with 
you, walke with you, end fo following: but { will 
nes cate with roa. obe with yous aes fey, Tom 
What aewes on the Ryalta, who is he comes here 


Emer Anhouts 


Bef. Thisss fignior Authente. 

lem, How like a fawning publican he lookes. 
Thace him for he ts a Chriftien s 
on hoe that in low ee 

e out money gratis,ead brings downe 

The rate of vfance en wih ws in Vewice, 
If 1 can catch him once vpon che hip, 
I will feede fac the ancient grudge | besre him. 
He hates our fected Nation,and he sailes 
Buen there where Merchanss moft doe congre ce 
On me,mny bargeines,and my well-worne Uni 
Which hecatsincestefl : Curfed bemy Trybe 
if him. 
yoo heare, 


Twhell a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furnith me,bet foft,how mony months 


Aa. S » albeit I neither lend nor borrow 
+ anise by giaing of exceffe, 
et to {apply the ripe wants of my friend, 
the breske s cuftome: is he yet poe 
How much he would? 


eee re en erate 
poa 
Ag. 1 doe newer vf ic 


Shp. When lacob grax'd his Vocle Labaw theepe, 
This feceb from our holy Abram was 
(As his wife mother in his behalfe) 


The chird poffeffer; Ihe was the thied. 
Aw. And what of eim,did he cake interseft ? 
Shy. No,nor coke iorereft,not 93 you would fey 
Direftty mere meerke whet laceb did, : 
When Leben were i 
That all che which were freekteod 


In end of Amumne cerned to the R sawnes, 
And when che worke of anjon was 
Betweene thefe woolly inthe ad, 
The sktlfal 


esuing, Chane 
Fall party-colour'd lembs, and tchole were Jacobs, 
This was e way co thnue, end he wee bic® » 
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Aad thrift is bhefing if men ficale ic nor. 
Aas, This was a ventere fir chet Jacob fere’d fee, 


A thieg net in his to to pelle, 

But (ony dnd bethlon’d a pr SO 

Wee this inferted to cake incerseft ? 

Or is your gold and Glues Ewes and ¢ 
Sig. cannot tell, ] make is breede as fa, 

Bat oote me f° 


Alita pes you this 

divell can cite Scripeure for his purpote, 
An euill foale ers winelle, 
To like a villaine with a fmiling cheeks, 


fend ducats,'tis a good round fem. 
iL WeleG hee 
Sllecke we tice a c 

Sly. Signior Astbeuie many s time end ” 
In che Ryaleo you haue rated me 
About my monies and my vfances 
Still have I borne te with s pecient 
(Fos (uffrance is the bedge of all our Tribe) 
You call me misbeleever, cut-throsre dog, 
per papM arty hagle 
ee that which is mine owne. 
Wedl then, it now eppeares you acede my helper 
Gate then, you coneto oe: cod pau tay, ms 
Slylocig we would heue moneyes, you (sy fo: 
You thas did voide your rame vpon my beard, 
And foote me as you (purne a firanges cerre 
Ouer your threfhiold,moneyes is your {uire. 
Mies pope fay able dI not fay, 

a dog money ? Is ix 
A curre fhould lend three thoufand ducats? os 
Shall I bend low,and in a bond-mans key 
With bated breath,and whifpring humblenefle, 
Say this : Faire Gr,you {per on ore on Wednefdey lefty 
You fpurn'd me fach s day; anosher time 
Youcald me dog : and fos thefe curvefies 
He lend you chus much moncyes, 

Ast. [am as like tocall chee fo againe, 
LU kedberlewter ‘arpa © fpurne ches toe, 
If chou wilt lend chis moacy lend tz net 
As oy) friends, for when did friendthip coke 
A of berraine enecsall of his friend? 
Bat lend it rathes to thine enemie, 
Who ifhe breake,thou ansift wich beceer face 
ExsQ the 

looke you how yeu ftorme, 

big der antsy yr bar 
Forges the thames that you ene with, 

pebiy-al slp amps poorieierecs 

v my moneyes,end youle nes heere me, 
This is kinde I offer. 

Bef. This were kindnefle. 
Si. This kindnefle will 1 thowe, 
Goe with me co a Noteric,feale me there 


Of your faire fieth,to be cur off and taken 
in what port of your bodie x pleafeth me. 
Ass. Coment infaith, lle feale to fuch s bond, 
And fey there is ousch kindnefie in the lew. 
Df. Vou 








Shy. O farher Abvane, what chefe Chriftians sre, 
Whele owne hard roams ape them falpe 
The thoughts of others : you cell me this, 
Ifbe fhould breake his dsie, what fhould J gaine 
By che exadtion of the forfeiture ? 
A pownd of mans fieth taken from s man, 
Is not fo eftimable,proficable neither 
As fieth of Mactons,Beefes,or Goares,I fay 
To bey his fevour,I extend this fnendhhip, 
fhe will cake it, fo:ifnot adiew, 
And for my love 1 praise you wrong me not. 
At. Yes Shylecke,\ wiil {eale ynto this bond, 
Sky. Then meete me forthwith at che Nocaries, 
Gene bien dire firon for this merrie bond, 
And I will goe end purfe the ducats firsire. 
See co my houfe left in the fearefull gard 
Of en vncbriftic kasue : and 
Ne be with you. Exit. 
Aas. Hie chee gentle fav. This Hebrew will rune 
Chriftian,he growes kinde. 
Ba. thike not fee cesmes, ond a villeines minde. 
ef. Come on,in this there con be no difmsie, 
My Shippes come harac s moath before the daie. 
Exeant. 


Meius Secundus. 


Lene Aorochen atawnia lowe af ia white, and three ov 
foure followers accerdi with Port. 
Red. cde ce. Be 


Sle. Coructs, 


Ala. Miike me net ber lexton, 
The thadowed huerie of the barnifhe fanne, 

To whom 1 am sneighbour,and ncere bred. 
Bring me the feireft creature North-werd borne, 
Where Phabu fire Karce thawes the yficles, 
And let v3 meke inesfion for your lowe, 

LAG spieabaperinginter te sormine, 
1 reli chee Ledie chis afpe8 of mine 
a ee 
The beft regarded Vi ous Clyme 
Hanelou’d it ro: I not change this hue, 


me, 
Aad d me by his witto my (elfe 
His wife, who wins me by thar meenes I told 
Your felfe (renowned then fleod es 
srg hsp hase look'd on yet 


I would ore ftare the flerneft cies that looke 

Pluck me Cub Sits Bese 
ucke sfrom 

Yeaumocke the Lion w he rores for pray 

To win the Ladie. Bucales,che while 

Vf Hercules and Lychas pisie at dice 

Which is the beter man,the grester throw 

May varne by fortume from the weaker haad : 


Sois Alcides his rage, 
And fomay Ibias (asitecing tine 
Miffe that which one vnworthier mey octaine, 
agp ladies 
Pert. You awh take yoer chance, 
And either ace attempt to choofe at all, 
Or fweare before you choote, if yoo choofe wrong 
Newes to (eake to Ladie afterward 
In wey of metrisge,cherefore be sdois’d. 
Stor. Nor will not, come bring me voto my chance. 
Por, Firft forward to the c after dinnes 
Your hazerd thal be mede. 
Ader. Good fortune then, Corsets. 
Tomske mebleftor curfed'fiemongmen, Zxvew. 


Buser the Clowue alane. 


(te. Certainely, ny confcience will ferwe pe e0 run 
from this lew m : the fiend ts ar mineelbow, 
sad rempts sity ing co m3, /ebbe,Lanncelst lebbe,g00d 
Lanncelet, ot good [ebbe, of good Lamncelet lebbe, vie 
your legs, take the ftart, run awaie : my confcience fares 
no; teke heede hoaeft Lawnceler, uke heed honett sebbe, 
ot as sfore-fald honcfi Laneceiet lebbe, doe not reane, 
fcorne wich thyheeles; weil, che moft 

ous fiend bids me packe, fa faies the fiend, away 

the fiend, forthe heavens roafe vp a braue minde {ales 
the fiend, and ren; weil, my conicience aboue 
the necke of my heart, fares verie wifely to me: my ho- 
neft friend Lasurelse , being an honeft mans fonne,or t3- 
ther an honeft womans fonne, for indeede my Father did 


tag 
felfe: sone bape che verie diuell incarnezion, 
end m my confcience, my confcience isa kinde of hard 


confcience,to offer 10 couataile me to Ray with the Jas; 
the fiend giues the mere friendly : Iwill ruse 
fiend, my heeles are st your commandemenc, | will 
ruane, 


Suter old. Gobbo with a Bofigs. 


Geb. Maifter omen,you I prai whichie the 
waie co Maitter Tome? aja doa 


Less. Terme vpon yout sight hand ot the nextene. 








eng, bat at the next turning of allon your left; marcie 
seh ol verie nest turning ,eurne ef no hand, but cera down 
indire@lie to che Jewes houfe. 

Geb. Be Gods fonties ‘twill be a hard waie co hit,can 
you cell me whether one Leaseceier chat dwels with him, 
dwell wah him or no. 

Laws, Talke youof yong Mafler Lasncele, mathe 
me now, now will I rasfe che waters; talke you of yong 
Maifler Lasaceler? 

Geb. No Maiflee fir, but s poore mans fonne, his Fa- 
ther choogh J fay’t is an honelt caceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well co hae. 

Las. Well,lez bis Pother be whee a will, wee calle of 
yong Mater Lamaceler. 

Gob. Your veorfhips friend and Laweceler 

Laun Bus | prase you erge aid man ergo | befeech yoo, 
talke you of yong Maifler Lawnceict 

ob. Of Lasnceder ant plesfe your masfterfup. 

an.Erge Mailer Laacelat talke not of maifter Lanee- 
lecFather for the youg gentleman act ording to fares and 
deftinies and fach odde fayings,the Gfers three, & fuck 
branches of learning, 1s indeede deceafed, of os you 
would {ay in pleine cearmes. gone vo heaven. 

God. Marrie God forbid, the boy was the verre (tafe 
of my age,my vere prop. 

Lan Dol look Ihe o cudgel) of a houell-polt, Noffe 
or » prop: doe you know me Father, 

Geb Alecke che day. I know you not yong Gentle- 
ran, bur | praie you tell me,is my boy God reft bis foule 
alive or dead. 

Lew. Doe you not know me Fasher. 

Geb. Alacke fir | am fand blinde,! know yoo aot. 

Lew. Noy, indeedeif youhad your eres you rmhc 
faile of che knowing me: 1 is 0 wife Father thac knowes 
his owne childe, Weil,old man,] will tell you newes of 
your fon, give me your bleffing crwth will come tolighs, 
mnorder cannot be hid long, mans fonoe may but in the 
end cruth will oat. 

Geb. Prate you fis Rand wp, { em flere you are nor 
Lanceles my boy. 

Lan. Pose you let's hase no more fooling sbom 
i¢, bar gue mee your biefling: | am Lasceles your 
boy chat was, your fonne char is, yous childe that 
{hall be, 

Geb. Ucanncs thinke you are my fonne. 

Lan. Vkaow noe what | thal) hinke of chat: bet J am 
Lescele: the [ewes man,and | aca fuse Adergere your wife 
is avy mother. 

Geb. Hex aame is Adargerse indeed, Ile be (wore if 
thou be Lancelet, thou.art mine owne ficth sad blood: 
Lord worfhipt might he be,whar a beard haft thou got; 
thoo haf Seagate tear on thy chin, chen Dobbin my 
ptulhorfeh as op his taile 

Les 3 thoold feeme then chat Dodbins taile 
owes bsckeward. Jam fure he had more baire of his 
caile then I have of my face when I loft few him. 

Geb. Lord how art chou chang’d: hew dooft chos 
and thy Mattes egcee,} haae brought him s prefent;how 

fee yoo now ¢ 

Lev, Well,well,bin for mine owne part,es I hawe fet 
vp my ref corunawaie, fo | will not reft cil! } have ren 
fome ground : my Maifter’s s verse Jew, giue him s pre- 
fent, giue him a haleer, I am farmahe in his fervice. You 
may cell eueric finges | hauc with my ribs: Father } am 
glad you ere come, c= your prefent toone Maifter 


who gives raze new Lasories, sf J feruc 
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| Take leave of chy old Maifter,and coquire 





O rere . 


. forlemsa 


not him, ] will run as fee ss Ged has ame 
fortune here comes the man, to hin Fat 
Lew if | ferue che Jew anie longer 


Eater Bafane web «follower or rae 






Bef Youmsy doe fo, but let it be fo hofied chat 
fupper be resdic ac the farcheft by fice of che ctocke: 
fee thefe Letters delivered, put the Liveries to meb- 
ing. and defise Grasiaw to come anone to my lodg. 
ing ; 

Lan. Tohim Father. 

Geb, God bleffe your wasthep 

Baf, Gremercie, would’ thae ought with me. 

Geb. Here's my fonne fir,s poore boy. 

Law. Not poore boy fir, but the rich /ewes aren that. 
would fis as my Father Mell {pecifie. 

Gob, Hehach a great infedtven fir, a9 ene would Gy 
to feruc. 

Lan. Indeede the thort and the long ss, 3 ferue rhe 
lewand have a defire as my Fathes thall (pecihe 

Geb, His Mailler sad he(Teurng yous worfhup: ceve- 
rence) are fearce cacerconns 

Las. Tobe briefe, the were truth 19, cbac che Jew 
hauing done ave wrong , doth caufe me 19 omy Facher be 
ing ! hope an old man Frat feucthe vo you 

Gob. I have here 3 doth of Doves tnat | would beRow 
vpon your worfhip,and my fuste ts. 

Lew. Invenie briefe, che farce we wmpertinent tomy 
felfe,es your worfhip fhall know bythis honeft ald mee, 
“a though | fey it, chough old man, yet peore man my 

ather 

Baff, One {peake for both whac would you P 

Lae Seruc youfir, 

Gob Thocisthe verse defeA of the maccer fu. 

Baf. Lknow thee well, thou haft obtain'd thy lune, 
Shy lochg chy Maiftes (poke with me this daig, 

And hach prefer'd rhee,ift be prefermens 
Te leaue o rich femes feruice. co become 
The follower of fo poore a Gentleman. 

Cle. The old prouerbe is veric well panied bes weenc 
my Maifler Sbylecke and your, you hawe the grace of 
God fir and he hach enough. 

Bef, \hou (peak ft it well; go Facher with thy Son, 






























My lodging out, giac hum s Liwerie 
More garded then his fellowes . (ce it done. 

Cle, Father in,! cannos gec a ferusce no, | hauc acre 
econgue in my head, weil: uf anre aan in /tale heat 0 
fires cable which doch offer co fweare vpoo a beoke, 1 
thall hage good fortunes goe too, here's a fenple live 
of life, here's a (mall cific of wives, slas,fifteene wives 
is noching, «leven widdowes and nine mardes 1s a (am. 
ple comming in for one man, sad chen to (eape drow- 
ning thrice, and to bein peril of my hfe with the 
of s featherbed, here are (imple {capes : weil, if Fortanc 
be s woman, the'ss good wench tor this gere: Father 
coroe, Tle take my leaue of the few in the twinkling. 

Exet Ciowne. 


ws I praie chee Leenarde thinke on chia, 
Thefe things being a and orderly beflowed 
Returnein hafte,for I doe ee 
My beft efteemd shiet oe 
Leos. My beft Goali be done herein Baw Le. 
Enter Grassane, 
Gra, Where's your Maifter. 
























Lees. Yonder 
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Leow, Yonder fir he walkes, 
Gra. Signior Bafane. 
Baf. Gratsase. 
re. | hawe a fure to you. 
Ba. You hsue obcsin’d ic. 
Gra. Youmult act denie me,! muft gee with you to 
af. Why then you mat : bur heare ch 
Bag. you : are chee Cratiave, 
Thou art to wilde,to rude, and bold of voyce, 
Parcs thet become chee happity enough, 
And in fuch cyes as obrs appeare not faults; 
Ban where chey are aot knowne, why there they (how 
Something too liberall, pray thee take paine 
To allay with Asie nA drops of modeftie 
Thy skepping {psrit,leaft through thy wilde behaviour 
I Nalin Ate ge the place 1 pet to, 
Aad loofe my hopes. 
gros Bafone beare me, 


"If T doe not pacon s (ober habite, 


 Talke with ref, 


sand (weare buc now and than, 
Weare prayer bookes in my pocker,looke demurely, 
Nay raore, whule grace is {eying hood mine eyes 
Thes with my hac, and igh and fay Amen; 
Vie all che obferuence of cruillicie 
Like one well Gudied wm a (ad oftent 
To pleafe bis Grandam,never truft me more. 

Baf. Well,we fhall fee your wid © 

Gra. Nay bur I barre to night, you fhall nor gage me 
By what we doe to night. 

Bef. No cha were pittie, 
1 would inereace you rather co put on 
Your boldeft faite of mirth, for we haue friends 
Thae perpole merriment : but far you well, 
lhase fome buftocffe. 

Gra. And | awh to Loresfe snd the ref, 


Byes we wll vifite you st {upper tume. 
Ester lefica and ibe (lewne 


lef. 1 em Corcy chou wilt leasue my Father fo, 
Our houle le befland chow a mertie diel! 
Did & rob tt of Come tafte of cedioufneffe ; 
Bet fas chee well there 1:2 8 dace: for thec, 
And Laweelet, foone x fopper thale chou fee 
Lersaze who 18 thy new ye ae 
Giwe hsm this Lecter,doe it fe , 
Aod fo Farwell 31 would oowhsue ay Facher 
See me talke with thee. 

Cle. Adae,cesres exhibu my congue mol beautifoll 

» mot fweere lew, ifs Chriftian doe not play the 

have sad get thee,! em much deceived; but adue,chefe 
foetith draps doc fomewhar drowne my manly fprrit. 
adot 


: Ex 
Jef. Farewell good Lanceles 
-whac hemous faners 1a me 
Tobe sfhamed so be my Fathers childe, 
Buc chough J am s daughser to his blood, 


$ am not co bis manners :O Levente, 


If tho heepe proaufe 1 thal! end chis Arife, 
Become a : thy louing wife Exc 
Eater Graswane, Lereace $larmo ard Salame 
Ler. Nay we will (lioke away in fupper came, 
Difgusfe vs ac my lodging and rerurne all in an houre 


Gra. Wehaue nor meade good acion. 
Sal. We baue noc (poke vs yet of Tesch-besrers. 


Sel. “Tis vile vnleffe ic may be quaintly ordered, 
Aad betcer in my minde not vndertooke, 

Ler. Tis now but foure of clock, we hsue two boures 
To furnifh va; friend Lasceler what's the newes. 

Enter Lancelet wu a Lesa. 

Law. Andit hall pleafe youto break¢ vp chis, (hell ie 
(ceme to fignifie 

Ler. know the hand, in faith ‘tie a fesse hand 
And whiter chen che paper ie writ on, 
J the faire hand chac wriec. 

Gra, Love newesin faith 

Las, By your leaue fir 

Ler, Whither goeft thouf 

Les, Marty firto bid my old Mafter the Few co lop 
to aight with my new Maller the Chr fin. 

Lor, Hold bere,take this,cell gentle /efica 
I will not farle her, fpeake it priuacely » 
Go Gentlemen, will you prepase you for this Maske to 

mghe, 
Lam prourded of s Torch-bearer. 
Sal. Imarry,tle be gone about ic Arait. 

Sol. And fo will J 

Ler. Meete me and Gratsane at Gratsanes lodging 
Some houre hence. 

Sal. ‘Tis good we do fo, 

Cre. Wasnocthat Letter from faire lefica? 

Lor. I mult ncedes tell chee all,the hath direQed 
How [ thail cake her from her Fathers houfe, 
What gold and sewels the ts furnithe with, 
What Pages furte the hach in ceadineffe 
If ere the Jew her Father come to heaven, 
Ic will be for hus penile deughters fake ; 
Aad neuer dare misfortune croffe her foote, 
Voleffe the doe it vader this escafe, 
Thac the is ifuetos farthleffe /em - 
Come goe with me,pervie this asthow goeft, 
Fase teffica (hall be my Torch bearer Exe. 


Exu.Clewne. 


ara 


Enter Lew yard bus wan that was te Clowae, 


few, Well,chou thal fee thy eyes thal! be chy swudge, 
The difference of old Shylacky und Safance ; 

What Jeffice, thou thait nos gurmendrze 
As thou haft done with me : what dffice ? 
And ficepe,and (noce,and rend spparcell oue. 
Why /effza | (ay 

de. Why Jeffica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call? I donor bid thee cal), 

Cle. Yow worthip was wone co tell me 
1 could doe nothing wichoot bidding. 

Ester /efpce. 

Sef. Call you? what 1 your will? 

Shy. 1am bid forth to leppes leffice, 

There are my Keyes : but wherefore thould | gof 
Jam not bid for love, they Aatter me, 

But yet Ile goe in hate,toleede ¢ 

The rrodigel Cheiftion. Jeffire sepa: 

Looke co my houfe, I am righs loath to goe, 
There is foe ill'a braing towards my reff. 

For J did dreame of moncy bags co night. 

Clo. 1 befeech you fs goe my yong Mafter 
Doth e ped your rep 

Shy. So doe Lhis. 

Cle. And they have conlpiced together, I will noc 
you thall fees meee yon doe thee it was me 
aothing thet my nofe fell a bleedin petennag f 

P . i 
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left, st hz 8 clocke ich morning, falling our that yeereon | Here dwels my father lew. Hos, who's within? 
aos Seas yeere ath dersend = 
B ate their maskes ? hesre you me lefire, Leffce abexe. 
Lock ey cones when you heare the drom 
And che vile [quealing of the wry»neckt Fife, lef. Who are younell mefer more certainty, 
Ctamber not you vp to the cafernents then, Albeit Ile fweare thet I do know your tongue. 


Nor theuft your heed into the publique firecte 
To on Chrifiten fooles with varnitht feces: 
Bor hop wy houfes eares,I meane my caferments, 
Let not the found of thallow fopperie enter 
My fober houfe. By Jacob: fisffe Ifweare, 
I have nominde of feafting forth to might: 
But I will goe : goe you before me fra, 
Say J will come. 

” Clo, 1 will goe before fis 

Miftris locke out at window for atl thiss 
There will come 2 Chriftian by, 

Will be worth a lewes eye. 

Sly. Whas faiee that foole of Hagars off-{pring ? 
ha. 


Ie. His words were farewell miftris nothing elfe. 
. Thepatch is kinde enough.ber s huge feeder : 
Sneile-few in profic,but he byd 
More then the wilde-cst : drones hive not with me, 
Therefore I part with him,snd part wich him 
Te one that I would haue him helpe co wafle 
His borrowed purfe. Well /efira goe in, 
Peshsps I will recurne immediately ; 
Doe as I bid you, fhut doces after you, fat binde, faft 


A prowerbe neper fiale in theiftie minds. Exs. 
lef. Borewell,and if ay foriune be nor croft, 
Uhenes Facher,you a daughter loft. Ex. 
Laser the Maskert, Gratiane aed Saline, 
Gra. This isthe penthoufe ender which Lorence 
Defired esto make a fand. 


Seal. Hishoore is almoft pf. 

Gre. And tt 1s merusile he out-dwets his houre, 
Por lowers ever run before the clocke. 

. Bal. Otentioes faftes Meum Pidgions fiye 
To Real, lover bonds new mede,then they are wont 
Tokeepe obliged faich enforfaiced. 

Gra. That ever bolds,whe cifeth from s feat 
With that keene te chat he fits downs ? 
Where is the borfe thee doth vncreed egaize - 

His cedious neafores with the vnbaced fire, 


How like a prodigell acts fhe seturne 
Wikh ouer-wither'd ribs end ragged failes, 
Leane,rent,and begper'd by the winde ? 


Cuter Lorenz. 
soar Heare comes. Lorvece, more of this here- 
a e 
Lor. Sweete friends, yout patience fot my long e 


bode, 
Not I but my affaires have mode you wait : 
When you fhall pleafeto play the cheenes for wises 


Ube watch as long for yeu chen: spprosch 


Ler, Lerenze,sod thy Loue. 
lef. Lorenxe certaine,2nd ty lout indeed, 
Por who love I f much? and dow who knowes 
age fangs poled one urs? 
. Heasen and chy choughts are wiene(s thet thoa 


art. 
Sef. Heere,exch this casket,ic is worth the pines, 
fem glad ‘cis alght,yoa do not looke on me, 
Fee I am much efham'd of my exchange : 
But louc is blinde, end lovers cannot {ee 
Used aed Abseroy themflelues commie, 
For if hey could, Captd himlelfe would biuth 
To fee me thus transformed to a 
Lor. Defcend,for you mut be my torch. bearer. 
fof. Wher, moft 1 hold a Candle to my themes? 


They in chem felues J pe sbesah bead light. 
» ‘us an office of difcouery Lou, 
nod thould be obfcur'd. 


ae So ere — is 

in che atni a boy:but come at 

For the clofe nighe doth plsy hes began oe 
And we ere for at B. "sfeaft 


lof, 1 erill enake falt che doores and guild my felfe 
Wh fome more ducats,sad be wh you fraighe. 


And true the is,as the hethprou'd her (elfe: 
Aad therefore like ber felfe,wife,faire,andtrue, 
Shall fhe be placed in my conftan: foule. d 


Emer lfc. 
Whar, ert théu come > on gentlemen, wey, 
Our masking maces by this time fos vs fley, 


Enter Anthonie. 


Aa, Who'sthere? 

Gra. Signior Authenie? 

eter. Fie,fie,Gratiane, where are all the reft ? 
Tisaines clocke, our friends all flay for you, 
No maske to nighe,the winde is come sbout, — 
Baffanie prefenly will goe aboord, . 
Theue feat ewenty out to feeke for you, 

Gra. lem glad on’e, I defire no more delight 
Then to be vader faile,and gone to night. 


Bacar Portia with Morreche pnd beth ther trames. 


Per. Goe, draw ahide the curtalnes, and difcowes 
The feverall Caskets to this noble Prince : 
Now make your choyfe. 
afer. The fich if epic this infeription beares, 
Who choofeth me, _eapedly men 
The fecond filuer, which thie promlfe carties 
Who choofeth ate, hall get os mach as he deferues, 
This chird,dulf lesd,with warning all se bione, 
choofeth me,muft give and alibe heth, 
How thal I know if I doe choofe che right? = 
Pa. @ 


Ext. 


Thee erchant of Vence. 


How tall | bmow if) doe choote the right. 
Por, The ene of them contsiaes wy piGere Prince, 
Ifyou choole ther shen ‘oan jours srieual 
bpilive scour dwet m ar era aati 
J i cripuens,backe egsine : 
What fases chis leaden caskes ? ; 
Whe chooferh me, meft grec and hazard eli be hach. 
Mut give for whor? for lead, hazard for lead? 
This casket chrearens amen thar hazesd alt 
Doe it in hope of faire ad ey: 
A golden nuade Rloopes nos to of droffe, 
fle chen nor give not hazard ought for lead. 
What faves the Suuer wech her virgin hue? 
Who choofeth me, hall get as auch as he deferucs. 
As mech 06 be deferees ; paule there Afereshe, 
And weigh thy value with an cuen hand, 
if chee beef caced by thy eflumarion 
Thee dooft deferue cnough,end yet enough 
Mey act catend fo fasre esto the Ladies 
And yet co be afeasd of my deferuing, 
Were bur 0 weake tifabhing of my felfe. 
Asavech as [ deferue, why that’s the Lady. 
I doe in birth deferue ber, and sa fortunes, 
In graces end in qualities of breeding : 
Buc more then chefe,in loue I doe deferuc. 
Whias if I Rras'd no farther. bec chofe here ? 
Let's {ee once more this feying grau'd in gold. 
Whe chooleth me fhall game what many men defice: 
Whey chat's the Ledy, ali the world defires her: 
From th- foure comers of the earth they come 
To kre chis (hrine,chis morrall breathing Saint. 
The Hercanion deferta, and che vafte wildes 
Of wide Arabia are as chreughfaces sow 
For Princes to come veew faire Portes. 
The watene Kangdome whofe embitious head 
Spcts wm che fece ofhesuen, is no berre 
To Gop the forcaine fpiries, bet they come 
As orc abcooke co (ec faire Parts 
Oue of thefe three containes her hesuenly picture. 
Is'c hike chee Lead concaines her? were damnation 
Tethinke fo bafe a it were too grote 
To rib her (earecloath in the obfcare grove: 
Or thall I chinke @ S:loer fhe's immar'd 
ry ee cienes vadervelued co cride gold ; 
o thoughe, ncecs fo rich sem 
Wes fex prsindeleaprl midi’ Ayal gs sau 
A cogne that beares the figure of on Angell 
Stampt in gold, but chee's nfculpt vpoa : 
Bac here an Angell ina golden bed 
Lies of] within. Deltacs me the key: 
Here doc I choole,and thnec I as | may. 
Par. Theretake k Prince, end if ay forme lye there 


hey iy! farts 

Ser, O bell! what hese we bere,a cerrion death, 
Wishen whole emptic eye there is 0 written (croule ; 
Tie ceade the wrung. 


. 
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Ader. Cold indecde,end labour 
Then farewell heste, end welcome froft : 
Portia cdew, | have too gricu'd s heore 
To toke s tedious lease : ches loofers part. 
he A siddence : draw che 
all 


Ese. 


Wh hisn 12 Grantase gone r 
And ia chess thip | sen fore Lorewas is not. 
Sel. The villeine few with outcrnes reild the Deke. 
Who wenc wich bin to feorch Zafanier tbip. 
Sal. He coraes coo late, the thip was vaderiaile ; 
But there che Duke wae piven to vnderflend 
Thet in a Gondilo were Beas togethes 
Lerewas ond his senorous Jefe. 
Befides,Aathenes cersfiedthe Dake 
They were not with Bafause in tus fhip, 
Sel.1 never heard « pefhon fo contafd, 
So Areng tous, aad (o variable, 
Asche dogge lew did viter in che Areets, 
My daughcer.O my docats, O my daughtes, 
Her wah » Cheifhian,O my Chistian ducan 
uftice,the lew, my ducats snd ¢ 
A fealed ba us fesied bogs ari a at : 
Of double ducate,floloe from me by ary daughter, 
And sewels,c wo ftones,c wo tich sad precious Aoaes, 


Stoine by my daughter ; ivftice, finde the girls 
She hath ieee bei cede deca: , 
Sal, Why sil the bayes in Venice follow him, 


Crying hus Nones his dsoghter,end his ducass. 
Set. Lex good Antbome looks he keepe his dey 
Or he thall pay foc this 
Sal. Marty well remembred 
I veafen’d with a Frenchmen : 
Whe told mein the narrow (ees that pact 
The French and Englith, there mifcacted 
A veflell of ous cowntrey richly fraught : 
I though: vpen Authease when he told me, 
Aad withe in Alence tbat It were not his. 
Sel, Yo were bell to cell datbence what you heare, 
Ve doe noe efor t may grieve him. 
Sel. A kinder iecads oc ie srt 
Naw Bofarie and Aachanw past, 
i opphesenbershe irsargrielaait aaa 
his recurac 1 he anfwered,doe set fo, 
Slebbes nor bafine(e for Ht deen Refers, 
Bus flay the very riping of the time, 
And for the Jems bond which he beth of ene, 
poe ere sapere pire 
Be merry andi chiefeR thoughts 
Te courtfhip, ead fac ohens chee 
Ac fhail caoueniently become you there , 
bia seve tid Jd belted 
Torning his face, be pur his behinde hem, 
Aad with affcAion a 
He wrang J hand,end (o they perced. 
Sal, 1 thinke he onely lowes che werld fee him, 
I prey thee let vs goe and finde him out 
Aod quicken his embraced heauinefle 
With forme delight ot other. 
Sat. Doe we fo. 


arephtay sam Sormiure. 


Esont. 














1 The Merchant 


Venice. 


The Prinee of Asregen hath cane his oath, Sennen tinees tried that isdement ic, 
to his cle@i . That dad nemer che-fe armiz, 
aca pee Haalyreroirey nae 
Lace Arragen bye trait, and Portia. Such have bout 0 foedemes bhife: 
fle Caraaté There be alters Eis 
Por. Bebold,there fiend the caskets noble Prince, Sikuer’ d o'regaud fo veas this: 
Hf you choofe that wherein I sm comtain’d, Te what wifeyenwil'te bed, 
rae rer our nuptial rights be folemnia‘ds I ws8 ese be your beads 
Buc if choa faite, without morefpeech my Lord, : So be goue,yox are Hed. 


You maft be gone from hence kamediatel 


Ar. Lamenioyndb aath to'ebireatte things; 4r, SUil more foole | thal sppesre 
Firft, never to Bide sb one " the che I linger here, 





































Which casket twas I chote ; cext,ifl fale ith ove fooles head 1 came to woo, 

Ofthe right casket,never in my fe Bat I goe awsy with two. 

To wooe a maide in way of marriage: Sweets adue, Ile keepe my oath, 

Laftly, if I doe faite in fortune of my choyfe, Patiently co beardmy wroath. 

Immediately to lease you, snd be gooe. Per. hsth the candle fing'd the moeth s 
Per. To thefe iniunAions every one doth fureere O thefe deliberate fooles when they doe choole, 

Thae comes to hazard for my wosthleffe felfe, They have the wifdome by their wit to loofe. 
dr. And {o have | sddreft me, fortune now New. The ancient fs is no herefie, 

Tomy hearts hope : gold, filuer, and bafe lead... Hanging sod wiuing geet deftinie. 

Whe choofeth me muft give and hazard all he hach. Per, Come draw the curtsine Nariff. 

You fhall looke fairer ere | give oc hazard. 

What faies the golden chefi,hs, let me fee: Emer Mefouger, 

Who choofeth me,thall paine what many men defise: Mef, Whereis thy Lady? 

What many men defire,thac many msy be meant Por. Here,whet would uty Lord ? 

By che foole multitude thac choofe by hhow, aaaf, Madam,chere is rie cairo ta gate 

Not learaing more then the fond eye doth teach, A. yong Venetian,one that comes before 

Which pries noc co th’interior but like the Martlet Tofigaifie approechng of bisLord, 

Bailds in che weather o0 the outward wall, From whorw he bringeth lenfible regreers 3 

Euen in che force and rode of cafuahie. To wit (befides commends and curtéous breath) 

I will not choofe what many men defice, Gifts ofrich value; yer I baue not feene 

Becéufe I will not iumpe wich common fpirits, So likely an Embaflador of love. 

And ranke me with the barbarous mulchudes. ‘| A day in Aprill never came fo fweete 

Why then to thee thou Silver treafure hovfe, To thow how coflly Sonmer was at baad, 

Tell me once more, whar title thou dooft beare ; Asthis fore-fpurres comes before his Lord. 

Whe choofeth me thall get as much as he defesucs 3 Por, No moore I prey thee,! am halfe s-feard 

And weil (eid coo ; for who thall gee shout Thou wilt fay snone he is fome kin to thee, 

To cofen Fortune,and be honourable Thou (pend {uch high-day wis in | sigs ae 

Without the fore of merrit.Jec none prefume Come,come Ni or I Jong to fee 

To weate an vndefemed dignitie: Quicke ee Polt, that comes fo mannerly. 

O thet eftstes, degrees, and offices, Nerv. Bafanie Lotd,lque ifthy willicbe, Zxenut, 





How many be commanded that command ? Atius Tertius 
How much low pleafantry would then be gleaned 
Prom the true fgede of honor ? And how much honor 





Pickt fromthe chaffe and roine of the times, Barer Scbswio and Salarine. 

To be new vamnifhe : Well,but co my choife. 

Who choofeth me that! get as much as he deferues. Sef. Now, what newes on the Ryalro? 

1 will affome defert ; give me a key for this, Sal. yet it lives chere nchecke, chat Athens 
And infterely vnlocke my fortunes here. hath s thip of rich lading wreckt on the narrow Seas; the 









Pe .Too gt paale for that which youfinde there. | Goodwins! chinke they call the place, a very dang crous 
dr. Whsr'ehore,the porersit of a blinking idiot fist,and fatell, where the csrcaffes of many acall fhipalye 
Prefenting me a {cedule, I will resde th 1 buried,ss chey fey, tf my goffips report be an honeft wo- 
How ee es pepe se 
How mech e and my ? Set, T would fhe were es lying « in that,as euer 
Who choofeth me, fhefl hene as much ng aioe knapt Ginger ,or made her oigtboon beleowe fhe wept 
rigiaaisahcidsenedebiicrs at ste ee een toe without 

$ prise,sre any deferts no better pe nity, or crofftn plaine bigh.wey of 
iret fo fe and indge are diftin® offices, ae Sa the cal “Aathoote,the boneft Aarbenss,0 bal 
‘oppoted natures, at tokeepe his name ! 
Ar, What is here? Sal, Cote the fal bis as a 


Se. Ha,wh ' 
The fer feauen tants tried this, ‘ous: en nro merge cod natant et 


Sat. 1 





cf i 


The Merchant of Venice. 


Sal. would ie might the and of bis loffes. 

Sel. Lec me fey Amen tesfi che divell creffe 
wey peeler,for bere he comes in che Hikenes of Jas. How 
pow Shplechs wher newes emong the Mexchents ? 

Exeer Shylocke. 

Siy. ee 
my 

Sal. Ye cestaine, Iformy part kacw the Teilor 
that made tie wings the few wihall, 

Sef. And foc his own past knew che bied wae 
Eg tees ren te ec commpaemen of tema icon 





cife js will feodamy revenge j he hech difgrec'd me, 

hinired me bolfe a culkin’ lovghe ateny lofics, mocks at 
pil arpeiy rear gaarettcratat pio aera 
tesfon? Lam atave: Hab nec a Jeweyes? hath not s 


lea hands, fences, sffeAions,psffi- 
ons, fed with the fame leert with the fame wea- 
pons, fabic@ to che feme di 


eeles aspraun Paes 
| meanes, warmed ead cooled by the fame and 
eereyrckmrrehsay ay if you ‘ihr hanscaidat 
leede? if you tickle vs,doe wenct ? poifoe 
ve doc wre not die? and f verang:ve full wand ve 
we are like you in the reft, we will refemble you 
ok gtpst haired wal re ity, 


why rencage? The vil- 





ee 

Gendiemenny efushenie is at his hovle, sod 

dchees co (peske with you both. 

Sal. We heue beene vp and downe to feeke bien. 
Ester Tabeail, 


Sat. Here comes snother of the Tridc,echicd cannes 
be aver che, volcGie the divell hiefeife amne few. 
Eumnt Geutlemen, 
5%. How now Tubal, what newes from Gesewathaht. 
then found my deaginer ? 
Tob. 1 oben comne where | didheare of Rer, but can- 


not finde her, 

Why chere,chere Aieenand 
Biscay Aner warreceari waar Sar prepa ie 
wes fell vypon ons Natioa till sow, 1 newes fck it cill cow, 
cwe thouland decats in that, aad ofber precious, preci- 


Gioa,no ceuenge nec noilt lock frring bus whet lights 


8 ay theulders, no bae 
le 1, 00 fighes bat s aty beeathing,no ceares 


fs 
Tub. Yes,ocher men hove ill acke 

ire a too, Anthenis és I 
Shy- What, whas, wher, ill lacke, ill locke. 
Yb. Hath an Argobe coft away comming from Tri. 


polis. 
Shy. 1 thankeGad,J thenke God, !s ie erue,ie kt crue? 
Tab. | fpeke wish foe of the Saylers ches efcoped 


the wracke. 

oewes :ha,ha,herein ie eee - 
Ps ihdershase a sheieiee loa: 
BAe eter eter 


cats. 
Tab. There came diuers of Muthvnies eredicersin ay 
company to Venice, thes fweare hee connec cheate bet 


Shy, Loew very glsdofic, ile plegue bim, lecarrese 
him,] om te, 





Tb. of them fhewed me a ches hee 
 pipchaay, sitcleial taint rae ae 
i vpon her,thou corturefl me $e wen 


my Terkies,| had it of Lesh when 3 wes s ’ 
would rrot hane giwen it for s wildesnefie of Monkies. 
Sag But es bouie is cestainely endone. 

. Ney.chee’s true, thet’s very true, beset 
me an Officer, belpcoke hicn 2 fectnigh: eile Iwi 
hawe che hears of him if he forfeit.for were he out of Ve- 
wice, 1 conmake what merchandize I will: goe Tabel,, 
end meere me at our Simagoguc, gor good 7 Ebel our 
Sinegogue Fabel, — Ewxemet, 

Ester Bafane, Portia, Cratiane, and a8 their tratae. 
Por, | prey youcarrie, paufe a dey of two 
Before you hszard,for in chooting wrong 
I foofe your companie ; therefore awhile, 
There's tomeching cols me (but ic is not love) 
J wold not loofe you,and you kaow your felfe, 
Hace counfsiles not in fuche quallicie; 
Buc leaf you (hould aot vadesfland oe well, 
And yet 3 maiden hath ne congue, bac thoughe, 
I would detaine you here fone month er two 
Before you venture forme. | could cesch you 
Hew co choofe right but then I am forfworne, 
So will I neues be, fo iffeme, 





Our alls feat place, heather batt pas 
Mine owne I would fey: but ef mine chen youts, 
And fo all yours; O thefenaughsie times 
rt sat the ewners end their ri 
eee ee et oe 
paren ee 4 
Ifpeske too “cis te pei 
To ich it,and cares ig dee Sy le 
Tots) eee Ee - 
3 bef, 


oS 






Bf. Le me choole, 
Fores { em,] lies vpon the racke. 
Por. Vpon the racke Bafanio,then confella 














Where men enforced doth fpeake ary thing 
Bg. Promife ee life,and ile 
Per. Wai chen,confeffe and lue. 

. Confeffe and lowe 

Had the verie {urn of my confeficn: 

Ohappie torment, when my torcurer 

Doth teach me safwers for deliversoce : 

Bet let we to my fortane and the caskets. 

Pern, Awsy then,! am lockt in one of t 

If you doe love me, you will inde me out. 

Novepfe xd the rob. (tend all sloote, 

Let maficke found while he doch wake his choife, 

-cheliaan sedan eaniendny es 

Hse Lahpsss. the comperifoe 

May more re eee eee 

And wotrie des for him ; he may win, 

And wher is we thea? Then mofiqee is 

Even as che flourith, when true fubdiedts bows 

Tos sew crowned Manasch : Such itis, 

era meio apace ergo 

creepe into the dreaming 

And fuamon him to marriage. Now he goes 

Wht ne leffe prefence bat with mech more lows 

Then yong Alesdes, seth rae redeeme 

The virgine eribute. pered hing Gyep 

To ie aceha 1 fond for fa ce, 

The reft sloofe are the Dardanisa wives: 

With bleared vifeges come forth to ew 

The iffue of ch’exploic : Goe Hercules, 

Line chou, ! live with much more difmay be 

I view the fight,then chou chet mak’? the fray. 

Here Adafake. 


















A Seng the whilff Bafferio conmments an the 
Caskyts :0 bianfelfe. 


Tol ene where be fancte bred, 
Or on che heart pr on the bead: 






















é the oerward (howes be leet chemnizlnes 
The world is fi0 deccia'’d with ornsment. 
In Law, whet Plea fo canted end corrupe, 


Bur being fesfon'd with a precious veice, 
Obfeares the thow of evill? In Rel » 
Wheat demned error, bet fome fobex 

Will bleffeic, and spproue ix with s text. 
Hiding the grofeneffe with faire ornement 3 
There is no voice fo inple,but aemes 

Some marke of vereue on his ostward parts ; 












t > “de ata Da) 
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How manic cowards, whole hearts ore oll 2: falfe 





ada. ee bin Wi acre Aces 


The beards of Hercules 


Mars, 
Whe err Garin rer ww al, 


ielgedatte epecadaceege 
Gs ; 
While therein medias erp ia nacere, 


ing thera li thaz meh 
So are hotr cfd inakie geldenloche 


Which mekes fuch wanton with the winde 
V pon lappoled feirenefle often knowns 

To be the dowrie of a fecond head, 

The {cull that bred them in che - 

Thus ornament is ber the guiled 

TeemoR s fea : the besutiogs fcarfe 


The feeaing truth which cunoing clemes pat en 

To lntrap the wifeft. Therefore then chow goudie geld, 

Hard food for Adsdas, I willnone of thee, 

Nor none of thee chou pale sad common drudge 

“T weene man aed man : but thos, thou meager teed 

Which sether threnneft then doft promife ought, 
moves me more then eloquence, 


Peer l imbrecd pete: 
Olees be more ale tye, 
Ifeec tooth ty bUkiepsmabe nods 
Fen feacetfurfow. ” ae 


Bof. Wher finde I here? 
Faire Portsas counserfen. Whae demie Cod 
Hath come fo neere creation? move chefe cies? 
Or whether riding en the bels of mune 
Seeme they ia monnon? Here are fever’d lips 
Parted with (uger breath, fo foreet a barre 
Should funder (uch (weet friends : here in hes halves 
The Painser plies the Spider,and hath woven 
A golden mefhr' the besrts of men 
F ceo a cbs: but her eles, 
How could he fee to doe them ? hewing made one, 
Me chinkes it (hould haue power co ficsle both bis 
And leave i« felfev t Yet looke how (arte 
The fabftence of my praife doth wrong thus thedew 
In wnderprifing tz, fo facre this fhedew 
Doth limpe behinde the febftence. Here's the fcreale, 
The continent,snd femmerie of my fortune. 


Youthat cheofe act the vine 
Smace rhe, satiate rer 
Be covsent pnd forks no new. 


That thinks bebech dooe vellia heap cess 


Giddie in Rill gazing in a doube 
Whether thole pealis of praife be his os ne. 
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Soch as I am 3 for my lelfe alone 

in my with, 

To with my felfe mach betcer,yer for 

I would be trebled cwenty tines my 

M7 rich abot tly 00 fad high 

ore encly eo ighin account, 
I might m vertocs, besucies, vi Crends, 
Sasned accoues : bec the ill Seasac of ace 
nothing » which to terme in groffe , 


My feife, end whos is mine, t0 you snd - 
Is now consested. But now I was the 


Which when you part fe,08 gloe 
Let it prefage che cuine of yous love, a 
Aad be my vanuge to excleime on you 

Bef. Meddam,you have bereft me of all words, 
Onely my bloud fpeabes to you in my vaines, 
And chere is fach confafionin 
As after fome oration fasrely fpoke 
By a beloved Prince, there doch 
Among the buzzing plealed , 
Where cuery being bient cagecher, 
Ternes to 2 wilde of e 


Teac have ( mee ere 
To iar a 90a fa Apache ady. 
Gra. My Lord Bafante,and my gerne Lady, 
I with you all che ioy thar you can with 3 
For Tam fore you caa with none from me: 
And when your Honours meane to folemnize 
The bergaine of your festh : I doe befeech you 
Eoen at chat time | mey be married too. 
Bef. Wahall my bear,fo thou ceoft get s wife, 
Gra. I chanke yout Lerdthip, you gave got me one, 
My eyes ny canjooke os {wife os yours; 
You faw che miftres,] beheld the maid : 
You lou’d, I lou'd for insermiffion, 
No more pertsinesto me my Lord then yous 
Your fortune flood vpon the caskets there, 
And fo did mine con, as the maccer falls : 
For wooing heese vutill I fwee agsine, 
Aad fweann ernest fee dap ibe 


Ner. Medem ix is f0,f0 you ftand plees'd withall. 
Bf. And doe you Grarkeve meant good faith? 


Gra, Yes thith my 
Bef, Our fealt fall be mech honored in your mace 


Gra, Werle play with theme che firft 
lead plsy boy for s thay- 


Ne, What end Rabe dowve? 
Gra. No, we thet cere win ac chet (port, end Gake 
downe, 
Bac whe cores beere ? Lersune end his Infidell ? 
What and my eld Venetian friend Salerio? 
Enter Lerenseliffitaad Salevio, 
Bef. Lerenae end Saterto, welcome herher, 
{fehot ube youth of ray oe sncercft heere 

aue power to welcome : leaue 
ibid cy eatleGieabad Counce 
eee 

Per. So dol my Lord they ore imirely welcome 

Ler. Ithanke your boner ; for avy pore my Lord, 
My purpefe wes not co have feene you heere, 

But mecting with Salerie by che way, 
He did increase mee paft all (eying ney 
Tocome with 

Sal. 1 did my Lerd, 

And I have reafon for it, Signiot Asrbens 
Commends him to you. 

Ba. Ere! ope bie Lercer 
Labs d dobar hepa hat J rob pie 

Sal. Not fichemy L , valeBc 1s be mn minds, 
Nos wel, enlefle in minde : his Letcer there 
Wil thew you his eftace. 

Opees the Letter. 

Gre. Nernfa, checre yond ftraoger,bid her welcom, 
Your hand Salers. what's the newes from Venice ? 
How dothchac royal Merchant good ¢ Sethouse, 

T know he vol be glad of our fhereffe, 

Weare the fefeas,we have won the ficece. 

a 1 would you had von the Acece cha: hee bath 

2 Per. There sre fome threwd contents in yond fame 
S 

That Beales the colour from Bafcaves cheeke, 

Some deere friend dead, elf: nothing im che world 

Could eusne fo much the cooftirecton 

wake Baffene\ bade ‘ee 

With leave Bafante | em 

And I muft freely Nove tbe halft of sey shing 

Thac this feme paper brings yeu. 

Bef. O fweer Portia, 

Heere are a few of she unpleafant'ft weeds 
Thes ewer blotied papes. Gensle Ledie 

When I did Grft impart my loue to you, 

1 freely cold you all che wealch I hed 

‘Ran in my vaines: | was a Gentleman, 

And chen I teld you trees aa 


I heue ingeg’d my falfe res deere 611 
doy Frias parece 


And cucric werd inits ng weund 
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Hath all hie ventures faild, what not one hic, Thisis the foole chat Sends om mency granu. 
Hae} Hi sang vores rag aaa laylor, looke to birn. 
and India, fut. Heare me sll frye ae 
Values coe eciadl Was osc Seat ew. lle have wy bond, fpeake not sgsinh my bond, 
Of Merchent-marring rocks? hace Fearne sn cobehas will have my bond : 
Sal. Nos one my Li Thoe call'dft me dog before thou hadft a cafe, 
Befides, x fhould sppeare, thet if he hed But fince 1 am a dog beware ay phangs, 
The prefent money to difcherge the lew, The Doke thall grant me tafe, 3 do wonder 
He weuld noc cake ie s oeuer did I koow = hey laylor, thac thow art fo (ond 
A crcavare that did beere che cof men secs thread Wah tien ac his fequel. 
Pegseoseee on Boe bres J pray thee heare me (peake. 
ie eioraing and sal few. lc howe my bond, I will not hesre thee focake, 
br doch impeach the freedome of the ft Ite howe my bend, and therefore (peake no more. 
ne deere Twenty Merchants, Nie not be made s (oft and dull ey'd foole, 
Th the Magmfcoes To theke the beed, relent, and aay yeeld 
ssn waded with bim, To Chriftisa incerceffors : follew 
Bo carae ancibin the eneious pies Ile bave no fj ‘I will have any bead Ext: lew 
Of forfeivure,of lultice end his boad. Sel. Iristhe wmpenctrable curre 
lef When } was with hirn,! hone heard him fweere | Thee ever kepc with men. 
To Tube snd co Chm, his Councri-men , Ast. a him slone , 
That he would rather have Aashene’s ficth, ile follow him ae more with boocleffe preyess: 
Thea twenty cimes the valoe of the femme He feckes cng lift his tafe, his resfon well I know 3 
That he did owe hiro: and I know my Lord, 1 oft detiner'd from his focfeicures 
If lew, euchorisie, end power denie not, Many thet haue ot times meade mone to me, 
Ic will gochasd wih poore s4asbome, Therefore be haces me. 
Per, Ls it your deere fitend thet is thus in trooble? Sel. Parte ogg 
Bef. The deereft friend vo me the kindef man, chis forfeicure to hold. 
The beft condkion'd, and vawesried (pire Ala, The Duke cannot deny the courfe of law 
In doing curtefies : and one in whom Foe che commoditie chat firaagers heae 
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Then ang that deawes breath in Italie 
Pa. fume owes he the Jew ? 
Bag. For me three ducets. 


Before a friend of thie def 
Shall lofe a heise throu ‘ogra 
Pitt goe with ane to ond call me wifey 
Pople shania be ctl to yeor friend . 
you lic by Porssas Gde 
Wis coos ele ou hall have gold 
To pay che perty debt twemy times over. 
When ut is peyd, pour truc friend slong, 
My casid Nerrifa, ond my felfe meane time 
Will live thal ben snd widdowes ; Hien amas 
For hence spon your wedding day: 
Bid Jouc fr welcome, fhow a cheere, 
Since you sre deere bought, § will love you deere. 
Bu let me heare the lettes of your friend. 


Swert Beffenio, Woe a 


poi Spry a pd Stag & 


pil Bare te very lew 
parieg é a pf ei, olf 
donc het L might foe you at mq 
drach : newb ft s ofeyome Neafare ;yerur hous dee net 

per fwade you te come, les wot my letter 


Per. Clone! difpach all bufines and be gone. 
Bof. Stace | have enue 
Inuloatchtibe iene 
Ne bed thall ere be gaiky of 
Nec reft be eaiwelas. 
Euser the few, and Selante, and 
and the Lagler. 
les. laylos, looke to him,cell not me of mercy, 


Exme. 


With vs ia Venice, if it be denied, 

Will moch impeach che iuflice of the State, 

Since that che trade and profit of the citty 

Confteth of sli Nations. Therefore goe, 

Thefe greefes end loffes hauc fo bared mee, 

That | thall hardly {pares pound of fieth 

Tomorrow, tomy bloudy Creditor. 

Well Iaylor,on,pray Bafanse come 
Tofeeme pey hisdebt, sad then I cerenot. = Exener. 


sitet Nara, Lerenza, Iffca, ode um of 


Lor. Madom, sithoagh I fpeake It ln our pretence, 

vontons Spee iee et antiel 
like amity, which a 

Got dled. pears abfence of your Lord. - : 

But if you knew to whom you fhew this honovr, 
Howtruc e Gencleman you fend releefe, 
How deere s lower oftmy Lord your husbsnd, 
staple peng tat 
Then cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Por, I ecser ded repena for doing good, 
Nor thall n0¢ now : for in companions 
Thet do conwerfe and wafte the cimetogether, 
Whole foules doe beare an egal 


Oflynisments,of 

Which ober‘ thakedher ths Cons 
the bofome lower of my Lord, 

Malt needs be like my Lord. Ifit be fo, 

bp tbe penge S 

In pure fermblance 

From onthe ae fhe the axel fell 
comes too acere my {elfe 

Ts conm ocr pag oa ' 

Loreafel coma into yous hands, 








The Merchant of Venice. 


Ear oy , 
Voadill my Lords reverne; pert 
l howe toward heaven bresth'd a fecret vew, 


ousitery 
And these we will sbide. I doe defire you 
Nox co deme thas rmpofivven, 
The which ay lowe sad fome necefiny 


1 
rere? adore, 


Por. My people doe elread 
| poe ind! 


(] 
garments he doth cine thee 

Bring them 1 pray thee with imagin'd (peed 

Vato the Trane to the common Ferric 

Winch erades to Venice ; wefteno ume in words , 


Thar they thal] thiake we are accomplithed 
Woeth chat we lacke ; Me bold thee sny weger 


When we ere both eccoutered like men, 


epent, 

Aad with for afi chat,chat [hed not kil'd them , 
And cwerie of chefe pure tes Me tefl , 
That wen thell fweere J hove difconcrased {choole 
Above s ewelue moneth : ] have wishin my minde 
A thoufeand caw tricks of chele bragging eck», 
Which | will pradhfe, 

Nard. Why, thal! wee wwene co men? 

Portes. Fre, what a queftions chat ? 
BW thow wert ncres lewd serpretes ; 
Bot come. ie ceil thes all my whole desice 
When | em in my cosch, which Rsyes for ve 
At the Parke gate ; and cherefore hafte swey, 
For we maft meafare twenne miles to day. 


Excer Clowee and loffies. 
Clown. Yes cruty ; for looke you,the Ganes of the Fs- 
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Vpon | 

you, I fesre you, I wes alwaies plaine with you, 
now I {peake my agitation of the matter : therfore be of 
pes erie a you are dama‘d, there is 

t one in it that can ou ante good, snd thas is 
bat inde of bsfterd hope neither. 

Ieffca. And whet hopes thet I prey thee? 

Ciw, Martie you may partiie bope ther your father 
got you not, chat you arenot the lewes deog 

lef. That were a hinds of baiterd bope indeed, fo the 
Gs of my mother fhould be vifted vpon me. 

Clow. Truly then I feare you sre damned beth by fe- 
ther and mother : thus when I fhun Scilla your father, I 
fall into Cheribde your mother ; well.you are gone both 


waies, 
. Athall be fou'd husband, he heth mademe 
; Le. by my she 


Clow. Traly themoteto blsawhe,we were Chrifti- 
ane enow before,e‘ne as many as could wel live ove by a 
nother : this making of Chriftians will rasfe the price of 
Hoga, tf wce grow all to be porke-eaters, wee fell not 
thortlse haves rather on che coales for money. 


Loren. | thall grow ieslous of you thorttly Leurake , 
if you ches get my wife into corners? 

if Ney, you peed not feare vs Levene, Lasncelee 
and I are out, he ceils ne flatly theress a0 mercy for mee 
ta heaven, becawle J am 0 lewes dsughecr sand hee {sies 
you ate 20 good member of the commonweskh, fos 
SE ee» Toe TR the price 

Por 


reap eer sofwere thet peeg ie me Comes: 
wealth, cen che the Negroes bel- 
lle ithe Moore 1s with childe be ps Lemerede 

Clow. Its much chat che Maore (hould be morethen 
teafon : bus if the be leffe then sn hone!t women, fheess 
indeed mere then | tooke her for. 

Lores. How everic foole can play vpon the werd, 2 
thinke the bef grace of witte will fhortly catne inte fi. 
lence, and difcourfe grow commendable m nonc onely 
but Parracs: goe in fora, bid them prepare for dinnes ? 

Claw, That 1s done fir,chey have all Romacks ? 

Loven. Goodly Lord, whee a witte-faspper ere you, 
chen bid chem prepare dinner 

Clow, That is done ce fir, onely cover is the word 

Laren. Will you cower chen fir / 

Claw. Not fo fic nether ,! know my dure. 

Loree. Yet mate ling with occafion, wilt tho 
thew the whole wesith of thy wicin an inflemt : I pray 
thee vaderftend » plasne men wn tus plaine mesning: goe 
to chy &ellowes , bid chem couer the cable, ferue inthe 
meat and we will come in to dinner. 

Claw. Fer the cable fir , it thall be fere’d in , for che 
mest fir, it thell bee cowered , for your comemag into 
dinner fir, why lect be as bemors and conceits the!) 


Ameny 

Gernithe ik 

Se yrapleal enapobr-proayeied 
And sew good {weet fey chy opinion, 
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How dof theu like the Lord Bafsane's wile? 

Sef. Poh all exprefiing,x ss See 
The ap Cg an vpright life 1 
For haming fuch » bleffing io his Lady, co 
He findes the loyes of heaven heere on carth, 

And if 0 earth he doe nos meanest sc 

1s reafon he thoald acuer come ve heaucn ? 
Whry.ifewo gods thould pley fome hcauenly match, 
And on the wager lay two carthty women, 

And Portia one : there muft be fomething elfe 
Pound with che other, forthe poore cude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Loren. Even fuch a hosbead 
Haft thou of me, as the 1s fore wife. 

lef. Nay, but aske my opinion to of that? 

Ler, | will snoae,firft let vs goe to dinner ? 

Sef. Ney,let me praife you while! have Romacke ? 

Ler, No pray thee Jet it ferve for table calke, 
Then how fore ere thou (peak ft ‘mong other ching» 
3 Ahall dige® is? 

lof Weil, Ue fet you forth. Excune 





: AGus Quartus. 





; Raed che Dake, she Magusficoss, Ashenle, Bajase, and 
Gratwune. 


Daky, Whar, ts Anshun heere? 

Ant, Resdy, fo plesfe your grace? 

Dake. 1 on Corry for chee ,thou art come to anfwere 
A lease edverfary, an inhumane wretch, 
Vacspable of piety .voyd, and empty 
From aay dram of merce. 

Aas. thaue heerd 

permes to qualifie 

Hos re courte : es fines he Rands obdurse, 
And that no lawful meanes can case me 
Out of tis enmes reach, | do oppofe 
My patience ro bis fury, and am arm'd 
To Eger with a quietaeie of (picts, 
The very tranny sad regeofhis. 

Du, Go one and cal the Lew tnto the Court. 

Sal. He isteady at the doore, be comes my Loed. 


Breer Stylocts. 

Da.Malke roome and lec him Aland before our face. 
Shyleckg the world thinkes, ond 3 thinke fo ro 
That thou but leadeR this fathion of ty ruailice 
To the left houre of aft,and then ‘tis choeghe 
Thow it fhew thy mercy and remorfe more frange 
Than 18 thy ftrange apperent crusizy; 
And where thoe rpbshermncbentes » aeth 
Whuch 188 pound poore ry 
Thoe wils not coely loofe she forfekure, 
Bet touch'd with hemene gentiencile sad lou : 


And @ 
From brathe bofomes, sad rough beasts of lines , 
From ftubborne Turkes ead T arters newer traled 


The «Merchant of Venice. 


To offices of render curceGe, 
Wealle 


aap tose gop tap arco agg 

If you dease ix, les hi 

sas paca Cuasicl sales Cases obi: 
You) aske me why I rather cheole to hane 

A weight of carrion ficth, chen co recelue 
Theee Docets ? ile noe enfwer thet : 
Bes fey st iseny hemor ; Is st anfwered? 
Whit if my boule be croubled wich a Rae, 
Aad I be pleas'd to gue con thoufand Ducases 
To heue bain'd ¢ What,sre you onfwer'd yer? 


Some men there ere lowe not 6 igee: 
Some chor are mad, they bebeide ane 
And others, when che beg-pipe ith nofe, 


Connor contsine their Vime tor 
Mafters of pefhoa (wayes 1: to che moode 
Of whas ot kes o¢ losths , now for your enfwer : 
As there 1s no fice reafon to be readred 
Why he cennot abide a geping Pigge? 
Why hes hermleffe # Cac? 
a eee : but of force 
yeeld to fuch mneuitabdle fhame, 
Asto offend himfelfe being offended: 
Hole tare ties I will noe, 
ore then a : , onda certaine lomhing 
I beare pang chet I follow thus 
A looking force agaiof him? Are you snfwered ? 
Baf: Thisss no enfwer thou enfecliog msn, 
To encufe che currant of thy cruelty. 
few. | em nat bound to pleafe hee vnch my anfwes, 
Bef. Doali men kil the chings chey do not lone? 
Ine. Hares my man che thing be would not kill? 
Bef. Everie offences oot s hate at Arh. 
Jew, What wouldft chose haus a Serpenc fling chee 
cwace ? 
Aut, L pray you thinke you ton with the lew : 
You may as weil go tend epon the beach, 
And bid the maine flood bane his efuall hesght, 
Ov even as well vie quefiron wuh the Walt, 
The Ewe bleate for the Lambe: 
You may es well forbid che Moantaine Pines 
To wagge their high tops, and co make n0 nelle 
When they are fretted with the gufts of heswen : 
You may ss well dosny thing moft hard, 
As feeke to fofcen that, then which what harder ? 
His lewifh heare. Thetefore t do befeech you 
Make no more offers, vfe no farther meancs, — 
Bat with all bricfe end plaine conueniencte 
Let me houe iedgeavent, snd the lew his will. 
Bef, For thy three choufand Duc aces heereis Gu. 
lew. \feverie Ducat 10 Gze choufand Ducates 
Mbdisloieand tallgoedt every part s Ducate, 
3 would not drew 
Da How thal: thou fer merne,readang nene! 


Which like Affct,and and Males, 
sbied ood tale pare” 
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The fiasesere ours. So do | anfwer you. 

The pound of eth which I demand of hin 

Is decrely Boughe,’tis mane and I will hawe ic. 
Ifyou deny me ; fie vpon your Law, 
There is 00 force inthe decrees of Venice s 
sgh rela Lag have it ? 

Ds. V | powce I may difenaffe this C 
Vide ‘Belen learned Dotter, 7 
Whom I haue fens foc co decermne this, 

Come hecre to day, 
Sd. My Loed, beere ftayes without 
AMeffeager with Letress fsom the DoAor, 
New come from Padus. 
‘De Brng vs che Lcseers, Call che Meflengers. 
Bef. Good cheere Anrbenre. What man,corage yet: 
The lew fhali hawe my fieth, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere chow fhalt loofe for me one drop of blood. 
ef. Lama tainted Weacher of cite flocke, 
Meeteft for death, che weake kinde of fruice 
Drops earlieft to the ground, end [o ler me; 
Yoocannot berzer be ermploy'd Aafenve, 
Then to tase Ai:ll,sad write mine Epitaph. 


Eater Nevrifa. 
Du. Came you from Padua trom ‘Belarie? 
Ner. From both. 
My Lord Bellario s your Grace. 
Bef. Why doft chou wher thy knife fo earneftly ? 
lew. Toon the forfeicure from that bankrous there. 
Gra. Nox on thy [oale : but on thy foule harth lew 
Thou mak R thy knife keene: but no mereall can, 
No, oot che hangorans Axe beare haife che keenneffe 
Ot thy tharpe . Canno prayers pierce chee? 
few. No, ane that chou Fat ve caoegh to make. 
Gra. O be chou damn d, inezecuble dogge, 
And fos thy life let taftice be accus‘d: 
Thov kno mak’ R me waver in my faiths 
Tahald opinion with Pythagoras, 
Tat feules of Animals infule themfelues 
lmochecrunkes of men. Thy currifh (piri 
Gosern'd a Wolfe, who bang'd for humane flaughter, 
Eweo Fon the gallowes did his fell foule Bee . 
And whl) show Lopedt in thy vohallowed dam, 
ntua dat felfe in chee = For thy defies 
ie Wohath, bloody, flor djand raoenous. 
foe, Till chow canf raile che feale from off my band 
Thee bet offend Tt chy Langs to fpeake fo loud: 
Repuice thy wit good pours, on la oval! fall 
loendhefleruine. I fland heere for Law. 
De, This Lereet from Belew douh commend 
A yongand Lescned Dogtor in owt Court j 
Whereis he ? 
Ner. He strendevh heere hard 
Toknow yeur sufwer,whether you sdmic him. 
De, Wath all eny beast. Some three of four of you 
Go giue him carteous condu& to this place, 
Meane time the Court (hall hesre Bederars Letrer. 


Our Grace foal underfl aed, that at the reerite of yest 
pee pioneer bus keabeapionesbe: your sf 
Came, in Is witallen, war warh meg 

Ber of Rew, bic noes Bilthgitr : | acquabsd bees with 
the caufe in (ontrours jie, derewene rhe [rw and Anthonio 

, the Merchant : W's tera dere m0) “Bowker tagetloer t beck 
fornifoed wied exy cpinson, whiels berrrand witk Ie owne lear - 
wing, the grearncffe whereof | comet enaugh comemnend sornes 


with bine a pata / , ow Graves regurfi iu 
wry fied. 2 befecch you, bee ba pres Laser sh 
te let bars Lasky a rencvend offimation : for Ineucr karee fo 
Jong 4 bode, with fo olde bead | leans bean to your graciows 
accept ence, whofe crial fhalt betcor pebble bes commends. 


Enter Portes for Balthazar 


Deky. You hease the learn'd Belarie what he writes 
Aad heere(I take it}is che DoGor come. . 
Gime mc your hand : Came you ftom old Belerse? 

Pov. 1 did my Lord 

De. You ase welcome : take your place; 

Ace you acquainted with the erence 
That holds chis prefent queftron in the Court. 

Por. Lamenformed throughly ofthe caufe 
Which is che Merchsane heere? and which the lew? 

Du. Ashen snd old Sbwerks, bow Rand forth. 

Per. Is your name Shylockg? 

lew. Shylecky ix my came. 

Por. Of a firenge astere is the (ute you follew, 
Yee in (uch rule, thas the Venetian Law 
Cannot you as you do proceed. 

You hand ok in bis dsiga Aces noe? 
fiat. 1, fohe fayes. 
Per. Do youconfefle the bond? 
ut. Ide. 

Per, Then maft the lew be merciful. 

lew. On what c fion muft 1 ? Tell me chee. 

Por The qualicy of mercy is not firain'd, 
ic droppech as the gensie raine from heaven 
Vponthe place beneath. It 1 twice bleft, 

Ic EiefTeth him chac gives, and hie chat cakes, 

Tis arightieft in the mightieft, it becomes 

The dgbciaiy eaters iad then his Crowne. 

His Scepter fhhewes the force of temporall power, 

The aabace to awe and Mareftie, Kee 

Wherein doch (it the dread and feare of Kings : 

Buc mercy is abowe this (ceptred (way, 

ites enthroned in che heases of Kings, 

It is an atersbuce to God himfelfe; 
And earthly power doch then thew likeNti Gods 
When mereic feafons luftice. Therefore lew, 

Though luftice be thy plea, confider this. 

That mn che courfe of laRice, none of vs 

Should (ce {sluation : we do pray for mercie, 

And that ferne prayer, doth reach vs all to render 

The deeds of mescie. } hawe fpoke thus much 

To miceigace che muftice of thy plea : 

Which if shou follow, this tri@ courfe of Venice 
Muft needes gsuc fensence ‘gainit the Merchant there. 
Shy. My deeds vpon my head, J craue the Law, 
The peralcee and forfcice of my bond, 
Per, \shenor ebleto difcharge the 
Baf. Yes,heere t tender ic for him in the Court 
Yea, cwice the (umme, if chat will nos fuffies, 
1 will be bound co pey it ron ties ore, 
On forfeit of my hands, my bead, my heart 


If chis will noc faffice, ix muh 
That malice beares downe And I befeech you 
Wreft once the Lew toyour authority, 


Todos righe, do alittle ’ 
And curbe chis cruel! duel of his wi 
Por, Ie mutt not be, there is no power in Venice 
Can aleer a decree efisblitheds 
Twill be recorded fos a Prefidcnt, we 
o 
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and many sn error by the [ane exompes, 
rant ache, kz canant be. 


lew. Sacmpranangpeslrt, ratie o Dand. 
O wile young ludge, how do hone tee: 
Por. I pray you let me looke the bead. 
lew. Heere ‘tis moh reeerend eheere itss. 
Per. Shylecke, there's dwice thy monte offered chee. 
Sy Ancath, an osth, | have an cach in heaven: 
Chall ley periurte vpon my foule? 
No not for Venice 
Dor. Why thus bond is forfeie. 
peobeaine’ (y dae welaiehaps harm 
A pound , to be by him cur off 
WNeereR the Merchants heart ; be merciful, 
Take chrice thy money, bed ave tcare che bond 
feo When is peid according to che tenure. 
it doch appeare you are a worthy Judge - 
know the Law, your expofition 
beene mot found. | chargeyos by che I aw, 
Whereof you are 0 weil deftruing piller, 
Proceede to iwdgemane : By my foule I fweare, 
There ts ne power in che tenger of man 
To alter me; | fay heere an iny bund. 
fin, Mok heartily 1 do befcech che Coure 
To giue the ju ena, 
Por, Why then thus u is . 
you muff prepare your bofome for his knife. 
few Onoble ludge,O excellenr men. 
Per. Fox che inven and purpole of the L aw 
Hath fall retstion to che penaleic, 
lew. Lado pasa udedrecah 0y e , 
How mach more elder art thos then rhy ? 
Per, Therefore ley bare your bofome. 
lew 1, his bref, 
So feyes the bond, doth « nox noble ludge? 
Neereft his heart, thofe are the very words. 
Per its (01 Ace there ballence heere to weigh the 
Reth? 
few, | hour them ready. 
Per. Houc by fome Surgeon S: oa your charge 
To ftop his wounds, leaft he fhould bleede to death. 
lew Ic is not acainaced in the bond ? 
Por Itisno: fo exprefi: but whet of thes ? 
T were good you do fo muth for cherie. 
lew. } cannot finde ®, ‘t1s nos m the bond. fay? 
Per, Come Merchant, haue to 
Aat, Barlicle : Lem arm'd os et fpnon doy 
Giue me yout hand Baffeuse, fare you weil, 
Greene not that sm faine wo this for yos : 
For heerein fortune thewes het felfe more kinde 
Then ts ber caflome. Ic 1s Aull her vfe 
Toles the wretched men owt-lwe his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye, and wnnkled brow 
An age of powcrty. From which lingnng pensace 
Of fach eiferie, doth the cut me off : 
Commend me to your honouredle Wife, 
Tell hes the procefle of Authows's end : 
Sey how I lou'd you ; (peaks me faire 10 death « 
And when the tale is told, bid her be indge, 
dort arya 
not you thet you your friend, 
Aedhe not thet Re payes your debt. 
For if the Jew do cut boc deepe enough, 
Le pay it inftancly, with all my heart. 
Ba, Aathowe, \ om mated to a wife, 


Whuch is es deare co ane se life ic felfe, 
Ban life it (cife,my wife,and oli the world, 
alah veal ae? ere! fot 
1 would loof ell, | (ecrifice them 

Heere te this deuill, to deliver you 
Per Your wife would give you little thenks for ther 
if the were by to heere you make the offer. 

Cra. lheue a wife whem J protefi | love, 
1 would the were in heaven, fo fhe could ie 
intrest forme power to change this currifh lew. 

Ne “Tis well you offer it behinde her becke, 


The with would make elfe sn iet houfe. (ter 
Jew. Thefe be the Cheiftien husbsnds: I have e dsugh- 
Would any of the locke of Barrabas 
Had beene her husband rather then s Chriftien. 
We wifle time, I pray thee purfue fenrence 
Per. A pound of that fame merchants fieth is thine, 


The Court awards it,and the Isw deth give it. 
lew Met rightful I 
Per. And you wult cur thus fleth from off his breeht . 

The cages it,and the Court swards it. 
leo. learned Judge,s fensence,come prepere. 
Per. Tarp tl eat een an, 

This bond doth thee heere no sot of blond, 

cree y =e pound of fieth ; 

Then cake chy bond, take thow ch of fieth, 

Bus in the conn git,ifchou ey ioe 

One of Cheiftien bioud shy lands end 

reanste Lawes of shes pegeta/ cate — 

Vino the Race of Venice. 

Gra. Ovprght ledge, 
Marke ice clencead ludge. 
Shy ‘$ thot the lew 
Per. Thy Fife thal re the AG : 

For aethou vrgeft iuftice, beaffurd 

Theu fralt howe iuflice more then thou defreft, 

Gra. O learned tudge.merk lew s learned ludge. 
lew, 1 cake chis offer chen,pey the bond thnce, 

And lec the Chriftien goe. 


Bef. Heere isthe ° 
Per, Soft,the lew fhall all iuftice feft.no hafte, 
He fhall have nothing but the penalty. 


Gra. O lew,en vpright ludge,s learned ludge. 
Per. Therefore prepare thee so cut off the eth, 
Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou leffe nor more 
But wift 2 pound of fichh : sf chou tak’ more 
Or leffe then 0 suft pound, be it fomuch 
As makes it light or heewy in the fubftence, 
Or the desifion of che cweatieth pert 
Of onc poore {creple, nsy ifche fcale doe curve 
Bur in the eftematian of « ‘. 
Thou dich, snd slithy goods ere confifcace. 
Gra A fecond Danel, 2 Danel lew, 
Now infidel! U heue thee on the hip. 
Por, Why doth the lew paule,take thy forfescare. 
Shy. Giee me my principell and tet me goe. 
Baff. 1 houe ic ready for chee heere it is. 
Por, Hehath refus'd it inthe open Court, 
He fhall heue rneerly iuftice snd his band, 
Gra. A Damned fill fey 1,2 fecond Dewel, 
| gerriige tery paar seahieabenebere 
Sin Shall I noe have barely my principe 
Per. Thou thalt have nothing but che forfeiure, 
To be taken fo we di Jew. 
Sby. Why then the Deuill giue hem good of it 
Nie ftay no longer queftion. 
Por. Tacry 
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Por. Tuty low, Haue by your wiledeme beene tlds scquted 

The Law hath fet anecher hold on you. Of greeuous penalties, m'lieu w ; 

In asensdled ih the Lawes of Venice, Tiwee choufsad Ducats duc vnto the lew 

Ificbe prowed againft an Alien, Wefteely ur curteous paines wehal, 
Tha by diredt,or incised accempts te. Aod Rand indebced oucr and aboue 

He fecke the life of any Crizen, Ja lowe and fervice to you evermore. 

The grin the which he doth consive , Per. Hels well paid chac is well {atisfied, 
| Shall (eaze one halfe his goods,she other haife And | delwering you, am [atiofied, 
| Comes to the privic coffer of the Scace , And therein doe account my felfe well paid, 
| Bnd the offenders life hes in the mercy My minde wes newer yet more mereinarie. =~ 
Of che Duke onely, geinft alf othe: voxe, | pray you know me when we mecte againe, 

in which ea ie I faz chou Randit : I wi ecpabaae Pa oe leaue, ; 
For x ares by mani oceeding, Bef. re (iz,0f force 1 cawll artempr ureher, 
Thar indireAly, and ducal va: Take fome remembrance ofs 212 bee 
Thou haft contrie’d aganfi che very life Nox as fee: grane me two things, | prey you 


Of the defendant : and thou haft incur'd 
by merehearft. 
fore,and beg mescy of the Duke. 
Gra. Beg thet thou maift bauc lesuc to bang thy felfv, 
And yer thy wealth being forfei to the fate, 
Thos haft nos left the value of » cord, 
Therefore chow malt be hang’d ac the (lates charge. 
‘Dak, That thou fsalt fee the difference of our {pitit , 
I pardon thee thy life before thou aske is: 
Por halfe thy wealch, it is Aarbense’s, 
The other he fe comes to the generail Rare, 
Which bumbleneffe may drwe enco s fine. 
Por. 1 foe the ftste,not for Ansbews. 
Shy. Nay,take my life and sil,pardon nes chat, 
You take ary boule, when you do take the prop 
Thee doth ffteit wy boule ; you take my life 
When you doe cake che mesnes whereby | live. 
Peo What mercy cen yourendes him Aathante? 
Gre. A ates mothing elle forGods fake 
Au. Se my Lord the Deke, and al] the Court 
To qort the fine for one halfe of his goods, 
{ am content s eo he will ict me have 
The ocher balfe in vie, 20 sender 1¢ 
Veen his desth, uno che Gentlerren 
lately ftale his deagheer. . 
“Twothings provided more,thes for unis fasour 
He become s Chasfiran : 
The eches re doe records gift 
Heere in the Court of all he dies pofieA 
Vaso his fonte Levewze,and his daoghter. 
Duk, He thal! doc chis,or eife I doe secant 
The perdow chat | Isce pronovaced heere. 
Per. Act thoe contemed Jew? what doft thou fay? 
Sby. | am coment. 
Por. Clecke,draw 0 deed of gift. 


Sky. I prey you givc me lesuc to goe from hence, 
lem act weil, the deed eficr me, 
Aad] will figne it. 


Dake. Ger thee gone,but doe it. 

Gra. In chriftning thou thait have cwo godfathers, 
Hed | been sedgeychow fhoaldt hue had teh mores 
To bring ther to the gallowes.nottothefonr. Exit. 

De, Sic I secrese you with me home to dittner. 

Bor. Lbhurnbly doe defire your Orace of pardon, 
Lent sway this night coward Padus, 
Aad it is engeve | preCenely (et forth. 

‘Dak, 1 aan forry chee pour ley fare ferucs you gor: 
ervihe this 


Eatt Dake and bintvesne. 
‘Bef. Moh worthy geneicrhan,} sed my frend 





Nos to deme me, andto me, 

Per. You preffe mee forne.ecid therefore f will 
Give me your glowes Jie weere them for your (ake, 
And for yout loue tie rake this ring from you, 
Doe nwt draw backe your hand, ile rskeno 
And you in lose fhall not deny me this? 

Bef. This ring good fir alas it isa wife, 
J will not fhame my felfe to give you this. 

Por. Tol hauc nothing elfe but onely this, 
And now methinkes I haue a rumde to ix. 

Daf There's more depends on this then on che valew, 
The deareft ring in Venice will I give you, 
And finde it out by proclamation, 
Onely for chis | pray you pardon me. 

Por. I feelir you are liberal in offers, 

You me frft co beg and now me thinkes 
Yow reach me how 0 beggar (hould be anfwer'd, 

Baf. Good fir,chis ring was giuen me by my wife, 
And when the put 1 on, the made me vow : 
That J thould neither fell nor grue.nor lofe It. 

Por. That fcule ferues many men co fame their gifts, 
And sf your wife be noe a mad women, 
And know how weil I have deferu'd this ring, 
Shee would not hold ous enemy for cuer 
For giving 1 co me: well peace be with you, 

Ast. My L.Bafame,let him haue che ring, 
Lec his oe sind my lowe withell 
Be valved ap aint your wives commandcment, 

Ba. Goe Gratrene,tun and over-cake him, 
Give him the ring, and bring him if thou can 
Vato Avthenes houie swsyunakehafte. Base Grats. 
Come, you and J will chicher prefencly, 
And in the morning early will we beth 
Flic toward Be/mour, come Avthome, 


Euter Portia and Nerrdfe. 
Por. Enquire the Jewes houle out, give bim this deed, 
And let bim figne it, weell swsy to mghe, 
And be a day before our shomes 
This deed will be well welcome to Lerenae. 
Sucer Gratiane. 
er a fir,you are weil ore-tape ! 
My L. Baffaese vpon more aduice 
Heth tens you heerethis ring, ead docks inereet 
Your company st dinner, 
ie Teor snc vhackflly 
His ring eccept 
Aod & I pray you sell him : fartherrvore, 
I pray you thew my youth old Séyerkys heafe. 
Gra. Thac will I doe, 
Ner, Si, ] sea ti ae ete 


Exeart, 


Exepet. 








Thec chey did give the tings swey to men; 
Bat i Pooh aplenty out-(weare chem eo ! 
Awsy make hafte,chow know A eal iba 
Nev. Come good fs will you thew mc co thus 
Excont. 


eA us Quintus. 






Ester Lorguss ond leffica. 
Lov. The moone thines bright. In (uch a aighe as chis, 
Wheo che (weet winde did gencly kiffe che wees, 
Aad they did meke no anyfe,n fuch amghe 
Treviea ne chinkes mounted the Troian wails, 


Where Crefed lay that ni 
lef. rg fe af he ai 
Did Thebes feasefully ore-trip che dewe, 
And faw the Lyons thadow ere hanlelfe , 
Aad ranne difmayed away. 
Loree. lo fuch anghe 
Stooe Dido with 2 Willow in her hand 
Vpon «he wilde fea bankes,and waft her Love 
To come againe to Carthage. 
lef, inluch s sight 
Medea gachered the inchansed bearbs 
Thac d:d renew old E fen, 
Loven. In fach anighe 
Did Jeffica Reale from the weslehy lewe, 
Aud with an Vachaft Lowe did reone from Venice, 
As farce os Belmont. 
lef, In facha =a 
Did young Loreece {weare he low'd ber well, 
Stealing her foule with many vowes of fab 
And nere a crec one. 
. Loves. tn fuchs night hee 
id lefice (hike alutke fhrow 
Stender het Loue,and he forgaue it her. 
Iffi.. l would out-mghs you did no body come : 
Buc hacke,J heare the footing of s man. 


Enter Meffenger, 
Ler. Who comes fo fatt is Mlence of che night? 
Mf. A friend. (Irrend? 
Leree A trieod,whas friend ¢ your name ! 
arf St is my oame,and J word 
My biftreffe will before the breake of 
Be hecre st Belmont, the doch fray sbous 
By holy croffes where the kneeles and prayes 
Fos happy wedlocke houres. 
Ler, Who comes with her ? 
Adef, None bur a holy Herinit and ber maid: 
I pray you it my Mafter yet mntum'd? 
Leven. Fic is not,nor we bawe oot heard from him, 
But goe we in| pray thee Jeffica, 
Aod cefemenioufly let vs v8 prepare 
Some welcome (or uve Miltceffe of che houfe, 


Emer Clans. 
Ch, Sols,fols . wo hs ho,fols,fola, 
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Leres. Who calls? 

Cho. Sols,did you fec M.Lerenze,fz M Leremce, Sf 

Lan, Leane ing men heeze. (fole, 

Cle. Sole.whesc, where? 

Ler, Heere? 

Clo, Tel ham ches’s 2 PoRt come from my Maher, wish 
arse newes avy Mafter will be bere cre 

poOGt 


And figh'd hu foule toward tbe Grecian cents bs 
















Sit /effca, looke how the floore of heauen 
bs chicke inlsyed with patcens of bright gold , 
There's nos orbe which thou beholdit 
Bat in his moconiike an Angell Gags, 


Sell quising to the young eyed Cherubine ; 









Sech ic i in unmortall foules, 
But whilfi this muddy veftuse of decay 
Doth clofe in it, we cannos heare iz : 





Come a" plo opel pra 
Wich (weereft tucches peasce effe case, 
eT ser boenc' wich eso he: ecocbes 
lef 1 mnnewss mercy veben iheare (weer 
Play aupcke. 


Ler. The reafon is, your fpicies are acrentsus : 
For doe but note a wilde and waston heard 
Or race of youthfuland vabendled 


colzs, 
oscar near tasimanaraticnee re toud, 
Which ae cauacaeae 
If they bus heare peschances crumpet found, 
Or aaty ayre ofrmuficke couch theis eases, 
hes : piven asst) eoneale or parma 
heie ceyestur dos sze, 
Ry che Foeeet pose ekmudiche : heretore the Pott 
id Faine thet Orpheas drew trees fones,and foods. 
apes He fo Rockith hard, and full of rage, 
But aoufiche for time doch chenge his nature, 
The man that halh no muficke in himdielfe, 
Nor is not moved with concord of fee: founds, 
Is fit for ereafens Arate fpoyles, 
The motions of his fpirit ere dull as nighs, 
And hie sffe&hons darke as Erebus, 
Let no fuch man be uufied: marke the muficke 


Enser Persia and Nertefia 


Por, Ther we fee is burning in ty hell : 

How Farve that Iittle candell chrowes bis beames, 

So Chines s good deed in ansughty world. (dle? 
Ne. the mooae fhone we did not fee the can 
Per. So doth che grearer dum the leffe, 

A fubfiicate fhines brightly as 0 

Vnsill 9 Ring be by, and chen his fiste 

Emptics st (elfe,as doth an inland brooke 

Into che maine of waters : jretke,  —-Dhajficly 
Nev, 12 is your muficke M of che houfe 
Por Nothing is good | (ce without relped, 

Methinkes ie founds much fweeter then by day? 

Ner, Silence beftowes chat vertve on it Maden 


Per. The Crow doth fing og fweetly as she farke 
hen 
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Whenneiher} steended : end I Gre. He wil, and fhe live to beg men, 


Or J a euch deceie’d of Portia: 

Pe. He knowes me as che blindé srian Kap wes die 
Cockow by the bed-voice?. 

Lor. Deere Lady welcome homee 


T theie comin 
eG anes: ~ 
Gase order to cay teruance, thet day tS 
our being sbfent hence, 


foods, 
Ler. Your husband is ot bend, I beare his Trumpet, 
We sreno tell-cales Modem, feere you 008. 
Per. This night methiakes js bus the daylight Gcke, 
It lookes elicsle paler, ‘158 day, ; 
Sach as the day ts, when use Sun be hid, 


Enter Bafasie, Antloonie,Gratiano sand shell. 
Folawe. 


Us 


t We (hould hold dsy withehe Antipodes, 
yee would wallein abfen coef the fanse, 
Per, Lex ne ghee light, but Jet me not be light, 
. avake a heewic husband, 


Ber God fort all: you ore welcome howerny Lord. 
sa welcom to sy friend 


For as I beare he wes such bound for you. 
dath, No more then | am wel scquicted of. 
Pe. Sis, you ere verie welcome to our houle : 

Tt suf eppeare ia ocherwates then words, 


Gra, Byy 
lafeith I gaue ic to the lodges €, 
Would he were slechac hed i Fes oor Petts 
Stace you do take ic Louc fo mach st 
Per. A quecte) hoe slreadie, what's the marter¢ 
Gre About s hoope of Golds paltry Aing 
Thee the did prime me, whole Poefle was 
Fer all che world like Cuchers Poetry 
Vpen s knife ¢ Lear mr, on¢/esu emer mf, 

Ne. What talke you of the Poche or che valew: 
You (wore to me when 1 did weet er: 
That you would weare it til che houre deach, 

And that it fhou!d lye with you in your grauc, 

aw wephie me, yet for your vehement oothty 

You fhould howe beene refpedtive and have kept ite 
| Gone ita lodges Clearke: bar wel 1 know 

The Cleacke wil nere weare hare on's face chatbad is, 


Norris, 1, if asiemsn live co be 2 men. 
Gra. Now by this heod I gave to« youth 


I gave i toe 
dboy, 


nen attra aed, bar 

Per. You were too bismne, sai be plalne wich you 
To part fo flightly with your wises firft gift, 
A Rucke on with oathes vpon your inge:, 
And fo riuered with faich vato your fieth, 
Igauemy Lowes Ring, ond mede him {wesre 

ever to part with it, end heere he ands. 
I dare be iworne for him, be would nos leaue ie, 
Nor plucke it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world mafers. Now in fakh Gratien, 
You give your wife too unkinde s caufe of greefe, 
And twereto me I thowld be mad 02 ie, 

Why I were beft co cut my left hand off, - 

igen) pie smear ta 

. My Lord Bafawe gene his Rng ewty: 
Vaco the deaarsharkcy't sod ndctle 
peeves a : and then the Boy his Cleerke 

cooke ome peines \o writing, he bege'd mise 

Aad aryiher aaa nee mallet ould ubaeaehd : 
wae igri, Lord 

Por. Whac Rin ow ? 
Not chee] hope which youreceiv'd of ed. 

Bag. if] could sddes lic vaxo s faule, 
Treeline ag 

Rot , tis gone, 
veadeis 


Por. Enen fo your Falle heart 
hesuen I wil sere come in yout bed sain 
neil I feethe Ring. 


Nev. Nor lin yours,til I sgeine fee ming, 
Baf. Sweet Portia, 
Myee did know to whom I gaue the Ring, 
Myou did know for whom I gov the Rin 
And would conceiue for what | ove the King, 
reopens. (febentr : 
due the Ring, 
You wonlbacih Preng'bet you idee? 
Por. you hed keewne the vertee of the Ring, 
Or halfe her worthinefie chet goue the Ring, . 
Or your awne honour te comaine the Rio 
You would act then heve with the Kings 
Wher mén is there fo mach wnreafonebdle, 
i yon ee era. ead 
any termes of Zesle : wanted the modefiie 
To vegethe thing held as a ceremonies 
Nerrifa teaches me what to beleene, 
Ile die for'r, bat forse Wornsn had che Ring ? 
Baf. Noby mine honor Meda, by my fouls 
No Woman hadit, bute civill Dofor, 
Which did refufe three thowfand Ducaces of me, 
And beg'd che Ring; the which I did dente him, 
Aad fufter'dhim co go ditpleas’d swsy : 
eee 
Of ay deere friend. W d weete Lady? 
1 wre infore’dto Send it after bie, a body! 


I was befet with (hame and currefe, 

My honor would net let in ecicude 

Se be(mesre it. P me good Lady, 
Ad by thefe bleffed Ceadies of the night, 

Had you bene there, I thinke you haue beg’d 
Thehing 


of me, to giue the worthie Dodtes ? 
Qs Por, 
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Pir. Letnor that Dodtor ere come neere my houfe, Per, not fo groffely,you are ell amaz’d » 
Since he bach got the iewell thec I loved, Heere iss Sosy he! ara a 
Aad chat which you didlweare to keepe for me, It cames fromPadus from Bellerio , 
evil Become ss Sosa fhall finde chet Persia wee the Doftor , 
Tle net deny hime any thing | hove, there hes Clarke. Leremohecre 
No,nor my body, nor my husbends hed : Shall wicaeffe I fex forth as foone 23 you, 
Kaow him | thell, | am weil fure ofie. And but et'n sow setuid: I have nos yet 
Lie not a nigts from home. Watch me like Argos, Encred my boule. ee ane 
If you doe nor, if I be left alone, And I hsec berrer newes ia flore for 
Now by mine honour which is yet mine owne, Then you expect: vabeale this letrer Doone, 
Ile have the DoGor for my bedicilew. There you fhall finde chree of your Argofes 
Nera. And Uhis Clarke:therefore be well adulsd | Are come to harbour fodamiie. 
How you dec leame me to mine owne protection. Vou thall not know by what ftrenge accident 
Gra. Well,doc you fo: let not ene take hie then, { chanced on this lecter. 
igh erphateantendie) Goines Arto, Lemdumbe. 
Aes, Vorath‘vnboppy of chefe quessels. Daf. Were you the Dofor,sad | bnew younct? 


Por. Sit, grieve nce you, Gra. Were you the Clark ches is comakeme cuckold 


Yes ee weitere eee Ne. | ,eucche Clark ches never neanes eo doc ic, 
_ Bef. Perna, forgive mc this enfurced mong, Valeffe he line vacili he be a men. 
And inthe hearing of thefe manie friends Bef. (Sweet DoGos )you thali be my bedfellow , 
5 (wearece thee, cuenby (bine owne faire eyes When I sm abfene, thea He with any wile. 
Whetein I fee my (cife Ain. (Sweet Ledie)you hawe given mo life & liuing; 
Por. Marke you but thet? For heere 1 reade for certaine chet my thips 
In boch my eyes he doably fees himfelfe : Are (abelie come to Rode. 
In each eye onc, fweare det) das double feife, Por. How new Lorense? 
And chere's a0 osth of credie My Cleske hath forme goed comforts 10 fer 
Baf. Nay, but heare ae. Nev. 1 and the gine chem hin without 8 
Pardon this fault, and by my foule | fweere Tuere doe I gine to you and fefica 
I never more will breske an oath wish thee. From cherich lewe, s fpeciall deed of gift 
Atoth. Loace did lend my bedie for chy wealth, Aktes his desth, of all he dies poffeff def. 
Had qeiee milcarried. aeheraclar pes cpa Of faswed people. 
My foule vpon the forfeis, chat pour Lor Per. WeiselenoR morning, 
Will neuer more breake (sich aduifedite And yer 1 sen fure you are oot fetishied 


Por. 1S net aareer tein, esha as Of thefe ewcnes ot full. Let vs goeia, 
And bid bien keepe it berrer thea che ; And sie: Malet intergeories, 
Ant. Heere Lord Bafanie fwcar to keep dus ing, =| And we will aafeer faithfully. 


Baff. By heaven itis che fame 1 gene the Detter Cre. Let kt be &, thefi ineergecory 
Per. Thad efhim: perdon Bafense, selon tl dlssahe ptiardg er 
dist Agere ar Isy wich me. A decom e nent ooghe fhe had racher fey, 
e. me my gemle Grareane, tobed,now being rwehoeres to > 
Por thet fame (crubbed boy the Dotters Clarke Bur mere che day come, 1 dhonid with ke ; 
‘Th few of this, laf mae did lye wich we Til 3 were couching with che DoAors Clashe. 
Cra. Why this is like chemending of hi r Weil, while | live, feare ne orber thing 
In Sommes where the weles are faire i So fore,as keeping (fe Nerf: ting, 
What, are we Cuckelds ere we have deferu'd ix. Ewa. 








FINIS, 










































Eater Orlande aed Adam. 


sitter S \ remember Adee, i war epon this fe(hion 
te me by will, bur poore a chow 
Careeserlondes bea lrid charged my bro- 
theron rag to isis at — and 
ins my fa : Mybr agues he kee 
¢, sadrpen fpeakes goldenly of his prof 





there 
a fe 
for eny part, he keepes me ruftically ac home, or(to (pesk 


Siete cemeetar ter cat 
you chat & gencleman of my birth, chee dif- 
fers nos frome the Galling of an Oxe? his horfcs ere bred 
berter, for befides shat they ere faire with their feeding, 
they are tznghe their msnnage, and co that end Riders 
deerety hir'd : but I (his brother) gainenoching wnder 
his but growth, for the which his Animals on his 
dunghils sre as mach bound to him as I : befides chis no- 
thing that he fo plemifully giues me,cthe fomething chat 
anare gevermee, his countenance to take from 
me : hee lets mee feede wich Eis Hindes, berres mee the 
place of a brother, and es much 2s in him lies, mines my 
gennkty with my education. This 1s 1 e-vdem thal 
greenes me, and the fpicit of my Father, which I chinke 
iswithin ace , begins to mutase againit this fernicude. 
Twill ne longer endore it, though yer | know no wile 
remedy how co auoid it. 
Eater Oliner. 

Adem. Y onder comes my Mafler,your brother. 

Orlas, Goe a-part Adam, end thou thalt heare how 
he will (hake me vp. 

Ob. Now Sir, whet make you Reete? 

Ort, Nothiag : | sm nor teaghe comake any thing. 

Oh, What mar you thea fr ? 

Ort, Macry fis , { ambelping you to mar thar which 
rior » 8 poore vaworthy btosher of yours with 


Ofmer. Marry fu be berter employed ,and be neught 


0 white. 
Ovles, Shall} keepe your hogs, and eat huskes with 


cheto? wher prodigall portion hase I (pene,that I (hould 
cameo fuch penury ? 

Os. Kaow you where you are fir? 

Ort. O fr,very well: heere in your Orcherd, 

O&. Koow you before whom fir? 

Ort. 1, becter then him I em before knowes mee 3 
know you are my eldeft brother, end in the gentle con- 

ofbloud you fhoald fo know me:the courtefie of 

astiecs ellowes you my betrer , in that yeu are the firft 
bere, bur che fame cradition takes not away my bioud, 
Wars there twenty brothers betwixt vs 71 hsue as much 





eA fins primus. Scens Prima. 


of my father in mee, as yoo, albert I confefe your com- 
ming before me is neerer to his reucrence, 

Oli, Whar Boy. (chs. 

Orl, Come,come elder brother, yow sre too yong in 

OG. Wilt thou lay handsonme villsine? 

Orf. Lam no villaine : | sm the yongeft fonne of Siz 
Rowland de Boys he was my farher, sadhe is thrice 3 vil- 
laine that faies (ach 2 father begor villaines : were thou 
act my brother, I would not teke this tend from chy 
throat, till this other had puld owt thy congue fer faying 
fo,thou heft raild on thy felfe. 

Adam. Sweet Maficrs bee pecient. for pour Pathers 
remembrance, be at eccord. 

Ols. Let me goe ! fay, 

Orl. J will noc till } pleafe: you thal! hesre mee : my 
ferher charg’d you in his will to give me good educati- 
on: you haue erain'd me like apezant, obfcuring and 
hiding from me all gencleman-like quelicics ¢ the Sire 
of my'facher growes Rrong in mec, and | will no longer 
codure it: therefore allow me fech exercifes os may Ee. 
come agentieman. or gfee mee the poore afloteery my 
facher lett me by ceflamene, with that | will goe buy my, 
fortunes. 

Of. And whet wilt thou do? beg when that is (pent? 
Wellfir, get youin. Iwill not long be rroubled with 
you : you (hall haue fome part of your will, I prey yor 
leave me: 

Or!, 1 will no farther offend you, then becames mee 
ie ona: 

Ob. Getyouwith him, you olde dogge 

Adam, 1s otd rid, Seog Ata :mohRiree, Theve 
loft my ceethin your fernice : God be with my olde mee 
fNer,he would nor have fpoke fuch a word. Ex.Orl. Ad. 

Ols, Is it even fo, begia you to grow vpon me? I will 
phyficke your ranckenefle, and yet give no thoufsad 
crownes neyther t holla Denna 

Enter Dewns, 

Dew. Calls your worthip? 

Oi. Wasnot Chaves the Dukes Weeltles heere ro 
{peske with me? . 

Dem. So pleafe you,he is beere et che Sogre, end im- 

anes acccffe to you. 

O&. Call him in; ‘twill be s good-way: end to more 
sow che wrafthng is. 

Ewer Chaftes. 
thip, 

Ok. Good Moonfier Charles: whar's the new newer” 
at the new Court ? 

Charies. There's no newes ac the Cowst Sir, bot the 
olde nowes:that 1s,the old Duke is banifhed by his you- 
get brother the new Duke, end three or foure louing 

Q; Lords 
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ord. haue put themfelucs into voluntary exile with 
him, whofe leads end reaenves-enrich the sew Duke , 
thereforehe gines them good lesue to wander 

Of Can you cell if Refelmd the Dukes daughter bee 
banithed with her Father ? 

Cha Ono ¢ for the Dokes dav her Cofea fo 
loues her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, 
that hee would haue followed her exile, or have to 
fay behind her ; the is ac the Court,end ao leffe beloved 
ofher Vacie,chen his owne daughter,2nd never two Le 
dies lowed a0 they doe. 

Ok. Where wilithe old Dake liue ? 

Cha, They fay hee is already in the Porreft of efrdew, 
and a many merry men with him ; ead there they live 
like the old Rabse Hood of England: they fay many yong 
Genslesnen Bocke to him every dey , and fleet the time 
caselefly as they did in pol jena world. 

O&. What, you wreitic to morrow before the new 


. Marry doe 1 Ge : and § came co int you 
EA aitoieit Jorn gi fr fecrerly co vadenftand,thot 
yonger brother Orlends hath 2 difpolition to come 
ee isd agaioft meeto try afall : comorrow fir | 
foe my credit , and hee chat efcepesme without 
fome broken limbe,fhall acquit him well: your brother 
is buc and tender. and for your love I would bee 
leth co foyle him, es! mult fer my owne honour if hee 
come in: therefore owt of ay lowe co you, J came hither 
to acquaint you neaagpes boasts ty rmgbs flay him 
from bis incendment, or brooke fuch difgrace well as be 
(hall cunne into , in chaz ic is a thing of his owne {easch, 
and ogei will. 

06. etek pote, red ft for chy lowe to me, which 
thon Hel fade I will moft kindly equine : I had my 
felfe notice of my Brothers purpole heerein,and haue by 
wnder-hand meanes Isboered to difiwade bim from it ; 
but heisrefolare. Ile cell thee (bariez,it is the fubbor- 
oeft fellow of France, fail of smbaion, en casious 

oc of ewery mans good parts, « fecret & villanous 
ccatriuer againkt mee his nacurall brother : therefore ofe 
thy difcretion, ] hed asliefe thou didit breake his necke 
ashis finger. And chou wert bet looke to’ ; for sf thow 
doft him any flight difgrace,or st hee doe nox rp der 
guace himfelfe on thee, hee will pradtife egainft thee by 
enceap thee by fome treacherous deuife, and ne- 
wer leaue chee till he hach cane shy life by fone indire& 
meanes or other : foc affere chee, ( and almoft with 
teares I fj it) here temot one fo young, end fovil- 
lenous this dey living. I fpeake but brotherly of hie. 
buc fhould J anathomiac himto thee, esheets, Imuft 
blufh, snd weepe, and chow areft looke pale and 
wonder, 

Cha tambeartily glad I came hitherto yoo : if hee 

come to morrow, Ile give aise a ato fewer hee 
alone againe, Ie never wrallle for prize more: ang 
EGod keepe your worthip. Ext. 

Farewell Charles, Now will I ftirre this Gome- 
fez » Thope | thell (ee an end of him ; for my foule(yes 
I know not why) haces nothing more then be; yer hee's 
gentle, never {chool’d , and yet learned , full of noble 
denife. of all forts enchantingly beloved, and indecd 
fo mach in the heart of che world, and efpecially of roy 
owne people, who beft know him, that I am altogether 
wifptifed : bu ic fhelinot be folong, this wrefiier fhall 
cleare all : nothing remsines, bu: thet I kindle the boy 
thisher, which oow Ile goe about, Era. 





As you kke i. 


Scens Secunda. 





Ester Refelied, and Cele. 


Cel. | peay thee Rofalind, fweet my Coz,be merry. 
Decve Coles; 1 how moose aciuh dora fame oxic 
¢ of, and would you yet were merrier : vnlefie you 
could ceach me to forget abanifhed fether, you muft not 
esl mee how to remember any extraordinary ples 


Cel, °‘eereia I fee thou lou’ mee not with che full 
Nay eater cbr erersil tated rela banithed father 
hed banifhed thy Vaclethe Duke my Father, fo thou 
hadf beene fill wich mee, 3 could have caught my lowe 

o take thy facher for mine ; fo wouldft thos, ifthe cuth 
of eng tome were fo righteoufly temper'd, as mine 


isto 

Ref. Well, } will forget the condition of my eftate y 
toreioyce in yours ; ; 

Cd. You know my Father hath no childe, bur I, nor 
none is likeco have ; and when he dies, thow fhaix 
be his helze; for wher hee hach caken awsy from chy fa- 
ther perforce , | will render chee egaine in sfeAiion : 
shine honor J will, and when I breake thac oath, let mee 
turne monftes therefere my (weet Raft, my deare Loft, 


be merry 

Kof, From henceforth I will Caz,sed deuife fporee: 
let me fee, whee chinke you of faking in Love? 

Cel, Marry | prethee doe,to soske foort wits: bas 
lowe no man in good earneft,nor no further in Sport aey- 
ther, chen with fofesy ofa pure blafh, thew maf in ho- 
aor come off againe, 

Bof. Whar (hall be ous fpere then? 

Cal. Let vs fx and moche che good bawfwife ber- 
sane from her ubecele, that her exftsmay hencetaath bee 
beftowed equally. ; 

Ref. 1 would wee could doe fo ; for her benefics are 
emigheily mifplaced, and the bountifull blinde worsen 
doth mot miftake in her gifts to women. : 

Col. ‘Tis crue for thofe thas the makes faire, the {carce 
makes honeft, & thofe chat the makes honeft, the makes 
wery ilfewouredly ; 

Ref. Nay now thow gocft from Fonuncs office to Na- 
tures : Fortune reignes in gifts of the world, not in the 
lineaments of Nacuse. 


Ester Clewee 

Cad. No; when Necure hach mode s faire cresture , 

Sey Oe one a eo Oc ee neue eee 
given vs wit to flouc et Fortune, hath not Fercune 
font in this foole to cur off the argucnent ? 

Ref, indeed there is fortune two herd for nature, when 
Coie meats nes ce maceral the eoeeer oN of Carwres 

te. 

Cel. Pecaduenture this 1s oot Fortunes work neiber, 
bur Natures, who perceiueth our aasturall wits too dull 
to seafon of (ach goddeiles , hath fen this Natural for 
our wherftene., for al weies the duineffe of the foole , is 
the wheritont of the wits. How now Witte, wherber 
wander you? 

Clow. Mifitefle,you nreit come away to your ferber. 

Cel, Were youmsde the ert 

Cle.No by mine hones, but I was bid to come for you 

Ref. 


RS EE 
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Ref. Where learned you that oath foole ? ders coke his part onch weeping, 


Cle. Of a certaine Kaighe, that fwore by his Honowe 
they were good Pan-cakes, and fwore by his Honor the 
Muftard was naught; Now Ile ftand to it,the Pancakes 
were osaghe, and the Muftard was goed, andyct was 
Be: the Knight forfwornc. 

Col, How prove youchatin che great heape of your 
knowledge’ 

Ref. | marry, now vamuz zie your wifedome. 

Cle. Stand you both forth now: Aroke your chianes, 
aad (weere by your beards that | am a knaue, 

(el. By our beards(if we had them how art. 

Cle. By my kasuere (if I hadic) chen | were: buc if 
you iweare by char that 1s not, you are not forfworn :no 
more was this knight (wearing by his Honor, for he ne- 
oer had ame; orf he had, he had fworne i away before 
ewer he faw chofe Pancakes,or thas Mullard. 

Cal. Prethee,who is’t chet thou mesns't ? ‘ 

Cie, One chat old Fraderacke your Father loues. 

Rof My Fathers love 1s enough to honor him enough; 
fpeake no more of him, youl be whipt for caxation one 
of thefe daies. , 

. The more pietie thax fooles not {peak wife- 
ipo Wilemen'do fool:thly. sa ae 

Cel. By my troch thou (areft irwe : For, fince che litele 
wie that fooles hace was filenced, the litle foolerse chat 
wife men hsvemskes a great fhew ; Heere comes Mon- 
Geur the Bre. 

Eater le Bean, 


Ref. Wah his mouth full of newes, 
Cel. Which be vvill put on vs, as Pigeons feed their 


Ref. Then thal we be newes-cram'd. 

Cel. Ali che betcer . we thalbe the more Masketable. 
Boss-comw Monficwr le Bea, what's the aewes? 

Le Bea. Fase Princefle, 
you have lot much good {port. 

Cel. Sport .of what colour? 

Le Bew What colour Madame? How fhall J aua- 
(wer you? 

Ref. As aut and fortune will 

Cle, On asthe defiunies decrees. 

Cel. Well fad, chat was laid on with 8 trowel. 

* Cle. Naynf | heepenot my ranke, 

Ref. Thov loofelt chy old fmell. 

Le Sew. Yoo amaze me Ladies: | would have told 
yes of good weaftling, which you have loft the fight ef. 

Rof, Ver cell vs the manner of the aha 5 

Le Ben, 1 oni cell youthe beginning : and if it pleafe 


your Ladifhups, you may fee the end, for che beft 1s yer 
todoe, and heere where you are, they are comming to 


it, 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Bee, There comes an old man,and his three fons. 

Cel. T could mach chis beginning with an ald tale. 

Le Bew. Three prope: yong men,of excellent growth 
and prefence. 

Ref. With bils on theis neckes : Be ic knowne vnto 
all men by chefe prefencs. 

Li Ben. The eldeft of che theee,wraftled with Charies 
the Dukes Wraftler, which Cheriss in smoment threw 
him, and broke chree of bis mbbes, chat there is lutle 
hope of life whim : So he feru'd the fecond, and fo the 
therd : yonder they fie, the poore old man their Father 


making fach pittiful dole over chem, that all the behol- 





Rof, Alas 

Cle, Buc what is che fporeMonfieur, chat the Ladies 
have loft? 

Le Bew. Why chis chat I fpeske of 

Cl, Thos men may grow wifer day. i isthe 
fir time chac ever | Neerd breakaag of ibe, was {pore 
fot Ladies. 

Cel. Oc 1, I promife thee. 

Ref. Buc is there any elfe longs tofee this broken 
Misficke in his ides? Is there yet another doetes vpon 
tib-bresk ing ? Shall we (ee chus wraftling Cefia? 

Le Ben. You mul if you Rey heere, for heese is the 
place eppoinced for the wraftling, and they are seady to 
performe it. 

Cel Yonder fure they are comanng Let vs now flay 
and fee 1t, 


Fleurda. Emer Duke, Lords, Orlando, (bar les, 
ond Autmdant:. 


Duke.Come an, fince che youth will not be mntrested 
His owne peril! on his forwardneffe. 

Ref. 1s yonder the man? 

Le Ben, Evenhe, Madam. : 

Cel. Alas, he is too : pethe looks fucce flefully 

De. How now duaghec cad Coubn: 

Ase you crept hither to fee the wraftling? 

Ref, bony Liege. fo plesle you gree v1 leawe 

Da, You wil cake lieele delight init, Jcan cell you 
there is fuch oddesin theman: In prtre of the challen— 

youth, | would faine diflwede but he will not 
enirgated. Speake co hum Ladies, fee if you can 
mooue him. 

Cel. Call him hether good Monfeuer Le Ben. 

Dake. Do fo: Ie nor be by.” 

Le Bew. Monhreur the Challenger, the Prince fle cols 
foc you. 

Ovi, Tactend chem with all refpe& and dusie 

Ref, Youngman, haue you chalieng’d Coarées the 
Wroefllers 

Ort.No faite Peinceffe : he 1s che generall challenger, 
I come bur in as others do, to try with ham the Mrength 
of my youth 

Cel. Yong Gentleman, your [pirits are co0 bold fos 
your yeares: you haue feene cruel) proofe of chis mans 
adhe, if you (aw your felfe with your cies, of knew 
your felfe with your 1udgmens, the feace of your sduen- 
ture would counfel youto a mote equsll enerpnfe. We 
pray you for your owne fake to embrace your own (afe- 
tie,and give ouer this actempr, 

Rof, Do yong Sir,your reparation thall not therefore 
be milprifed . we wil make sc our (une tothe Doke, that 
the wraftiing mphe not go forward. 

Ort. Ibefeech you, punith mee not with yout harde 
thoughts, wherein | confefle me much guiltie co dente 
fo fare and excellens Ladies amie thing. But let your 
faive cies, and genrle wifhes go with meeto my trisll; 
wherein ft bee foil’d, chere 1s but one tham’d that vvas 
never gracious : ifkil’d, but one dead char 1s willing co 
be (o; I fhall do my friends no wrong. for  haue aone to 
lamenc me: the world ao iowrie.for in 10 I havefothing: 
onely in che world I fil vp a place, which may bee bestes 
fupplied, when I have made « esnpue. 

Rof. The little Rrengeh that Ihave, J would 1 vvere 
with you, Z 

ef 


an 
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Cel. Andmmine to ecke out hers, 
~ Fase you well:praic heauen I be deceia'd in 

a Your heares daGres be with you. — 

Char. Come, where is“this yong gallanr, that is fe 
defirous co lie with his mocher earth ? 

Ort. Readie Sic, but hie will hath wn ic amore mode 
working. 

Duk, Yoo fhall trie but one fall : 

Cha. No,| warrant yoor Grace you fhall not entreat 
him co a fecond, that haue fo mightilie perfwaded him 
trom a fieft 

Orl. You meanero mocke me after : you thould not 
haue mockt me before : but come your waies. 

Rof, Now Hercules, be thy {peede yong man, 

Cel. L would I were muitigle. os catch the ftrong fel. 
tow by the legge wrafile 

Ref. Oh excellent yong man. 

Cel. 1f Thad a thunderbalt ip nue efe,J can cell who 
fhould downe. Shear 

Dak. No more, no more, 

Orl. Yes 1 befeech your Gerace, Iam not yee well 

breath’d. 
Dek, How dof thou Charles? 
Le Ben. He cannor (peake my Lord. 
Dek, Beare him awaie: 

What is thy name yong msn? 

Orl. Orlaede my Liege, the yongeft funne of Sis Re- 
land de Boys. 

Duk. Twoald chou hadfi beene fon to fome man elfe, 
The world cRteem’d thy father honourable, 

But I did finde him fill mine enemie < 
Thou fhould’ft haue better pleas'd me with chis deede, 
Had chou defcended from another houfe 
Buc face chee well. thou arts gallant youch, 
I would thou had’ft told mc of snocher Father. 
Exit Date. 
Cel. Were I my Fasher (Coze) would I doshas? 
Ort, 1 am more proud to be Sir Ralaad, (unne, 
His yongeft fonne, ard would nor change thot calling 
To be sdopred heire to Fredricks 

Ref. My Fathers lou'd Sit Roland as his foule, 
And all che world was ef roy Fathers minde. 
Had J before knowne this yong man his fonne, 
1 fhould haue given him teares wneo entreauies, 
Ere he thould thus Fawe vencur'd. 

Cel. Gentle Cofen, 
Let vs goc thanke bim,and encoursge him . 
My Fachers rough and enuious difpofitioo 
Sticks me at hear : Sit,you haue well deferu'd, 
Ifyou dée keepe your promifes in loue ; 
But wfily as you hauc exceeded afl promife, 
Your Mittris thall be happie 
Ref. Gentleman, 
Weare this for me: one out of fuites with fortune 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks meanes, 
Shall we goe Coze? 

Cel. 1; fare you well faire Gentleman, 

Ort, Can [not fay,! chanke you? My better perts 
Are all chrowne downe, and that which here Rands vp 
Is but 6 quintine, amcere liueleffe blocke. 

Ref. He cals vs back: my pride fell with my fortunes, 
lie aske him what he would : Did you call Sir? 
Sir, you hane wreftled weil end ouerthrowne 
More then your enemies 

Cel. Will you goe Coze ? 

RS. Haue with yon: fare you well 


Orl. What paffion hangs thefe waightsvpo arytoon 
I cannot {peake to her, yet the vrg’d coke cace 7 


Emter Ls Bew. 
O poore Orlande | chou art ouerthrowne 
Or Charles,or fomething weaker mafters thee. 
Le Ben.Good Sit,I do in friendthip counfaile you 
Teleaue this place; Albeit you have deferu’d 
High commendation, true spplaufe,and loue ; 
Yet fach is now the Dukes condition, 
That he mifconfters all chat you haue done: 
The Duke is humorous, what he is indecde 
More (uites you to conceiue,then J ro {peake of. 
Orl, I chanke you Sir ; and prsy you tell me this, 
Which of the cwo was daughter of the Duke, 
That here was atthe Wraftling 2 
Le Bea.Neither his daughter, if we iudge by raanners, 
Bet yet indeede the taller is his daughter, 
The other is daughter vo the banshh d Duke, 
And here detain'd by her vfurping Vacie 
To keepe his daughter companie, whofe loucs 
Are deeter then che naturall bond of Sifters. 
But I can cell you, that of lace this Duke 
Heth eanc difpleafure’ gainft bis gentle Neece, 
Grounded vpon no other argument, 
Bur chac the people praife her for her vereues, 
And pittic her, for her good Fathers fake; 
And on my life his malice ‘gainft the Lady 
Will fodainly breake forth : Sitfare you well, 
Heresfter in a better world then this, 
} thall defire more love and knowledge of you. 
Orl. Tet much bounden to you: fare you well. 
Tous muft I from the fmoake into the fmother, 
From tyrane Duke,vnto atyrant Brothers. 
Bor heauenly Refasere. Ext 


Scena Tertius. 


Enser (olia and Rofalane 


Cel. Why Colon why Refalme : Cupidhaue mercie, 
Net a word? . 

Ref. Not one co throw ac a dog. 

Col, No, thy words ere too precious to be cat away 
vpon curs,throw fome of chem ee me; come lame mee 
with reafons, 

Rof. Then there were cwo Cofensleid ep, when the 
onc (hold be lem’d with reafons, and the ocher mad 
without any. 

Cel. Buc is all chix for your Facher ? 

Ref. No, fome of it is for my childes Father Oh 
how full of briet'sis this Working dey world. 

Cel. They are buc burs, Cofen, throwne vpoa thee 
in holiday foolerie, if we watke notin the crodden paths 
our very petty-cosces will cacch chem. 

Ref. \ could thake chem off my coate, thefe burs are 
in my heare 

Ce. Hem them sway, 

Ref. 1 would tryif1 could ery hem,and hace him, 

ol, Come,come, wreftle with thy affeQions 
Rof. O they cake the part of « beccer wraftler then 


my felfe. 


Cel. O,8 good with vpon you: you will rie in tuenc 
in 





bis facher deerelys yer J hase 


Raf. No feah, here him not for my (eke. 
Cal Why howl I nex Pdech be noe deferuc well? 


Ente Duke with Levd: . 


Thary are 25 inmocenz 33 
Let ws fullace chee thac I Uruft chee not 
Ref. Ler your ra:firelt csnnct make me a Traszor 
Teil me whercon the likelihoods és? ie 
Thow art thy Fathers there's enovg 
me ec cke ak took his Dukdome, 
Se was ] when your hi hie ; 
Tresfen is aot inherced my Lord, 
Ox if we did dertuc it from our friends, 
Wher s chee co me, avy Father was no Treior, 
Then good my L cige, niftske me not fo mach, 
Techenks ay poucrtic is crescheroos. 
Ca. Deere heare me {peske. 
Falco fhe witsherPuchr roy daly” 
ata ry 


Cok. 1 did nce then intrese oes! 


Scll we wer iefepereble. 
Dek She is too fabsile for thee, sod ber fmoothnes; 
Hes verie Slence, and per 


Duke re. 
Cal. O may poore Refatioc whether wilt thou poe! 
Wiic thon change Fachers I will giee chee mines 
be thee benot thow more griew'd chen I am. 
- thane more casfe. 


Ref. That he heth noe 

Cel. No,tnch not? Refohnr locks then the love 
Which ceacheth thee thot thow sad I am ove, 
Shall we be fendred ? thelt we part (weere giste? 
No, let any Father feeke another here : 
Therefore dewife with me how we may fiie 
pee pacidd dgprpainearicicleie 

net feeke ev cake your < v on, 

To besre your griefes your felfe,end daett bie 
Foe by this heauen, now es ove forrowes pale; 
Say whet thou canit, fle goe stong with thee. 
ss eal dtr we gor? 

Cel. Tofecke my Vocie inthe Forreft Of Andre 
Ref. Alas, whae will i be co ve, 
(Maides as we are) to travel! forth fo farre ? 
Besacic prouolecth theeues fooner then geld. 
Cef. Sle pus my (elfe in poore and meane actite, 
erin ae 

e we aleneg, 

And newer fits affeilance. i ~ 

Ref. Were ic act betes, 


"| Becaufe chat lam more shen common tail, 


Cel, What thall | call chee when thou ste aman? 

Ref, Ue have no worfea name then /ours owne Page, 
And cherefore looke you call me Gavsmed, 
But what will you by calf'd? 

Col. Somerhing that hach a reference tomy face 
No longer Calss, bur Alieva. 

. Buc Cofen, what if we effaid to Reale 

The Foole our of your Pathers Court 1 
Would he noc be s comforr co our trousile? 

Cot. Heele goe along ore che wide world with me, 
Lesue me alone to woe him 5 Let's sway 
And get our Jewelsand our wealth together, 
Deuile che fictef time, and fale way 
To hade vs from purfuice thas will be made 
Afces my Aight : now goe in we content 


To ber ie,and noc te Danifiment. Brean. 


Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


Enser Didg Senior» Aazyees and twe or three Lords 
Forreficrs. 


Che 
Dud.Sen.Now my Coe-mares,and brothers in exile; 
Hath nor oldcuftome made chis life more fweece 
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Then that of painted ? Are not thefe woods DaSeu. Show me the 

More free free il] chen the ensious Court ? 1 owe co cope his in thet fallen 6, 

Heere feele we nox the peneltie of Adem , ; For chen he's ful] of maceer. 

The feafens difference, 3: the Icke phange a Le. tle bring youto him firek. Sunt. 


And charlih chiding of the wincers winde , 
W nich when ic bites snd blowes vpon 


body 
Eueo ull I theinke with cold,] (mile, and (sy 
This 18 no flaccery : chefe are counfeliors Scena Se cunda. 


That feelingly per{wade me what I am: 














Sweet are the vles of sduerficie 
Which like che toad, ougly end venemous, Eater Dake, wth Lords. 
Weares yet 2 precious Jewell 0 his head : 
Aad this our life exempt from publike beat, Dek, Can it de poffible thec 00 enan (aw them ? 
Findes congues in trces, bookes in the cunning brookes, | It cannot be,fome villaines of my Coun 
Sermons in Nones,end good in ewery thing. Are of confens and (efferance in this 
Amen, | would not change it happy 1s your Grace {.Le. [ cannot heare of sny thac did fee hes, 
Thar can cranflace the Qubbornneffe of fortune The Ladies her atrendants of ber chamber 
Inco fo quict and fo (weet a Nile. Sew her abed, and in che motning carly, 
De.Sex, Come, {hall we goe end kill vs venifoa? They found the bed entreafur'd of there Miftris. 
And yet it iskes me the pov dapled feolcs 2.Ler. My Lord,the roynith Clown,at whom 
Being native Burgers of this defert City, Your Grace was wont to laugh ts sifo mifhog, 
Should intheis owne confines with forked heeds Miperna the Princefle Cendewoman 
Haue cheir round hanches goard. C onfeffes thac the fecretly ore-heard 
1.Lerd, Indeed my Lord Yoor daughrer and her Cofen much commend 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at thac, The parts and graces of che Wrafler 
And inchat kinde {weares you doc more vfarpe That did but lacely foule the fynowie Cheries, 
Then doth your brosher thac hath banith'd you: And the beleeues where euer they sre gone 
To day my Lord of Amens,and my felfe, Thar youth is (urely m chest compame 
Dhd fleale behinde him as he lay along Dek, Send to bis brother, fetch chat gailent hither, 
Vader en oake, whole meicke roote peepes out If Re be abfenc, bring his Brother to me, 
Vpon the brooke thax brawles along this wood, Tle meke tim finde him : do this fodaunly ; 
To the which place a poore fequeftred Stag And lecnotfearch and inquifition quale, 
Did come to languith; and indeed my Lord 
The wretched annimall heas'd forth tuch groanes 
That cher difcharge did flreceh his leacherne cost Ky 
Almoft ro bur fting, and the big round teares Cena Tertia. 
Cours'd one snouher downe his innocent note 
In pitteous chafe : and chus the haine foole, : 
Mech marked of the melancholie Jagues , Eater Orlande and Adam. 
Stood on th excrerucht verge of the (vult brooke, 


Or/, Who's there? 

Ad, Whee my yong Mafter, oh my gentle meftar, 
Oh ey fweetmaftes,O voumemone 
Of old Sit Rowland; why, what make you here? 
Why are you verteous ? Why do people loue you ? 
And wherefore are you geutie,firong.end valsat ? 
Why would you be fo fond co overcome 
The bonnie prifer of the huinorous Duke ¢ 
Y our prasfe 1s come too fwiftly home before you. 
Know you not Mafter,co feeme kinde of men, 
Their graces ferwe them but as enemies, 
No more doe yours : your vertwes gentle Mafter 
Are fan@ified and holy traitors co you - 
Ob what a world 1s chis, when what us comely 
Enuenoms him that bearce it ? 
Why, whar s the mstter ? 

Ad. Oo vnhappic youth, 


Augmencng it with teares. 

e Sen. But wher {ard segues / 
Did he not moralize chis (pectecie? 

3.Lerd. O yes.nto athouland imilies, 
Firft for his weeping inco the neediefle Arcame ; 
Poore Deese quoth he thou mak‘ft e ceRemene 
As worldiings doe ging thy fum of more 
To thst which had too muff : then being there alone 
Left and abandooed of bis veine friend ; 
‘Tes nghe quoth he, thus anferse doth pare 
The Fluxe of commpame ; anon a carelefic Heard 
Full of the pafture,sumps slong by him 
And newer fares to greet him . | quoth /egurs, 
Sweepe on you fac and greazie Cruzens, 
"Tis 1uft che fathion ; wherefore dot you looke 
V pon that poore and broken bankrupt chere ? 
Thue mot inveQiwely he prerceth through 


Thac from the Hunters aime had cane 2 hur, To bring egaine chefe foolith runswaies, Exeue. 
| 


The body of Countrie, Gse, Court. Come not wishin thefe doores : witha this roofe 
Yeo,and of ches ovr Ufe, Sweating chat we The enemie of all your graces lives 
Are meere efurpers, cyrants,and whats worfe Your brother, no,no brother,ye che fonne 
Tofrghe the Aonimeals, and to kill them vp oc not che fon,] will nox call his fon) 
In chert aflign'd and nstive dwelling place. bim f was about to cal! his Ferher, 
D.Ses, And did you leaue him in this contempletiun? | Hath heard your praifesend this night he mesees, 
2.Lerd. We did my Lord, weeping and commenung To burne the lodgin where you vie to lye, 
Vpon the fobbiog Deere. Aad you within it: if be faile of thes 


¥ 


ee, 








As youlikeit. 


He will haus othet aveanes to cut youot, 

lowerheard him: sad his ifes 3 

This isno plece, this houle is bur e beccherie, 

Abhorre it feare it, dee oot enter it. 
Ad, Why veherber Adem would’ thou Rewe me got 
fd. No matter wherber,fo you come not bere. 
Orl. What, would’{t chou hauwe me gol beg my food, 

Or with s bafe and boiftrous Sword enforce 

A theewith |suing ‘on thie common rode? 

This I mult do,or know aot what todo: 

Yer this 1 will not do, do how J can, 

I racher will fabie& me to the malice 


Which I did ftore to be my rofter Nurfe, 
When feraice fhould in my old limbs lic lame, 
ded sge in corners throwne, 


Be comfort to my age : here is old, 

AR chis J oc peas te mocbe your raat, 
Though I looke old, yet I an ftrong and lufties 
Foran my youth I neues did apply 
Hor,and rebellrous liquors in my bloud, 
Nor did noe with vnbafhfull forchead woe, 
The meanes of weakneffe and debiliuic, 
Therefore my age is 96 3 lufie winter, 
Frafic, but kindely ; lex me goe with you, 
Ile doe che feruice of s yonger man 

In all your bofineffe end necefficies. 

Ori. Oh good old man,how well in chee appeares 
The conftam feruice of the antique world, 
When feruice fweace for dutie nat for meede: 
Thou art act for the fashion of thefe times, 
Where none will {weace but for promotion, 
And having that do choake their feraice vp, 
Euen with the hauing, it is not fo with thee : 
But poore old man, thou pran’ft a rotten cree, 
That cannoc fo much as 3 bloffome yeelde, 

Io hew of all chy pasnes and husbandne, 

Bat come thy wares, weele goe along cogether, 
And cre we hawe thy youthfull wages (pent, 
Weele light vpon fome ferled Jow content. 

Ad. Mafter goc on, and I will follow thee 
Tothe laft gafpe with cruth and loyalte, 

From feauentic yeeres, till now almoft fourefcore 
Here fined I, but now hue here no more 

At Cexeenteene yeeres, many theis fortunes fecke 
But at foarcfcore, it is too lace a weeke, 

Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 


Thea to die weil, and not my Maftersdebcer. Exranst. 





Scena Quarta. 





Esscr Rofaline for Coonneed, Celie for Alcna,and 
Clawone, alias Tonchfone. 


Rof. O [upiser, how erie di sdaptbie 

fe Lcace not for my fpirits, if my legges were sot 
weacle, 

Feof. icoaldfindein my heart to difgrsce my mans 
apperell, aad co cry like a woman: but I mult corafore 


ig] 
the weaker veffail, asdoublet and hofe ought to fhow it 
felfe coragions to petty~coate; therefoec courage,good 


Pas I ptey you beare with me, I cannot goeno fur- 


(ts. For my part, I bed rether beare with 
peers yes: yet thosié beare no croffe if Pd bear 
you, for I thinke you hseeno money in your purfe, 
Rof. Wedll,zhis is the Fosreft of Arden, 
Cle, I,now am Lin Arden, the mose foole I, whenT 


= athome I was in a better place, bue Trauellers mut 


Sucer Corin and Silaise, 


Rof. 1,be fo good Toackfene: Look’ you, who comes 
here, a yong man and an old in folemmnc talke. 
Cor. Thatis che way to make her {corne yoo fill, 
Si. Oh Corlathan vee knew’ft how I do loue her. 
Cor. Tpercly gueffe: for | bene lou’d ere now. 
Sil. No Corin, being old, chou cent not gucfie, 
Though inthy youth chou waft ss crue ¢ louer 
As eucr ape vpons midnight pillow : 
Butif thy lowe were ever liketo mine, 
As fuse I thinke did aever man loue fo: 
How ations moff ridiculous, 
Haft thee dzawne to by thy faneafie ? 
Cor. Into a thoulaed that I hace forgotten. 
Sd, Obthon didft thea never loue fo hartily 
If thou remembreft nor the flighteft folly, 
That ever loue did make thee ran into, 
Thou haft not lou’d. 
pate ona esta 
earingt erin thy Miftris prai 
Cana A 
ri not broke from companie, 
Abruptly as affion now makes me, : 
Thee bh fot lend: : 
° fg Phebe, Phebe. Exie. 
- Alas poore Shepheard feerching of hey would, 
Lhaue by herd aduentuce found mine a 
Cle. And I mine: lremember when | was in lowe, } 
broke my {word epons fone, and bid him take that for 
comming anight co Jee Smile, and I remember the kaf- 
fing of ber batier, and the Cowes dugs that her prettie 
chopt hands bad milk'd; snd I remember the wooing 
ofa peafcod inftead of her, from whom I tooke two 
cods, and giuing her chem againe, faid with weeping 
ceares, weare thefe for my fake: wee that are crus Low 
ners, runne into (trange capers ; but as alls mortall in 
nacute, fo is all nature in loue, mortall in folly. 
Rg. Aah ae wir then pie art ware of, 
» Nay, nere be ware of mine owne 
Ibreake my fhinssgainft ie. wet 
Ref. loue,fone,his Shepherds paffion, 
Is mach vpon my fades 
Cle. And mine, but it growes (omething ftsle wich 
mee. 
Cel. L pray you, one of lon you'd m 
Ithe for gold will gine ve fle foods, : ” 
I fainealmof ro desth. 
(le. Holla; you Clowne, 
Ref. Peace foole, he's nos thy hiofmen. 
Car. Who cals? 
Clo. Yous becrers Sir, 
Cor. E\fe ace they vesy wretched, 


Ref. Pesce 
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Rof. Peace! fay ; good even to your friend. 
(7. Atd eo you gentle Sir and to you all, 
Ref, | prethce Shepheard, if thar love ot gold 
Can in chis defert place buy encertainment, 
Bring vo where we may refi our felues,end feed : 
Here's e yong maid with traunie much opprefied, 
And faints for (uccour. ; 
Cor, Faire Str, I pictieher, 
And with for her (she more then for mine owne, 
My fortunes were more able co releene hers 
But | am (hepheard co another man, 
And do not theere che Fleeces shat I graze: 
My matter is of churlith difpoficion, 
And lictle wreakes to finde the wey to heaven 
ang deeds ofholpitalitic. 
Befides his Coate, his rocker and bounds of fecde 
Are now on (ale, and s.qur fheep-coat now 
By resfon of his abfence chere is nothing 
Tha you will feed on : buc what is, come fee, 
And in my voice moft welcome thal! you be 
Ref. Whar is he chac (hall buy bis Rocke and pied 
Cer, That yong Swaine that you faw heere bur ese- 
while, 
Thar liccle cares for buying any thin 
Rof. | pray chee.if r ind wich Me 
Buy chou the Coctage, pafture,end the locke, 
And chou (halt haue co pay for it of vs, 
Cel. And we will mend thy wages: 
1 he chis place, end willingly could 
W afte ey trae in it. 
Cer. Auredly che ching is to be fold : 
Go with me, if you like vpon report, 
The foile, the profit,and this kinde of life, 
1 will your very faichfull Feeder be. 
And buy 11 with your Gold right fodainly. Exemn. 


Scena Quinta. 





Enter, Aosyeat, lagen, @ ethers. 
Son 
Vader the greens weed tree, 
whe lowes to lye with mee, 
And turwe bus mervsa Note, 
vate the fweet Birds threce 
Come bither, come bitber come hither ; 
Lleers ial be (eg no eneme, 
But winter and vengh Weather. 


faq. More,more,I pre thee more. 
Aa. Ut will make you melancholly Manfcur /agurs 
aq. 1 chanke 1; More, | prechee more, 

! con fucks melancholly out of afong, 

Asa \Weazel fuckes egges : More,I prethec more, 
Amy. My voice is cagged, [know ! cannot pleafs 


ou, 
: leq. \do not defice you to pleale me, 
! do defie you to fing: 
Come,more, another ftanzo: Cal you'em fanzo's - 
Amy. Whar you wil Monfieur Jaques. 
leq. Nay, Loare nat for cheis aames, they owe mee 
apthing, Wil you (mg ? 
Amy. More at your requeft,chen to pleafe my felfe, 
faq Well chen, of ewer 1 chenke any man, Ile thanke 





As you like it. 















you: but chae hey cal complement islike th’encounter 
of cwedog-Apes. And when amen thsakes me hastily, 
Re emimreh prio fonip sa and he renders me 
the beggerly thenkes, Come fing ; and you that wil nos 


your 

dm. Wel Tee end che fong. Sirs, cover the while, 
the Duke wil drinke vndes this tree; he hach bin all this 
day tolooke you. 

feq. And l have bin all chis day to aueud him > 
He 13 coo difputeable for my companie : 
I chinke of as many matrers as he, but | give 
Heauen thankes, and make no boaft ef them. 
Come,warble,come 
















§ e th her barre. 
rb doch ia cee 
and lone: to lene th Suman 
Seekeng the food be cases, 
and pleas d with what be gets : 
Conve hither come bether Come byt ber, 
Heare forall be fee.gc, 


faq. Ile give yous verfe cothis note, 
That i made yefterday in defpight of my Invention. 
Amy. And Le fing ut. : 
Amy. Thus it goes. 
If st do come to pale, that exy man twas Aft . 
Leaning be weahh and cafe, 
A wil to pleafe, 
Ducdame decdame, ducdeme : 
Heere fall be fee. greffe feotes as bey 
And if be will come co me. 
Amy. What's char Ducdame? 
fag. Tiss Greeke inuocation 10 call fools into a cir. 
ele. fle gofleepeifl can. if] cannot, te caste egeunft all 
the fielt borne of Egypr. 
Am. And Ile go fecke the Duke, 
His banhes 1s prepar d. Exene 























“Scena Sexta. 
ee ee 


Eater Orlands, & oS dam. 


Adem, Deere Mafter, {can gonolurther: 
O [die for food. Heere lie 1 downe, 
Aad meafure out my graue. Ferwel kurde matter. 

Orl,Why how now Adam? No greater heart in thee: 
Liae a litle, coniforc a hiccle,cheere chy felfe a tittle. 
If this vncouth Forrett yecld any ching (auage, 
I wil exther be food for 1c,or bring it for foode to thee 
Thy conceite ss neerer death. chen chy powers. 
For my fake be comfortabie,hold deach a while 
Ac the armes end ; I wil heere be with thee prefently, 
And if! bring thee nor fomething to eare, 
] wil gine thee leaue to die ; but if chou die 
Before | come, chou art s mocker of my labor. 
Wel faid, thou look’ A cheerely, 
And Ile be with chee quickly : yet chou he 
Inthe bleake aire, Come, I wil beare chee 
To forme (helter,and thou thak not die 
For lacke of a dinner, 
Ithere live any thing inchis Desert. 
Cheerely geod Adan, Ewenty 


















As youleke tt. 
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Touefi.me umy motley » Giue me lesae 


Scena Septima. 





Emer Dake Seo.& Lord, tke Out-lawes. 

Dv.Seu. | thinke he be transform dinto a dealt, 
For { cat no where finde him, Ike a mae, 

1 Lord. My Lord, hess but cucn now gone hence, 
Heete was he mercy, h@aring ofa Song. 

Du See. Ifhe compact of :arres grow Muficall, 
Wefhail have thortly difeord in the Sphearess 
Go fecke tam, tell bin I aould fpeake with him. 


Eater laquas. 
1 Lard. He (aves my labor by his owne approach. 
Ds.Sen. Why how now Monfieur, whac 2 life 1s this 
That your poore frier. ds mult woe yous Companies 
Whar, you looke mecoly. 
faq A Foo.e, a foole -] met 2 foole rth Forte, 
Amotiey Foote (a miferable world:) 
AsI do lwe by foode, | meta foole, 
Who laid hin downe, and bask’d him in che Sun, 
And rail don Lady Fortanc in good termes, 
In good fee cormes, and yer a motley foole. 
Good morrow toole (quocb I .)ne Six,quoch he, 
Call me not foolc, til! heswen hath fent me fortune, 
And then he drew a dsall from his poske, 
And looking on it, with lacke-luftre eye, 
Sages, very vwilely,scisten a clocke : 
Thas ve may fee (quoth be; how the world wagges t 
"Tis but an hoare agoe, fince ie was mine, 
Aad efter one houre morc, cwnll be eleven, 
And fo from hourc co houre, we 1ipe,and ripe, 
Aad then fram houre to hore, we rot,and rot, 
Andthereby hangs acate. When I did heare 
The marley Foole, thes morall on the ume, 
My Longs begsn to crow like Chantseleere, 
That Fuoles fhould be fo deepe comemplative 
And I did laugh, fand intermilfion 
Anhoure by bis dial Oh noble foole, 
A worthy foole . Motley'rthe onely weare. 
‘Du.Sen. What fooless this’ 
faq. O worthie Foote One thar hath bin a Courtier 
Anis tayeis, sf Ladses be but yong, and fare, 
They hauc the gifcto know it. and in his brewe, 
Which ts as de at the remainder bisket 
Altera voyage . He hath Rrange places ceaa’d 
Wich obferaation, the which he vents 
In mangled formes. © chec | were foole, 
Lam ambirrows tor a mocicy coat. 
Da_Sen. Thow thal have one. 
Jag. \tis my onely (uite, 
Prowsded that you weed your berter udgemems 
Ofall opraion chat growes canke ia them, 
Thac lam wife. Laut have liberty 
Wiithall, as large a Charter as the wiode, 
Toblow on whom | pleafe, for fo fooles haue 3 
And they rhac are molt gruled with my folly, 
They moft muft laugh And why fu mult they fo? 
The why 1s plaine, 38 way to Pasith Charch: 
Hee, thar a Foote doth very wifely hit, 
Doth very foolithiy. although he (mace 
Sec me feniciefle ofahe bob. Ifnot, 
The W ife-mans folly 13 snathomiz'd 
Been by the (quandring glances of the foole. 


minds, and | witl and 

Cleanfe the foule bode of th infeAted world, 

if chey will patient! sche ry medicine. 
Dsa.See, Fic on can tel] whatshow would 
Jeq. What, for a Counter, would | do.but mi 
Da. Seu, Mofi mifchecuous foule fia, chiding Geri : 

For thou thy felfe haft bene a Liberune, ; 

As (enfustl as the brutsth Ring ut felfe. 

And alith imboffed fores, and headed evils, 

That thou with licenfe of free foot ball caught 

Would’ thou difgorge into the generail world 
faq Why who enes ouron pride, 

That can therem taxe any private party: 

Doth it not flow as hugely asthe Sea, 

Till chac the wesarse vernc meanes do ebbe. 

What woman in the Citie do I name, 

When that I fay the City woman bearcs 

The coft of Princes on vaworthy fhoulders ? 

Who can come in,and fay that ] meaoe her, 

When fach a onc as fhee, fech is her veighbor? 

Or whet ts he of bafeft funtion, 

That fayes his brauerie 1s not on sey coft, 

Thinking chat I mesne bin, but therein futves 

His folly te the mettle of my fpeech, 

There then, how then, whet then, let me fee wherein 

My tongue hath wrong ‘d bie : fat do him ngac, 

Then he hath wrong’d hem kelfe : fhe be free, 

why then my caning likes wild-goofle flies 

Vaclaim’d of sny man Bur who come here? 


To {peake 








































Enter Orlendo, 

Ort. Forbeare, tad cate 80 More. 

fag. Why I hauc este none yet. 

Ort, Not thalenot, till necefiny be fere'd. 

faq, Of what binde fhould this Cocke come of ? 

Da. Sen. Art thou thus balden’d man by thy diftvest 
Oc elfe srude defpifer of manners, 
That in cruihty thou feem ft fo re?! 

Ort. You touch'd my vee mfeA the thoruy pout 
Of bare diftreffe, hath cane from me the thew 
Os fmooth cruslity : yet am Fin-tand bred, 
And know fome nourture . Bur forbesre, I fay, 
He dies chat touches any of this fruice,e 
TW I, and my affaires are anlwered. 

laq. And you will not be anfwee'd with reafon, 
{ oul dye. 

Do. Sen What would you have? 
Your gencleneffc thal force,more then your force 
Mouc vs to gentlencffe. 

Ori. \almoft die for food,and let me haue it. 

De. Sen. Sicdowne aad feed .& welcom to eur table 

Ort Speake you fo gemily ? Pardon me 1 pesy you, 
Ithoughe thee all chings had ban fauage heere, 
And therefore put Ion the councenancé 
Of fterne command ment. But whacere you sre 
Thae in this defert inaccetfible, 
Vader the fhadeof melancholly boughes, 
Loofe, and negiedt che creeping houres of ume: 
If caer you haue look'd on bercer dayes : 
If ewer bcene where bels haue knoll’d to Churches 
If euer fate ac any good mans fest : 
If ever from your eye-lide wip'da teare. 
Aad know what ‘tis co prttie, and be pettied s 
Let ficong enforcement be, 
In che which hope, 1 blush, and hide my Sword 

R Deke 
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Do. See. Truels it, that we have scene beter dayes 
And haae with boly bell bin knowld to Church, 
Aad fat at good mens and wip'd our cies 
Of drops, chat facred pity hath engendred : 
And therefore fic you downe in gentleneffe, 
And cake ypoa command, what pve have 
Tbacco your wantiag may be miniftred. 
Orl. Then but forbeare your food a litsle whule: 
Whules (like a Doe) 1 goto finde my Fawne, 
And giuc it food. There is snold poore man, 
Who after me,bath many a weary fat 
Lirmpt in pure loue : till he be firft (uffic'd, 
Oppreft wich two weake euils, age,and hanger, 
1 will not couch 8 bit. 
Duke Sen. Go finde him out, 
And we will nothing wafte oll you rerurne. 
Orl.1 thanke ye, and be bleft for your good comfort. 
Du Sen, Thou fecit, we are not ail alone vohappic: 
This wide and vaiverfall Theater 
Prefents more woful! Pageants chen che Sceane 
‘Wherein we play in. 
Ja. All the worlt's e ftage, 
And all che men and women, meerely Playerss 
They bsugcheit Exits sad their Encsances, 
And ond man in his cime playes parts, 
His Acts being feuen ages. At Grit be lotsa, 
Mewling,and puking wn che Narfes acmes 
Then, the whining Schoole-boy with his Sstchell 
And fhuning morning face, creeping like {naile 
Y awilhingty cofchoole. And then the Louer, 
Sighing lke Fornace,with a wofoll balled 
Made to his Miftreffe eye-brow. Then, s Soldier, 
Pail of ftrange oaths, end bearded like the Pard, 
Telous in honor, fodaine,and quicke 1n quacrell, 
Seeking che babble Repucacion 
Bwen in the Canons mouth : And then, che luftica, 
Ja feire round belly, with good Capon kin'd,_ 
With eyes feacre, and beard of formal! cut, 
Full of wife {avees,end moderne infMances, 




























pouch on fide, 

His youthfall hofe well fau'd, a world too wide, 
For his thrunke fhanke, and his bigge manly voice, 
Turning agasne toward childith ucbble pipes, 
Aad whiftlesin his found. Laft Scene of all, 

at ends chis ftrange evencfall hiftorie, 

Is fecond childifhneffe, end meere oblivion, 
Sane ceeth,fans cyes, (ans talte, fans cuery ching. 


Enter Orlando with Adams. 

Da Ses, Welcome : fer downe your venerable bure 
then, and let him feede. 

Orl, Tchanke you moft for him 

Ad. Sohad you neede, 
I {carcecan (peake to chsnke you for my felfe. 

Da. Sex. Welcome, fall too: I wil not trouble you, 
Asyct to queftion you about your fortunes : 


Giue vs fome Muficke,and good Cozen,fing, 


Song, 


‘Blow, blow , thew winter winds, 

esd vs fo vakinde, as mans ingratitude 

Thy tooth is wot fo keone, becanfe thon art ues ferns 
alchongh thy breath be rude. ; 


As you he it. 


Hergh be, fog berg be, unto the , 

ce ip, is fayming; : 

tad fone ‘3 oo Loa, ere bp 
This Lifess moft iby. 


5 , thane bit eht fe 
Se 
Though pesca warpe, thy fling 03 wet fo foarpe, 

Hoghhe fag.are. 


Duke Seu.If chat you were the good Sir Ravheads fon 
As you haue whiff ard faishfally you were, : 
And as mine eye doth his effigues witnefle, 

Moft truly limn’d, and lruang in your face, 

Be cruly welcome hither : Tam the Duke 

That lou’d d sea Father, the refidue of your fortune, 
Goto my Caue, and tell mee, Good old 

Thou srt righe welcome, as thy msfters is | 

Support him by the arme : give me your hend, 

Aad let me all your fortuncs v: 





eAtius Tertius. Scena Prima, 





Ester Deke, Lords, 6 Oliner, 

‘Da. Not {ee him face? Sir, fir, thar cannot he: 
Dut were I nor che Bertcs part mede mescie, 
I thould not-fecke an sbfeat argumene 
Of my revenge, thou prefene : but looke tole, 
Finde ont thy brocher wherefuerehe is, 
Seeke bim wich Candle : tring tum dead, or living 
Within this eweluemonth, ot curne thouno moee 
To feckes lining in our Territorie. 
“Thy Lands and all se thas chou doft call chine, 
aia do we feize ima ous 
Till chow canft quit chee by chy brothers month, 
Of what wechake agua hee 

Ol, Oh chat your Highneffe kaeve my heast in this: 
I sad lou'd my eae roy life. 7 

ake.More villaine chou.Well puth him out of dores 

And let soy officers of fach 0 lias 
take an extent vpor bis boufe snd Lands: 
Deo thisexpediently, sad turne him going. Excant 


CO 


Scena Secunda. 


a a te 


Ester Orlando. 

Ort. Hang there my verfe, in witneffe of my love, 
And thou thrice crowned Queenc of nighs ( 
With chy chaite eye, from thy pale fpheare aboue 
Thy Huntreffe name, chatm Fal life doth way, 
O Rofalind, thefe Trees thall be my Bookes, 
Andin theitbarkes my thoughts Ile charrs Ger, 
That cuerie eye, which in chis Forrcft lookes, 
Shall fee thy vertue wirneft every where 
Run, ren Orlesds,carve on every Tree, 
The faise,the chafte,and vacxprefliue (hee. 


Suter Corin ch Clawne. ‘ 
apiece omaren ertcinak nae 


xk 





As you li 


Claw. Treely Shepheard, in sefped of it felfe, ic is a 
good Wie, bes seh chat itis a Gepheards life, itis 
peughs. Inrefped hac it is folicary, I like it veri wells 


be: en refpect chat ts is priaace, ic is avery vild life. Now 
in tam th Be de, plan ce wel becin 
chs aon da Can elredon Aik estes 
life(looke yeu) ic fics avy bumor well: bat a6 there is no 
more plentie init, it goesreuch agziaf my Romacke. 
Has’: any Philofophie in thee fhepheard ? 

Car Momefe, box chet | knee ts more one fickens, 
the worfe et cafe he is: andchet hee that wants money, 
mesnes, end consent, is without three geod frends. That 


che of rine vs co wet, and fire to berne 1 That 
mokes far 2 end chet s caufe of 
the sighs, 1s lacke of (he Senne : That hee thet hath lease 


Cl, se ane 
Cor, Nay Jhope. 
y thou arc damna’d, like en ill soafted Egge, 


Cer. For not being st Court? your resfon. 

Cle, Why, ifthou sever wae's ac Court, thow sever 
fow’tt good manners + if shou acuer aw’ good meners, 
then thy manners null be wicked, and wic is Ge, 
and fine is damnation: Thou art in 0 patlons Axe thep- 
beard. 


Cor, Not a whit Toachfonr, chofe that ere good me- 
ners ac cbe Court, are 23 midiculous in the Countsey, ss 
che bebeuioer of the Councric is moft mockeable at the 
Court. You told me, you falate not at che Court, but 
you kife your hands; that courrefte would be wncleaule 
¥-Coertiers 


were fhepheards, 
Cle. Inftance, briefly s come, inftence. 
Cor. Why we ore £0) handling ows Ewes, and their 
know sre greshe. 
Why de not your Coartiers hands fweate ? sad 
te not the greafe of a pepe ei cnsereelede pyrtins 
efemen? Shallow, hallow: A bester I Gy: 


Co. Befdes.cer hands srehard. 


Covrtiers hands ore pesfum'd wich Ciues. 

Cle. Moft fhallow men: Thou wormes meate in re- 
fpc& of s good peece of Roth indecd : learne of the wife 
aad perpend : Cinet isofe bafes birch chen Tare, she 
a ene ace Mead tne inftance Shep- 


Cw. bare re Inbal estan acted 

Cle, Wilt chou reft demo d? God heipe thee thallew 
ten : God make incifion in thee, chow art raw. 

Cor. Sic, 1am a tsve Labourer, ] carne that I eatecget 
that I weare; owe co man hate, erfoie no mans heppe- 
neffe : gled of other mens good coment with my hamne: 
end he greatefi of any pride, isto fee my Ewes graze, & 
my Lambes fucke. 

Cle, That is another fanpie Gane in you, to bring the 
Ewes and che Rammwnes together, and to fics (9 get your 
wog, by the ten of Cactle, co be bswd co a Bel- 

» aad to @ (hee-Lambe of o cwelucrnonth 


ase (by 
i 


ect, l 


fes Brocher 


wth the plc: firoft Linde, 
are bun te 3 
Lit wo fase bes tape sn 


Ci, eine raf, cgh yas together dma, 
excepted : «18 che nobe 
Se cs cake dake: ve ae 


, Out Foote. 
ce For atafte. 


Ifa Hare dee lacks a Fhinde, 
Lt bien focky ont Rofalinde : 


This is che verie falfe gallop of Verfes, dec you in- 
Fe&t your (elfe wich thom? wn eater 
Ref. Peece you dull foole, I found chem on 8 tree. 
Che. Linch ie Gece gan 
Rof, The graGe ix copra) capt gcety 
see acdledikea a ail bcdke eatleh Gan; coun 
Al dona ea and chai s 


2 Bielens 








196 
pene: sopmhegsosh beart, 


© moft gentle Lupiter, what tedious bomiile of 
athe: so withell, end 
neuer cri'de, haue patience good 
Cel. hess bday Poe friends : Erebbeard go oft elit. 
: go with hien ficrsh, 
Come Shepheard, let vs make en honorable ree 


aoc with begge and baggege, yet with 
eae, 


S tucien vale 
Ref. Oye. | hanes thes elk and gre Gods fos eae 
of chemhed in them mose feete then the Verfes would 


Cal. That’sno matcer : the feet might beere § verfes, 
Ref. 1, buc che feet were lame, 20d could nor beare 
theméfelues without che verfe,and therefore Rood lame- 


Ref. Isic amen? 
Cel. a a aaa 


icis o hard estter for friends to 
mene tien bee remoou'd with Earth. 


. Nay, but who wit? 
ior ty Treinen with mot pethienary ve- 
e ® 3 


Ca. © esd ondcital: sad mofi wonderfull 
wendesfull ghee YE agen memeeeas and afcer chat out 


“ne Cock 
comple@ien, doft thou think they 
"d khe o man,] howe a double: and hofe in 
? One inchof delsy more, 11 3 South-fes 
hase I pre'thee tell me, who is it quickely, and 
Speake epece : I would thou cou! couldih ammer, that thou 
igh< ft powre this conceal’d men out of thy mouth, ss 
‘Wine comes out of s narrow-emowth'd botrleseither too 
mach st cace, oraone st all. I pre'theetske the Coske 
=" mouth, that Imsy ings. 
you may put s man in your belly, 
ig. InteotGe mekiag 2? Whet menner of men? 


Ishie worth a hat? Or his chia worth s beard? 


chia. 
a, Ikie yong Orlende, erhach d Wrefiless 
yous heart, both in eninBant 


As you like i. 


dar che divell cake mocking : {pcake (odde 
sneaee maid : 

Cel. I'faich(Cosz) tis be, 

Rof. Ovlands? 

Cal. Ovlaude, 

Ref. Alas the dsy, what fhell I de with ay doubler & 
hofe? What did he when thou few'ft him? Whar fayde 
he? How look’d he? Wherein went he? What makes hee 
heere? Did he aske for ame? Where remeineshe ? How 
perced he with chee # And when fhels thou fec bim s- 
grine? Anfwer me io one vvord. 

Cel. You muft berrow me 


‘tis a Word toe for eny 
fay Lad noche patel 


a But doch be know thet J ess in this Porreft, snd 
Core ce wren | Lpeme be me Getely ashe ae ter 


bs id a apr ober siingr the 
ions of a Lower : bet cake a of finding 
I und bie 


ead rellith it with obfervence . 
vader a tree like a drop’d Acornc. 

Ref. it may vel be cal'd loves cree, when ic droppes 
ite. 


Cel, Give me andience,good Madera, 
Ref. Proceed. 
Cel. There ley hee firerch’d along like a Wounded 
A ssc nec eek wepereteree ees fight, ic evel 
the ground, 


holia,co the tongue, I prethee s ic curwetees 
wig He was farnith'd bbe a H Humer. 
ominoes,he comes to kill my Hert. 
Gel I wold fg fog whos bern thoes 
wi Doyeve tune, 
> Do yes not know J am a womso,whea |] thinke, 
eprace's 


Ca. Youbrin 

Stamey cere o 
e an 

jmiihuebecokiea 

Ont Andi ads be come 


ta: be ou too, for 
or ae fsb accep eta 
ig att ata vvith Wars 
piace their barkes. 
Orf, \ pray mercno mec of ery vk with ree 
Ging chem ill. aie 
Refalinde is Joues neme? es,luft. 
lay. Wo noe like hes nome. 
Ort. Teese wes ne thong bre! pea yon soc 
wes chriften'd. 
leq, What ftetureis the of? 
Bee peeps oe eis 
Saq.You ore anfwers:hawe you not bis s¢- 
ic with Phe ewer Bccond thc ow of 
Ori. Not fos bet I enfwer Pie ast) tag 
Rom oneees yes ree 
You haves nimble wit; rrthinke twasmade of 


roe sats eases ec ttle wacom: 


© 
our miferie. 
Ori. wil chide no besather in che world bas my (cle 
e eg 











As yos 
whom] know mofi fauits. 
Jaq. The wort fault you hsue,is co be in love. 
Ort. ‘Tis a fault [ will not change, for your beft ver- 
cue : I am weasie of you, 
Jag By avy troth, I was fecking for s Foole, when 3 


Or He is dsowa d in the brooke, lookeber in, and 
thall fee him. 
faq. There I fhal {ee mine owne figure 
Ort, Which I take tobe either 2 foole, or a Cipher. 
Ile carrie no longer with you, farewell good fge 

coor Leuc. 

Ori. 5 am glad of your departure : Adieu good Mon- 
Geur Melancholy. 

Rof. 1 wil (peake to him like a fawcie Lacky. ond vn- 
der ches habit play the knave with him,do you hear For- 


Ori. Verie ao would you ? (retter. 
sp | ou,whac i’ aclocke? 
o. Yon thoold sske me whet time o'dsy: there's ae 
clecke ic. the Forreft. 


Ref, Then there is no crue Lower inthe Borreft, elfe 
ang everje minute ahd grosning everie house weld 
dered che lazic foot of tne,ss wel a8.0 clocke. 
Ort. And why nor the (wift feore of time ? Hed oot 
thac bin as proper? 
Ref, By aomeanes fc; Time travels in divers paces, 
with divers perfons : Ile cel you who Time ambles with- 
al, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, 














and who be Gands Ail withall. 
Ori. I prethee, who doth he trot withal ? 
Rof. Marry be wrors hard with s yong maid between 












che conces& of her morrisge,and che dey it is folermniz de 
ofthe mcerim be buts oe Times pace is fo herd, 
thac kc feemes the length of feuen yeore, 

Ork Who ambles Time withal? 

Ref, Wicha Prieft chac locks Latine, end 3 cich man 
thar hath noc che Gowe : forthe one fleepes cafily be- 
canfe he cannet fudy, end the ether lives merrily be. 
caule he fecies no peine : the one lacking the burthen of 
leane end wafteful Lesenings the other Knowing no bur. 
then of hesuie tediows penurie. Thefe Time smbles 
withal. 

Ovi. eee withsl? Be 

Ref. Withs to che gellowes s for though hee 
f° ws bohy as foot can fall, he thinkes himfelfe too foon 


Ovi. Who fisies ic hd withal? 

Ref. Wich Lawiers in che vzcation : for chey fleepe 
beevecene Terme and Terme,and chen they pe tceive act- 
s Ork, Where de b? 

Ori, we prettie your 

Ref. With chis Sh ynctraefe ay afer : heere ia the 
ghorts of che Ferret, like fringe vpon a petticoss, 

Ort. Ace you native of this place? 

Ref. Asche Conie chat you fee dwell where ihee 1s 

















Ort. Your accent is (omething finer, then you copld’ 
in fo removed a dwelling 

Rof. Uhaue bin cold fo of many : but indeed, an olde 
eeligions Vickle of mine taught me to (peake, who was 
in his youth sn infand msn ,one that knew Courthhip too 
well: for there he fel in leue. I baue heard him read ma- 
ay LeStors againft 1c,and I chanke God,I arapota Wo- 
men co be rouch'd with fo many giddic offences as hee 
hath generally cax'é their whole fex withal. 

Ori, Canyou remember any of che principall euils, 























ee. ] 
that he laid co the charge of women? 

Ref. There were nove o they were aff like 
one another, as halfe pence are, euerie one faule feemming 
monftroes,til his fellow-fault came to match ix. 

tag ee eee em ao 

- No: not caft aws on thofe 
that are Acke. Thereiss by i erste chet a- 
bafes eur yong plants with caruing Refalinde on theit. 
barkes; a Oades vpon Hauthomes, and Elegies an 
brambles ; all (forfooth) defying the name of Refaliade. 
If l could meet thet Fancie-monger, I would give him 
fome good counfel, for he feemes to haue che Quetidian 
of Loue vpon him. 

Ori, 1 ambe that is fo Loue-fhak'd, I pray you tel 
me rig cemedie. 

+ Thereis none of my Vackles markes vpon you: 
he taughe me how ro bass man in lose : io which chat 
of cuthes, | am fure you ore not prifoner. 

Orl. Whee were hismarkes ? 

Ref. A leone checke, which you have not: 3 blew cie 
end fenken,which you have not : an enqueftionable Ipi- 
rit ,which you heue not: s beard negtened, which yoo 
bavenot:(but I pardon you for that. for fimply your he- 
ving in beard,is a yonger brothers revennew) then your 
hole fhould be engarter'd, your bonnet vnbanded, your 
Mleeue vnbutton'd, your thoo ynti'de, and euere ching 
ebeur you,dem ting s caseleffe defolation:bar you 
are no fuch man; you sre rather point device in your at- 
cooftrements,eslouing yous {elfe,chen feeming the Lo- 
uer of any other. (J Loue, 

Orl. Faire youth! would I could make thee betecue 

Rof. Me beleeue it > You may affoone make het that 
you Loue belceve it, which [ werrant the is spter to de 
then co confeffe the do's: that isone of the poinss, in the 
which women fil giue the lie to ther confclences. But 
in good fooch, are you he chat hangs the vecfes on the 
Trees,wherein Rofalind is fo admired ? 

Orl. Ufwearecothee youth, by the whice hand of 
Refalind,} am chat he, chee enfarconate he, 

Res. But sre you fo mach in leue.as your rimes fpesk ? 

Orl. Nekher rime nor reafon con expreffe how nuch. 

Rof: Love ts meerely o madacile.and itelyou , de- 
ferues as wel a darke houfe, sad a whip, 9 msdmen do : 
end the reafon why they are not fo punifh’d and cured, is 
thar the Lumacie is fo erdinstie, that the whippets ate ia 
loue coo : yer I profeile curing it by counfel, 

Orl. Did you cver cure any (a? 

Rof. Yes one, and in chis manner. Hee was to ima- 
gine me his Loue, hisMifiris : and] ferhim euerie ds 
to woeme At which time would 1, being bus a mooni 
youth, grecue,be effeminate, changesble, longing, sod 
liking, proud, faotaflical, apith, thallow, inconfanc, ful 
of eares, fall of files; for euerie paffion fomeching.wnd 
for no paffion truly any ching, as boyee end women sre 
for the moft parr, cattle of this celour : would now lite 
him, now loath him : then entercaine him, chen forfwesr 
him : now weepe for him, then fprt echirg; chat I draue 

Sutor from his mad homes of love.to a living hamor 

madnes & wes co forfweare che ful ftream of y woild, 
and to Hue la snooke meesly Monaftick:and thus I cur'd 
hien,end this way wil Il take vpen mee to wath your L3- 
uer as cleane ag 8 found theepes heart, chaz chere thal nor 
be one {pot of Love in’t. 

Ort. {would act be cured, pouch. 

Ref. | would’cure yoo, if you would but call me Refe- 
cod ead cnens emetee OY SY ee el ae ei 

3. ° 











a 


7 Hi you like i. 


ne IS 
Orlas. Now by the faith of my lose, Iwill ; Telme | No, 20, the nobleft Dees hech them as asthe Ref 
where it is. ” call: Ische finglem pdhesefore DeSed? NO, 

Ref. Go with me to kt, and Ie fhew it you: and by | Towne ts more worthier then a village, & is the fore- 
che way, you thal call me where in che Forse you line: | besd ofemerriedmen, mote then che bere 


Wil you go? iowa woe pte enodsisate od 
Onl. Wich all my heart, \ ter then no skill, « hore more precious 
Ref. genes orp ha Soe Come fifter, | chen co want. 

will you go? Ive. 





you 
. . ch vader 
Scans T ertia, oe ee een eee 
you to your Chappell 
Ol. Is cherenone heere to give the women? 
Cle, 1 wilaot cake ber on guift of any men. 
Enter Clowae, Andrey. leques. Pe lata aan or the marriage is not 


Clo Come apace dadrey, wilfetch vp aq. Proceed,proceede : Tle giee her. 

Geates, 4 3 Lalngy te tel teh ch. a elt: bow do you 

Doth my fimple fesrure content you ? Siz, you sre veric well met : you for your left 
Aad, X out fescures, Lord werrant vs:whet festores? | compenie, I am verie gied to fee you, euen toy in hand 
Cle. 1 em heere with thee,and chy Goats,2sthe molt | heere Sit : Nay.prsy be cover'd, 





capricious Poet honeft Oudd was among the Gothes. Jaq. Wil you bemseried, Motley ? 
lag Oknowledge ill inhabited, worfe then loue in Ch. Asthe One hath his bow Gr, the horfe hia corb, 
a thatch dhoule. and the Falcon her bels, fo man hech his defices, tad es 


Cle. When a mans verfes cennot be vnderfiood, nor | Pigeons bill, fowedlocke would be nibling. 

a mans good wie feconded with the forward childe, vo- leq. And wil you (being e msn of }be 

it Arilees amsn mnore dead thene great rce- | married vader « buth hee ? a youic chanch 
pias, lolol aga :truly,] would cheGedshadde | and hewe 2 good Prieft chat can cel you what marriage is, 
mode this fellow wil but ioyne you together, as they ioyne 

Aed. 1 donot know what Poctical is: isc hoacht ion | Wainfcot, then one of you wil prone e thrunke peanell, 
aecSned were Seo oe ; and tike timber, warpe,warpe. 

Cte. No erelic : for the poctricis the moft fei- Cle. Tam aot in the minde, buc I were bercer to bee 
ning, sod Lowers are to Poetrie cand what they | married ofhim then of another, for he is not like to mar. 
fweare in Poetrie, (eed as Lowers, they do feigne. | rie me wels and not being wel married, ic wil bea good 

Aad, Deyoe with then chat the Gods had made me | excufe for me hereafter, to lene my wife. 


¢ 
Clay. 1 do truly : for thou fwear'ft come thow art ho- | And let me countel thee. 
neft: Now choo west a Poet, I might hasefome hope | Of. Come (weete sudrey, 
thow didf feigne. We mutt be martied,or we muft line in bewdsty 1 
Aad, Would you not haue me haneft ? Farewel good Mt Ofimer : Not O (weet Oliner,O brave 
Cl, No truly, voleffe thou were hard fouour’d : for | Oliaer leave me noc bebiad thee: But winde awsy, bee 
honeftie coupled to besurie, is to heue Honicafawee to | gone! (ay,! wil not co wedding with thee. 


Sugar. Ol. "Tis ne master; Ne're a fentaftical knave of cham 
A material foole. all thal flows me out of my calling. Enon 
Aad, Well, 1am not faire, and therefore I pray che 
Gods make me honeft. " ae 
Cle. Traly, and toca away honefile v 8 
fluc, were to A good meace eno en deans alk Scena Quarta. 


Aad. Fema oiler though Icthanke che Goddes I 
am foule. 

Cle, Well,praifed be the Gods, for chy foulneffe;flut- Emer Refahad & Celia. 
tifhneffe may come heercofter. But be ic, a3 it may bee, Ref. Newer calke co me,] wil weepe. 
J wil mertiethee : snd tothacend, Thave binwith Sis | Col. Do [prethee, bur yer hauc the grace to confides, 
Otiner Mar-text the Vicar of the next village, whohath | chat ceares donot become a man, 
promis’d to mecte me in this place of the Forveft, and to Ref. regia daneabeciates pr 





le vs. Cel, As good caufe as one would defice, 
leq. 1 would faine fee this mecting. Therefore weepe. 
Aad. Wei, the Gods give vs toy. ae His very baire 
Gln Amen. Aman may ifhe were of feerfulheare | ts of che diffembling colour. 
fagger in chis arcempt : for heere wee haue no T: el, i then Iudafies ¢ 


Ce Something 
fpr the wood, no affembly but horne-beafis. Bot w Morrie his kifles are luda fles owste children. 
h? Courage. As hornes are odiows, they sre necef- Ref. Viaich his heire is ofa good colo, 
farie.It is faid, mony man knowes no end of his goods; Col. Anexcellent colour : 
Dt ellie lg ood Hornes,snd knows a0 end bar shy pepe tehrspprs keer 
chem, Well, chat is che downe af his wife, ‘tis sone Ref. And his kifling is as fal of 
of Bis owne getting ; hornes, euen fo poore men alone: | Asthetouch of holy 











As you 
of caft lips of Diana: 6 
aot more religioullic 
is in therm : 
(yweare hee would come chis 


Cel. Hee hach boughs 
= of winters fifterbeod 
of 
Rela. Ben why did 
é comes not? 
Cel. Kise cestsialy chete le ao eruah ba ben 


: id Mea ee ; 
Cal. Yes, thinke aired ied encrewrbeisagil 
faealer, but for his verity in loue, Idee thinke him es 


s Worme-eaten nut. 


Cal. Veuwhen he is in,but I thiake be is not in. 

Rof. You howe heard him fwesre downrighs he was. 

Cef. Wes,is not is: befides, the oath of Lover is no 
Gronger then the word of a Tapfter, they are both the 
confirmer of falle reckonings,he ectends here ia the for- 


os Ovlacde! 
Cel. Ochat's a brave man , hee wrices brane verfes, 
brane words fwesres brane cathes, and breskes 


goofe ; bac all’s brswe ches 
youth mouncs, and folly guides : who comes beere? 


the Shephesrd chee ‘dof love, 
Whe pera faring by me on the Turph, 









And the red glowe of fcorne and prowd difdaine, 
Gor hence s jictie,snd | thail coede& yor 
Ifyou will marke it, 

. O come, let vs remose, 
qeesticce ewan 
Being vs to é y 
Tle prowe 2 bufie aftor in theis play. 





Scena Quinte. 





Eucer Siluins asd Phebe, 


Sa. Sweet Phebe doc net fcorae me, do not Phebe 


Te ee eee 
la 3 the common executioner 


Whole heart th’accuftom’d fight of death makes hard 
Falls anc che axe the humbled neck, 


Bax ficht : will you fternes be 
Thane che Secs sndines bleedy drops? 





st, 
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Thee thac are che fradift, end foftef thin 
vba ete Oke : é 
$ tyrants, betchers,esurtherers. 
Now I doe frewme on thee with sil my hes 
And if mine eyes con wound, now let fit cheer 


Now couaterfeit to fwourd, why now fall downe 
Or ifchou canft not. oh for thame, for fheme, 
Tyenot, to fay mine eyes are murtherers: 

‘ow fhew che wound mineeye hath made in thee, 
Scratch chee but with 2 pin,and there remaines ‘ 
Some fcarre of ic : Leane areth 


The Cicatrice and capable 
cepes : bet now mine eyes 


pel 
Which | hewe darted a¢ thee, hurt chee nor, 
Nor I am fure there is no force io eyes 
That can doe hase. 
Sil. O deere Phebe, 



















ASA wich hy mocks, lye or, 
east pals bs 
of sri fel righ re pepten iad 





Ther 










Why whee meanes this? why do you looke on me? 
1 fee nomore in yeu then in prea 

Of Nacures fale-worke?’ods my ltlc life, 

I chinke the meanes cot 












times 8 men 

Then the s women, ‘Tis fech teyou 

Thee asskes che world fall of it}-fauourd children: 

"Tis noc her plaffe,buc you the letters her, 

Aod out of you fhe fees her felfe more proper 

Then say of herlincarments cen thow her: 

But Miftsis, know your felfe downe on your knees 

And thenke heanen, fafting, fern good mans love ; 

Por I ouft rel you friendly tn youreare, 

Sell when you can,you sre not for aif markets: 
the man mercy loge him,eeke his offer , 










Phe S ace: push: piay pou chide s¥e 
hed racher here you hide the hives, hat 
Ros. Hees falne in love with your foulneffe, & thee’ 
Pell in love with my anger. If it be fo,as fart 
As the enfweres thee with frowning lookes, ile fsuce 
Her with bitses words : why looke you fo vpon me? 
Pbe. For no ill will } beare you. 
Rof. 7 dL coed orp tara ate 
Selden! ihe you wer if wil Know my hou, 
not : if you will 
“Tris athe raft of Olises, heyehecd by: 
Will you goe Sifter ? Shepheard ply her hard : 
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¢ on haw becerr 
And be nox smeeem af ie aes conta ie, 
be (0 abus'd in fight as bee. 


Who ener lov'’dzhat low'd ave at firfl Ggte ? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe. 
Phe. Hab: whax (aift chou Sihsien? 
: am gence . 
Sil. Where euer forrow is,reliefe would be ; 
if you dee forrow at ay griefe in love, 
giting love your forrow and my griefe 
ere both extermmn'd: 
Phe, Thow halt my louc,is nor thas acighbourty ?. 
Sol. I woeld hauc yuu. 
Phe. Why chat were courtoutneffc : 
Sahsinn, the cme was,thet | bared thee ; 
And yar ie is aot, shat J beare thee love, 
Bos nce chac thou canft alle of love fo well, 
swhich erft was hefome tome 
Toicmdac callicempisy ties” 
Bur dee not looke for further recompence 
Then chine owne gledneffe shat thou art employd. 
Si. $o holy and fo perfett is my lowe, 
And } in fech 2 poverty of grace, 
Thc t thall cnnke ic a plenteous crop 
To gteene the broken cares atcer the man 
Thar the maine harveft ceapesdoule now and then 
A Gcacered bniie sad chat Ile hee vpon. 


Sit. Not very well bor I hove met nen oft, 
Aad be hath the and the bounds 
Theat che old once was Mafter of. 
Phe. Thinke nox 1 love aum,though | ask for him, 
"Tis buts peewith boy, yet he caikes well, 
Bux ae ee anaes yet wordsdo wal} 
Whe he chat {peakes chem pleafes chofe shat heares 
Ic iss pretty youth,noe very preweie , 
But fure hee’s proud,and yct his pride becomes hime 
Hec'll make a proper man: che bef thing in hun 
Is his complesion : and fafler chen bis tougue 
Did make ofence.his eye did beale ut vp : 
He is not very call, yes for his yeeres bee's call: 
His leg is bus (0 fo,and yer Lis wells 
There wasa pretty cedneffe in has lip 
A litele riper, and more luflie sed 
Then chac anise on his cheeke: 'cwas iuft the difference 
Betwiat the conftan: red,and muagled Danuske. 
There be ferme wounen Silesia had they mas ke ham 
In parceils as } did ,would hauc necte: 
To fall in iovg with him : but for my part 
[ lone hire nor, nor bare hig not : and yet, 
Hove more caule to hace hin then to love hem, 
Foe what had he to doe to chide at me? 
He faid caine eyes were black,and ay haire biecke , 
And sow I am cecmembred (corn a¢ me 8 
I masecil why I safwer'd not egsine, 
But char’s all onc : omictance 19 no quittence : 
Sle write co himm s very canting Lerter, 
And chou fhait bearc 1, wile chow Ssfasos ? 
Sd. Phebo,with all my heart. 
Phe. We write is Mra: 
The metter's in my head,andin my heare, 
I will be bitcer wich bien, end pathog thort; 


Goe with me Sala. fremnt 





eA s you 


w 1 Gad thy Cow of might, 


Colule? 
Phe. Kaworht chou the youth that (poke to mer yere- 


€ it. 
eAttus Quercus Scena Prime. 


Buser Rofalind, and Colsa, and lagues. 


e Ja prethee, pretty youth, let me better acquainted 

Ref They fey you are a melancholty fellow. 

faq. 1am ( : [ doe lowe ic better then langhing, 

Ref. Thofe chat are in extremity ofeither, sre abbo- 
munable fellowes, and betray thermfclues to every mo- 
deme cenfare worfe then drunkards. 

faq, Why, tis good to be fad and 

Ref. Why then’tis tobes 

Jaq. I hawe neither the Schollers meiahcholy, which 
is erauistion : nor the Mufithens. which is fancsfticall : 
nor the Courtiers, whichis proud : nor the Souldiers, 
which is ambitious : nor the Lawiers, which is politick: 
aor the Ladies, which isaice. nor che Lovers, which 
isall ehefe: bur it isa melancholy of mine owne, com- 
pounded of many implies extracted from many obvedis, 
sad indeed the fundne contempletion of my creueiis, in 
which by often rumwmation, wraps me ins moft bumo- 
cous (adneffe. es 

Ref. AT rauetter: by my feith have fee- 
fonco be fad ; 1 feace you haue fold pour oe Lindi, 
te fee ocher meus ; chen co haue feene much, and vo hese 
nothing, 1s to hauc rich eyes end poose hands, 

Jaq. Ves, Uhave gain'd roy experience. 

Esser Orlande. 


Rof. And yous expersence makes you fod: [ had ra. 
thes haue a faole to make me mernie, then experiznce tor 
make me (ad ,-and to trauaile for « r00. 

Ort, Good day and happinefle, dcese Refatmd. 

eat Nay then God buy you, and you calke in blanke 
verfe. 

Ref. Farewell Mounheur Traucilor ¢ looke 
lilpe and weare ftrange fuites; difable all che benefirs 
ot yous owne Countric: be out of loue with your 
naciuitie, and almoft chide God for making you that 
countenance you arc; oF | will Icarce chinke you have 
fwam ine Gundcllo, Why how now Ortende, where 
hewe yowbsnall thia while? you a lover? and you 
ferue me (ach smother incke, newer come in my fete 


more, 

Ort. My faire Rofaliad,J come within an hoere of my 
promife. 

Ref. Breake aa houres promife in lowe? bee char 
will diside s minute into s theufend perts, and breake 
but a part of che thoufand pert of a minure im the affairs 
of foue, i maybe fad of him thee Caped hath clape 
him oth’ fhoulder, ber ile warranc hire heart bole. 

Ort. Pardon me deere Refalsad. : 

Ref, Nay,and you be forardie, come no more w my 

tec I hed as leefe be woo'd of a Snaile. 

Orl. Of aSaaile? 

Ref. 1, 0f aSaaile : jolvgn paloay flowly, hee 
carties bis houfe on tus head ; a betrer ioyncture J chinke 
then you makes woman : befides,be brings his deftinie 
with bom 

Orl, What's that: 

Rof. Why hornes: w fuel at yousre faine to be be- 
holding to your wives for : but he comes armed om hil 
fortune,and prevents the (lander of tus wife. 

Ort. Vertue 





















As you 
Ori. ‘Vertue is no herne-rnabet: end ary Refalind is 


Ref. Avdl Sefalind, 
A om your 
Cot. %x phates bien co call you (0: bur be hath a Roje- 
Gnd of a bewer leere then you. 

Ref. Cosse, @oce me, wooe mee 1 for now I am m 8 
hholy-dey bamor, and like enough to confent : What 
would you fay to me now, and I were your veri, verie 


were 
cahon to kiffe: vere good 
they will fpit, aad for lovers, lacking (God wane vs) 
qatrer, the clesnbeft thift is co kiffe. 

Ort. How sf the kiffe be denidg ? 

Ref. Then the puts you to eatrestic,snd there begins 
sew meatier. . 

Ori. Who could be out, being before his beloucd 
Miftris? 

C Merrie chet heeld you if I were your Mifiris, 

cal thiske my hence rankes thea my wit. 

Ori. What, of my feite” 
a Notou ef your spperrell, end yet owt of your 


Amoot! your Refalind ! | 
Ort. {cake Come toy to fay you sre, beeaule I would 


sarge Hea 
Ref. Well, inher perfoo,! fay I will not beee yous 
Ort. Then in mine ewne perfon, I die. 

” No faith, die dy Astorney : the poore world ts 
almofi fix shoaland yeeres eld,and ia all chie time chere 
was ect anie man died in his owne petion (vadeficer) in 
alous caule : Tredeaphad his braines dsth'd ont witlra 
Grecian club, yet he did what hee could co die before, 
and he is one of the parternes of love. Leandi7 he would 
hase liu'd macie a faire yeere thoagh Hero had turn'd 














(good bar sr bee poring chat him in [ding 
lefpont, eing taken with ampe, was ‘d, 
ang che foolifh Chronocters of chat age, found it was 
Here of Ceftos. Buc chefe are all lies, men haue died 


froen cime to time,aad wormes have eaten them, but nor 


far loue. 

Orl.1 would not heue my right Refelead of this mind, 
for 1 peoreft her frowne might kill me. 

this hand, it will noc kill sflie: but come, 

now I wi Led proper taor-pr a 
pofaion: sad aske me whee you will J will grane x. 

Ref. Yes faich will 1,frideves and (cerdates,and ell, 

Ort. And oils chon have me? 












Refatind, Why thea , canene defire too mactiof's 
goed thing : Come fer , you fhail be the Prie#t, end 
aa Whar des you 





che 
Bef. vommebe will you Orlando, 
Ca Gos ceo: wil you Oriasde hsuc to wife this Ro- 


Ort, Iwill, 





Non; if ichad notbin fora hot Midfomer-night, for | 


‘mend mee , end by all protty exthes tbat are nor dange- 






it. 
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Ord Voy no she 
now 0s lak as marsie 
Ps a as fey, I ake thee, Refatied fe 


goes before the Pricft, and cercamely « Wocnens 


Ort. So do ali choughis,ciey are wing'd, 

Rof. Now tcllme how Sin poe wena teas ees 
emyoorcion: her? 

» For ener, and a day. 

Rof. Say a day, withous the ewer: 00,no Orlecde,men 
are Aprill when they woe, December when they 
Maides are Msy when they sre maides,buc che s 
ges when they are wives: I will bee more i 
thee, chen a Barbery cock ouer bis hen, mere 
clamorous then a Parrec againft reine, more pew-fang- 

dy Samy defces, then e mon- 
key 2] will weepe for nothing, like Dieva in tbe Foun- 
taine, 6c I wil do chet when you ere difpoe'd to be messy: 
I will laugh like o Hyen,end thet when thou act inclin'd 
to 


Ori, But will my Rofalind doe bo? 
Ref. By my life, the will doe se 1 doe. 
Ort. OC but the is wife, 


Res. Ox elfe thee couldnos have che wie to deg this : 
che wifes, che ¢ make the doores vpos s wo- 
pasar hecsce te lal marae fvee chat, and 
‘cull owt at the key-hole : ‘coll Die 
Sea Re aa maga, 

. Amant e wife wih fach e 
(ay, wit whether wilt? 

Ref. Nay, you might keepe thet checke fortz sD) you 
gact your wines wit going to yeur neighbours bed, 

Ort. And whet wit could wit hane,to excufe char? 

Ref. Marry to fay, the csme to feeke you there : you 
fhaft-neuet take her without her snfwer,valeffe you talte 
her without her ¢ :; 6 that woman ther csanot 
sake ber foul her s occafion, jer her never nurfe 
her childe her f{elfe, for the will breed ic Ifke a foole. 

Orl. For thefe two houres Refalinde,I wil lease thee. 

Rof. Ales deere lowe,J cannot lacke thee two hevres, 

Ori. lrauft attend the Duke st dinner, by twos clock 
L will be with chee agaiac, 

Rof, l.gee your waies, goe your weles: | bnew whaz 
you w , my teldmec esmuch, and! 
thought no leffe : that flarcering tongue of yours wonne 
me : ‘tis but one caft away, and fo come death : twoo’ 
clocke is your howre. 

Onl. 1 {wee Refalind. 

Ref, By my troth, and in good emneft, end fo Ged 


wed 
chan- 


tous, if you breake one sot of your promi fees come one 
snnete behinde your houre, I will thinke you the mo 
pasheticall ife, and che moft hollow lower, 
ead the moft enworthy of her you call Refalede, thee 
ensy bee chofen out of the grofic band of the vnfaith- 
fell : cherefase beware ay cenfure, sod keep your pro. 


mife. 
Or! With nolefiereligion, then if thoo wert indeed 
Fe 
7 Ww 2 ime is Tuftice that r 
ee ke ee Hey 
Col. Youhsue fimply d out fexe in your loue- 
prate : 





_ 


: we mult have your doublet and hole plackt oucr 
your bead, end thew che world what the bird hach done 
co her ovene nical. 

Ref. O coer, coz,cor : my prerty litrle coz, that thou 
didft know how many fatheme deepe I aro in love : but 
ae cannot bee founded : my effeftion hath an enknowne 
borcome, like the Bay of Porrugell. 

Cel. Or rather bocromicfle , chac as faft 88 you poure 
effeion in, in runs out. 7 

Ref, No, that fame wicked weftard of Vrams, thac was 
begot of thoaght, conceiod of {pleene, and borne of 
madneffe, that blindesafeally boy, chat sbufeseuery 
ones eyes, becaule his owne are ous , let him bee sudge, 
how deepe! am in Joue : ile tell thee Abewa.] cannot be 
out of che Aght of Orlende : Ile goe finde s fhadow, and 
Gigh till he come. 


Cel, Aad lle Geepe. Excant, 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter leagues and Lords, Forvefier:. 


Jaq. Which is he thac killed the Deare? 

Lord, Sit. wast. 

Seq. Let's prefent him-co the Duke like a Romane 

our, and it would dee well co fer the Deares 

horns vpon his head, for a branch of viQory ; have you 
20 pes besa for chis pur pofe? - 

Lord. Yes Sit. 

Jag, Sing it:’ts ne macter how st bee intune, fo it 
make noy{c enough. 


Muficke, Song 

Dhar fhall be bane that bd the Deare? 
His Leather skin pad bornes to weare : 
Thee fag bsme home she reff foal beare thes burtben; 
Take then ne [corne (0 weare the borne, 
low acreft na waft berne , 

fathers father wore st, 
pe thy father bore it, 
The berec she borne she lufty berva, 
Ss wat a thing to lang te feornc. 





Scene Tertia. 





Eater Rofalind and Cole. 
Ref. How lay you now,is it nox peft two a clock ? 
Aad heere much Orlasde. 
Col. i warepat you, with pure lave,& troubled brain, 
Enter Sslmsses, 
He hath Canc his bow and arrowes,and 1s gene forth 
To ficepe : looke who comes heere. 
Sd. My errand is to you, fare youth, 
My gencto Phebe, did bid mee give you this: 
] know oot the contents, but as! gueffe 
By the ferne brow,and wafpith afiion 
Which the did efe,as fhe was wricing of it, 
Ie bearcs an angry tenure; pardonme, 
Lam but as a guilcieffe meflenger. 
Ref Patience her felfe would fanle at chis letter, 


ae 


202 | c's you like it. | 


And play che fwaggerer, beare this beare all : 
Shee fares I sem not faire,thac I Jacke manners, 
She calls me proud, and that {ne could not lous me 
Were manesrare as Phenia: od’s my will, 
Hes loue ss not the Hare shat! doe hune, 
Why writes fhe fo:0 me? well Shepheard well, 
This iss Letter of your owne deuice. 
Sd. No, I prote®,] knew nos the concenes, 
Phebe did write it. 
Ref. Come,come,you are a foole, 
And twrn‘dinto the extremity of loue 
1 fow her hand, the has aleatherne hand, 
A freeftone coloured hand : ] verily did thinke 
Thac her old gloues were on, but twas her hands: 
She has a hufwives hand, buc chat's no maccer : 
I fay the never did inuent thus leccer, 
This is a mans sovention, snd his hand. 
Sid. Sure st is hers. 
Rofo Why risa boyNerous ands cruel tile, 
A file for challengers ; why, the defiesme, 
Like Turke co Chriftian : vvomens gence bra:mte 
Could not drop forth fuch giane rude ravention, 
Such Echiop weords, blacker in their effe@ 
Then in chest countenance: veill you heare the levces ? 
Sel, So pleafe you, for] neuer heard it yecs 
Yecheard coo much of Phebes cruelue 
Rof. She Phebes mes marke how the tyrant verces. 
Read. Arc chee gud, to Shepherd turn 4? 
Tha:  masdens beart bath bere d. 
Cana vvoman rarle thus? 
Sed. Call you this caslng? 
Ref. Read. why, thy godbead lard c parr, 
War’ ft chou with « womss.s heart? 
Did you ever heare fuch railing ? 
Whsles the ege of man dod wooe me, 
That conldde no vengeance to me. 
Mesning ac 8 beatt. 
[f whe foorme of yoser brig be come 
Hame power so rasfe {uch lone te anne, 
AM lacke, om me, what firange Fell 
Would they works in milde afpe? 
Whales you chsd mse, | did lone, 
Hew then anglot your prasers moms? 
He thas brings the 
Lole cuewes thas Lowe om me: 
ane ae feale vp thy minds , 
Moerher that thy youth andksade 
OA the fantbfull offer take 
Of me, end all that | can make, 
Or elfe by bam any lowe deme , 
Aad then Ile fiudse sow te dee. 
Sel. Call you chis chiding ? 
Cet Alas poore Shepheaed. 
Ref. Doe you pitty him 2? No, he deferves no pitty? 
walt thou love (uch a woman ? what to make thee ap 1n- 
ftrumenc.and play falfe {traines vpon thee / not to be ene 
des'd. Well,goe your way co her ; ( for I fee Louc hath 
made thee s tame imake) and tay this coher; Thacifthe 
loue me, ! charge her co love thee : if the wallnot, I wall 
never have her,wnieffe chow swnireat for her: if you bee a 
true loucr hence,and not a word ; for here comes more 


company, Ext Sd. 
Esser Olener. know) 

Olu, Good mocrow, faire ones: pray yo (ifyou 
Where in the Puslews of this Forreft, r 


5 lone to thee, | 








a- 


Asyouliker. 


pete’ 6 rh wuhin. by 
Ob. raiibdeed aap atongoe, 
Thea fhould | know you by defeription, 
ds Gach enh is Fartey 
Of femal feurcue, and obs 
Like sripe ter : che woosn low 
And browoer chen bes brecher : ere nor you 
The owner of the hoofe I asd segs ies 
Cel. It is no boeR, being ask'd,to fey we are. 
Oh. ee both, 
And cothat youth hes calls his Refaleed, 
He fends this bloady napkin ; ere you he? 
B- Jam : what moft we vaderftend by chis? 

. Some of wy Charac,if you will know of me 
Whae men f san,20d how, sad why,end where 
This hendkercher was Rain‘d. 

Cel. I pray you cell x. 
Oli. When laft che yong Orlande parted froto you, 
He lefc » promife to reverne 
Within an houre,sad pacing h the Forref , 
Chewing the food of fweet snd biter fancie, 
Loe evbat beset : he chrew his eye afide, 
And marke vvhat obie€ did prefenc it Gife 
Vader sn old Oake, whofe bows were mofs'd with age 
Aad high cop,bald with drie anciquitie: 
Awrerched ragged man,ore-growne with haire 
Lay fleepi od beck ; abour his necke 
A ao gvilded (nake bad wreath'd x felfe, 

with her head ,oimble in chreacs approach’d 
The opening of his mouth : but fodainly 
Seeing Orlande, it enlink'd it (cife, 

Aad with indenred glides, did {lip sway 
Inco a buth, ender which dbuthes thade 
A Lyonnefe. wich vdders all drawne drie, 
Lay cowching head on ground, with cachike watch 
When tbat the fleepsng man thould (lire ; for ‘tie 
The roysll difpoficion of chee bealt 
Toprey on oorhing chat doth feeme as dead: 
This feene. Ortends did spproech thermsan, 
And found ic was his brocher,hrs elder brother. 
Cel. OT have heard him fpeeke of chet tame brother, 
Andhe did render him che moft vanecurall 
That tiu'd emongft men. 
Oh. And well he might fe doe, 
For well] know he was ennaturall 

, But te Oviando: did he leave hin there 

Foed to the fuck'd and hungry Lyonneffe ? 
Ob. Twice did he carne his backe, and purpos'd fos 
But kindnefle nobler ever then revenge, 
AndNacure ftronger chen his ft occafion 
Made him give bactell to che Lyonnefles 
Who quickly fell before hum,in which hurcling 
From miferabie (lamber I aweked. 
Cel, Are you tus brother ? 
Rof. Was'cyou he refeu d? 
Col. Was's you that did (0 oft coneriue co kill him ? 
Ok. Twas 1: but ‘tis act! : i doe noe thame 
otell you whee J was, fincemy conuerfion 
So (weeetly the thing I am. 
Ref, But for the bloody napkin? 
Ob. By and dy : 
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When from che fic v0 Inft berwizs vs wwo, 
Teares ous recouncmencs had mo kindely bath'd, 
As how I came inte that Defert place. 
Wis tahini Boke, 

gave me aray and encertainnent, 
Cocnmitsing me vito my brethers lowe, 
Whe led me inflansly vnto his Caue , 
There ftsipt hienfelfe, and heere vpon his arme 
The Lyonneffe had tome (ome fieth away . 

ar & 


Which all chis while had bled ; and aow 
Aad cride in fainting Rofalinde, 
Beicfe,! recoucs'd vp his wound 


Andafter fome frnall (pace, being Arong oc heart, 
He fern: me binher, (saniger as] ii 


To tell this Rory, chac you might excufe 
His broken promife,and to gine this n 
Died in this bleud, ento the Shepheord youth, 
That he in fpors doch call bis Refalend 

(el. Why how now Geatmed, (weet Gawmed. 

Oli. Many will fwoon whea they doloek on bleud. 

Cel, There is more in it ; Cofen Gandwed. 

OG. Looke,he recouers. 

Ref. i would I were at home. 

Cel, Wee'll lead you thither : 
I oe Raa i ~ yolk iobcanpe 

. Beo c outh: 
You lacke s asta Weak ’ = 
Ref. 1 doe fo, I confeffeies 
Ah,futa, sbody would chinke this wae well counterfer- 
ted, J pray yoo tell your brother how well J counterfei- 
ted : heigh-ho. 
Olt, This was not coumerfeit, there 19 00 great te- 

—— in your complesion shat 1t was 8 patlion of ear- 
ne 


Ref. Covneerfeic, f affure you. 
O84. Well chen,coke a good heart, and counterfeit 10 
be aman. : | 
Ref, Sol does bur yfaish, I fhuuld have beene s woe | 
se A fooke psler and | 
Cel, jou sler and paler: ou drew 
heme wards : good fir, A akee: er i 
Olr, That will f sfor f molt beore anfwere backe 
Hew youescule my brother, Rofeland. | 
Ref, Bthall devife fomething : bus I pray you com. 
tread my counterfeiting co him ; will you gor? 


Exeaat, 





eA tlus Quintus, Scena Prima. 





Eater (towne and Andie 


Claw, We thall tinde a ume Awdric, patience gen 
tle Awd. 

Awd. Faith the Pricit was good enoogh, for sll the 
olde gentiemans faying. 

Clew, Amolt wicked Sic Ofer, Awdrie,a mon vile 
CHar.ext, Bur Awd, chese is o youthheere inthe 
Forreft ayes claime coyou. 

Awd, |, know who ‘tis: he hach nolasereft tn mee 
inthe world here comes the man you meane 


Ester Wilkam, 
Cia, Sets meac end driake 10 me ce fee a Clowne, by. 
ny 


eS 
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rc dighoey at ay bser tamara atti 
swe 


Aiud, God y* good eu'h W.fiem, 
rill, And eu'ato you Sir, 
Cle. Good ev'n gentle ftiend. Cover thy head, couer 
ins ¢ bee eoues'd. How olde are pou 
? 


peg trcbecckar ahah a 
: Ie chy name Wim? 
Ge Magee: 


Cle. A faire nanse. War'e boroe ith Ferreft heere? 

wid. 1 fe, I chanke God, 

Cle. Thanke God: A good salwer : 

Ast rich? | 
nu oe fir,fo,fo. ig 
e i? cod,v Al excelleat 3 
sad ge: kin oae. os bee (as oo . 
Art chou wile? 

wid. 1 Gs, I heuee prertie wit. 

Cle. Why, thou feilt weil.I do now remember a fay- 
lng 1 The Poole doth thinke be is wife, but the wifernan 
knowes himfelfe so be s Foole. The Heathen Philofo- 

her, when he had 0 dcfirc to cate aGrape, would open 
* ips when he put ic imo his mouth, mesaing chere- 

, sheet Grapes were made to cate, end lippes tu oped. 

ou do lowe this mald? 

wis. \do hi. 

Glo. Give me your bspd 1 Ant chou Learned! 

wil, No fir. 


No fir. 

Cle, Then learne this of me, To hene, is to have. Pos 
itis 0 figurein Rhetoricke, thee driat ser, lpn ect 
of hig Frage aaegl te ha theone, doth empty the 
other. Feral) your Writers do confent, thet o/¢ is bee: 
new yee crenot @/, for ] om he. 

wid. Whichhe fir? 

Cie. He Ge, thet muft merrie chis women: Therefore 
Sarai abendon: which is in the vulgar, leaue the 

: 3 which in che beor:th, is compemie, of this fe- 
malic: which in the common, is woman: which toge- 
thzer, is, abandon the fociety of chis Female, or Cowne 
thou perifhed: or to chy becter enderflending, dyeft ; of 
(to wit) I kill chee, make thee away ,trenflece thy life io- 
to »thy Labertie into boadege: | will desle in poy- 
fou with thee, oz in baflinedo, os io fleeles I wi beady 
with chee in faGion, I will oresrun chee with police: J 
will kill thee humdred and fifty wayes, therefore trem- 
bie and depert, 

Aud. Do good ¥iiian. 

Wik, God reft you mercy fir. Exte 


Eater Corin. 
Cor. Our Mafter and Miftreffefeekes you: come 8- 
wey,awey. 
Cle. Trip Audry, trip Andry, L estend, 
Usetend. 








Excan 
Scena Secunda. 
Or}, Ist @, thet on Ce liscle acqueimetsnce you 


y 
Ghould like her ? that, but feeing, you fhould love her? 





As you like i. 


And loulng woo? end wooing, fhe thould graunt? And 


will pattems to eeiey te 

OL, Nester al he gid dine ofa eons the 
poche aor tere i plc 

tng, nor ine ¢ ae t with mee, | lewe 

‘Atwna : fay with bes, chat 

Ls fusoahdy ar hanes hcg yr“ aberasaitod ie 

good : for my fax 

was old Sir Rawland: will | eftere vpon you, end heece 

lwe and die e Shepherd. 


Enter Rofetind. 


- Orl. You hove avy confene. 

Let your Wedding be te morrow: thither will I 
ae aids pone all's concenged fellower: 
50 you, and prepare Ahena; for loohke 
Heese comes my Refalinde. es 
God [ave you brother. 

Ol. And you faise Gites. 

Ref. Oh my deere Orlacde, bow le greeues me to fee 
thee wease thy hears in a (carfe. 

Ori, It\s ny arrve, 

Ref. I thought chy heart hed beene wounded with 
the clawes of a Lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, bat with the eyes of par ba 

Rof. Did your brother tell you how | counsesfeyred 
to found, when he fhew‘d me your handkercher ? 

Ort, 1, and grester wosdere then thet. 

Ref. O, iknow where you are: nay, tistraes there 
was never ey thing fo fodeine, bet thefignt of two 
Rammes,and Cofers Thrafonicall brageeat | ceme,few, 
and overcome, For your brother. and my Gfter,no foe 
ner met, but they look’d : no fooner tock'd, but they 
low'd ; no fooner lou'd, but rhey figh'd :no fooner figh'a 
but they est’d one snother the resfonsno fooner knew 
the bur chey fought the reaedrer ead in thele 


ened wee together. Clubbes 


em, 

Ovi, They shall bemsrried to mecrow : 00d I will 
bid the Deke to che Nuptiall. But O,bow bitier a thtog 
itis, to looke lato bappines through another mans elere 
by fo much the more thall I to motrow be at the height 
of heart hessineffe, by how ntuch | thal thinke my bro» 
ther happie,tn heuing what he wifhes for. 

Ref. then to morrow, I ceanot feruc your taroe 
for Rofalud , 


Ori. } can Tue no longer by thioking, 

Rof. I will wearie you then no longer with idle tal. 
king. Know of inethen (for now I [peake to fome pur- 
peti I know you ere a Gencleman of good concent: 

ka this, thet you fhoald beare a good opinion 
of my knowledge: infomueh (J fey) 1 now you are:nei- 
ther do J labor tar s grester efleeme then may in foe 
lictle meafure drew a beleefe from you, te do your felfe 

ood, and aot ro grace me. Beleeve then, if you pleefe, 
that Scen do ftrangethings ¢ | have fince! was three 
old conuerft wich « Aaagiien, moft prefound in 

is Art, and yet noc demasbla Ifyou do loue Rofalunde 
fo neere the hart, 9¢ your ctres it out: when your 
brocher marries Ahena, ow martwher.! knew in- 


to whe: Straights of Fertanc theis driven. sodit is for 
lenpofhible co me, if n spp este act inconvenient to you, 


aad without et, 
Ovt. pee ? pai 
. By ony life! do, which] cendet deerly, rhoug 
fee lone Magen Vuscieccpal peal ease 
ray, bid your friends : for sf you will be mactied to mor- 
revw, you fhall: ead co Rofalnd if you will. 
Emer Siheias & Phebe, 


Cla. Byer troth well met . come,fir, At, sada fong. 
a.e. We are for you. ht ith middie, 
12a. Shel we clap toto’t roundly, without henking, 
or loge or faying we ere hoarfe, which ere the 


toa woree. 


Looke,here comes a Lover of sine, oJ 8 lover of hers. 2.Pe. } faith, yferth, end both ia a tane fhe two 
Phe. Yoath you hate donc me much rngentenefit, | gipfics cn sherfe. 
To thew the lewer chat I writ co you. par, 
Ref. Ucarc oc if Thane : ics my fudle povtirangkeprepa.ty 
To feeme fable wn to yous albey, onda be, aed a bey nonine. 
Lipa iss « feehfel hecheee d, Thas o've lee corne dase 
Looe hate ,Joue erlpdaeii at Ei Freie ene rely Cong i 
Phe. fhepheard cell this youh ‘ue co lowe wren Birds do fong vey dong « ding feng 
Saf. 1c te w bell made of faghes and teares, Swees Leners lene the fpe ing, 
And fo am 1 for Phebe. Aad tervofere toke tbe nan, 
Pte. And | for With 0 bey oh 4 be,and a bey nena, 
Ort, And! fox : For lene crowned with the prime, 
Ref And \ fer no women. de fpreeg sense (Ge. 7 
Sef. 1030 to be all nade of faith end feruice, 
And fo em] for Phebe. Beiweene the acres of the Rie, 
Phe. And \ toc Gavived. vorth a hey and 2 he sf abey nenize: 
Ovi. And I for Refahed. Thefe preiise Country folky would lin 
Ref. And | ber a0 woman, da [pring tome ic. 
Sal, Vers to be oll mode of featohe, 
All medeef pathon, and 3!) made of withes, This Carrol they bezan tha: beme, 
All edoretion, ducie, and obferuence, Wath a bey anda be, & abeynenme : 
Ail buenbicneffe, sil pscrcace, and impaticnce, How that a life was but a Flower, 
All purrtc, all errall, all obfereance » fn pring some, ac 


And fo em } for Phebe. 
Pha. Aad (o 20 | for Gonkued,. 
Ori. And fo em! for Rofalind. 
. AndTo wm I for né woman. 


Cl. Trely yong Gerelemen, though chere ves ne | 
Gress matcer in the ditcie, yet } note wae very vmaneble 
8.P2. you sre decaiu'd Sir, we kept ime, we left net 


Phas. If thes be fo, why blame you me to lour you? eur time. 
Sef. Hfthas be fo, why bleme you me to lowe you? Clo, By my droth yer: court ic but time lof to heere 
Ort. i thisbefo,why blame you me to louse you? fuch 3 foolith fong. 


buy you, 1nd God mend yeue 
Ref, Why do you fpeske tog, Why blame you mee dacemt. 
ae lowe you. 

rit scape et paar tas 

: yeuno more of thus, ‘tis hke the howling 

of Inth Ween opaelbe Moone: I willhelpe you 

Wi cae :] would louc you sf! could : To marrow mect 

mc akogether: 1 wil mane yoo, fever! mane Wo- 


voices, Come Andie, 





Scena Quarta. 





men, ond lic be starricdsomersow : | will forrsGe you, 
fener | fecis6'd atan, and you thal bee married to mor- 
row. Iwil content you, if whee pleales you coments 
yes, and you thal be mestiedte morrow: As you love 
Rofalend weet, es you lowe Phsbe men, ond as I love no 
wornen,le met : fo fore you wel : Lhanc left you com- 
wrends. 


Sd. The not feile, ifT live. 


i 








Aad. 1 do defice tc with all my beasts ond I hope itis 
ae dithench defire, co defre to be s worsen of y world? 


Ewer Duby Senter, Aarpem, lequet, Orian. 
de, Olexor, Cele, 
Da.Sen, Doft thou beieeue Orlande, thet the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promifed? 
Orl. 1formeimes do beleeve, and formimes do not, 
As chofe that feere they hope, and know they feere. 
Emer Refalinde, Stina, & Phebe, 
Ref. Patience once more,wliles our cSpedl is wig'ds 
Vow fay, if I bring in your Rofeleade, 
You wil beftow her on Orlands heave ? 
Du.Se.Thet would I,had I kingdoms ro give with hir. 
Ref. And you iy you wil have her,when I brieg hir? 
Ont. That would !, were! of al! kingdomes King. 
Rof. Yow fey. you! merrie me if I be willing. 
Pbs. That will I, thoold I die the houre efter. 
Ref. But if you do refafe co marrie me, 
You'l give your felfeto thie mo ferchfull Shepheesd. 
Phe. Sois the bargninc. 
Rof. You fey chet you hewe Phebe if the will. 
x Sd. Thoughto have bes and death, were both one 
Ing. 
. $ Ref 
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yoor erord Silsins, that you] manic her 
if he cefufe me, ond from hence J ge 
Tomake thefe doubts sll even. Exit Rof. aad Celia. 
DuSea. | do remember sa this (nepheord boy, 
Some lively couches of my deughcersfauour. 
Ort. My Lord, the ficit cime thae | cues Gow him, 
Me thought he wes o brother to your daughter : 
But my A Tres Lord, this Boy is Farreft borne, 
And hath bin tater din the rudiments 
Of — Nudies, by his vnckle, 
Whoa he seports to be a great Magitien. 
Enter Clrwne and Andrey. 
Obfcared ia the circle of chis Forveft. 
. There is fare another fleod rowsré, ond thele 
are comming tothe Aske. Here comes apeyre 
oon ftrange beafts, which in all congucs, sre cail'd 
les. 


Cle. Salecation and grecting to you all. 

baq. Goodmy Lerd, bid him welcome ¢ Thiste che 
Morley-minded Genciernan, thar | haec fo oficomet 
the Forreft: he bath bin s Courtier he fweeres. 

Che. any man doubt thar, fet him put meeto my 
rs ion, | trod ameatore, ! hauc flattred s Lady, 

have bin politicke with my friend, fmooth with mine 
enemic, | have vadene theee Tailors, 1 have had foure 
s,and like to hauc fought one. 

faq. And how was that yl ? 

Cle, Faith we met, and found che quarrdl was vpon 
the feuench caufe 

leq. How feucash cule? Goodmy Lord, Sike thie 

ow. 

Du Se, Like hem very well. 

Cle, God'id you fer, I defire you ofthe like: I preffe 
in heere fir, A the reft of the Country copulaciucs 
co (weare, end to forfweare, according ss manage binds 
and blood breakes : s poore virgin fir,on il-fanor'd thing 
fs, bus mine owne, 3 humour of mmne fir, to cake 
that uatno man elfe will : sich honeftic duels lhe a ms 
fer fit, ina poore houfe, ss yout Pearle m yout foule oy- 


cre 
Dw.Se, By my faith, hets very (wift,and fententious 


a According co the foolcs bolt fir, and fuch duicet 
3. 

Jaq. But for the feeenth caale. How did you fade 
che quarreil on the fevcath caufe ? 

Cle. Vpoa s lye, fenen times remeerd : per your 
bedie more feeming Audry) #5 chus fir Idi difiike the 
cur of 3 certaine Courticrs beard ; he fent me word, if 1 
(eid his beard was not cut well, hee wasin che minde it 
wae: thisiscall'd the ectort courteous, If I fene him 
word egaine, it was not well cut, he wold fend me word 
be cur it ro pleafe hienfelfe:chis is call'd che quip modeft. 
Magaine, it was nos well cuc,he difabled my iudgment : 
his is called, the reply churtifh. If sgeine it was noc well 
cut, he would anfwer I (pake not crue: this ss call’d che 

evaliane. Ifagaine, is was not well cut, he wold 
fey, lie : this is call'd the counter-checke querrelforms 
and fo ro lye ciecumftentiall snd the lye dire. 

faq. Aad how off did you fay hus beard was o0¢ weil 
cur 


» 
Cle. Ldurft go ne farther then che lye clreomfagrial: 


Pere Gan you nominate ia order new, the degrees of 


O fir, we in print, by che beoke : 
REL orbal fish erp eget Ppa cathe ac- 
TE a eG. the fecond, che 
ommodcht : ¢ s Charlifh the feerth, 
the Reproofe valiant : the Git, te Counearchecke quar- 
blarepre rare Pa clecumftence : the fes- 
we ye diced : ¢ you mey evoyd, bur the 
Lye dire€ : and yourmsy sucide thar teo, with an If. 3 
rl par ea ne ea 
when the parties were met themfelues, one of them 
th but of an If; as if you fide fo, chen I feide fo: 
and they (hooks heads, end [wore brothers. Your 3£ te 
the onely pesce-maker: much vertue in if. 
Seq. le noc chis o rare fellow my Lerd ? He's as good 
ee 
.Se.He vies his 8 ftalking-hecfe, end 
der the prefentacion of that he thoors hie wit. ies 


That thot mighsft 
hy te a brars wisbe ae ee 
. To youl gue my fette, fog I am 
To you I gine my Ee . for I em yours. Me 
Da.Se \f chere be cruth in fight, you are my deughter, 
Orl. If there be crutch in fentgou are tay Refalend. 
Phe.lf fight & fhape be crue, why then my love adieu 
Ref. Ue haue no Father, if you be noche a 
Ie have o0 Husband, ifyou be noche: 
Nor ne‘re wed woman, if you be not thee. 
Hy. Peace hoa: I barreconfehoa, 
‘Tis awh make conclefon 
Of chefe moR Rreage events t 
Here's cight that maft rake hands, 
To ioyne in Hymens bands, 
3fceuch holds crue coorents. 
You and you, no croffe thal part 3 
You and you, are hart in hart : 
You, to his loue muft sccord, 
Orhese s Woman to your Lord. 
You and you, are fure ¢ , 
Asche Winter to fowle Weather ; 
Whiles s Wedlocke Hymne we fing, 
Feede your (elues wich quefti . 
That reafoo, wooder may dimial 
How thes we met, and thefe chings Gall. 


Seg. 

ws great [nues crewne, 

WO bchod bond of bord and bo 

‘Tu Hyman 1 encree towne, 

High wedlecks be benered ¢ 
Hener , bgh bever aad renewas 
To Hysaca, Ged of enory Towns. 


Du,Se. O my deere Neece, welcome thou art en ne, 
Buen dougher welcome, in no lefie degree. ae 





1 oat Cane be | 


. As you like it. 
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Phe. | wil act eace ny word, new art mac, 3-2re, Heath, 


Thy faich, my fencix co thee dock combine, 


Enter Segond Brerbcr. 
3.Bre. Let we nsec audience for s wesd or two: 
Tem che fecond fonne of ald Se Raled, 
Thac thefe tidings to this faire affermbly. 
Dusks Fr hearing how thet ewerle dey 
Men of great worth reforted to this ferreft. 
Addrela a mightie powes, which were on Foerc 
Ia his owne condud, pyrp tacsle 
His brothe: heere, and put him co the fword . 
Aad co the skises of his wilde Wood he came; 
Where, meeting with an old Rel: gious man, 
Afcer (ome queition with him, was cooucrted 
Beth from his enrerprizc, and from the world : 
His crowne bequesching to his bamth d Brother, 
And ell cheu Lends area ba 
Thee were with heen exsi'd. This to de trve, 
Id e eny life. 
. Welcome mens 
Thou offes'& feirely co brcsbers secede : 
Tone his lande with-held, and co che other 
A lend ic felfe at large, a potent Dukedeme 
Ficft, io chs F et vs do thofe ends 
Thse heere vvece well begun, and wel be gos : 
Aad after, every of this ie number 
That hase endos'd threw’ and mg hes wish vs, 
Sbal there the goed of our rewrned forcune, 
According to Oe celare of their ftates. 
Beane time, fat get this aew-falne dignitie, 
es pve aie 
Pisy Meficke, nd you Bri Bride-groomes 
Woh meaferc heag'd ia ioy, co'ch Meafores fall. 


Sub pacieace : if] heard ighely, 
Bs Sri fd prc life, bai as 
Aad throwne lato aegiect the pompoes Court. 


Teq. To him will }: o0t of chefe conuerti 
There is much master to be heard.and learm'd ; 
you to your former Honor, | bequeath 
your patience, aud your vertuc, weil deferwes fe. 
you co s lowe, thas your true faltlydoth mene ; 
youto your land, and lowc, and great alises: 
youtoastong, and well.defereed bed: 
And youto wrsogling, for thy loung voyege 
1s but fortwo moneths vidluelld : $0 co your pleafures 
1 oem for other, then for dancing meszures. : 
Da.Se, Sray, Jaques, ftay. 
faq. To (ee a0 paftime, |: whet you would have, 
Ile fay ro koow, at your abandon‘d cave. Exe. 
De. Se. Proceed, procecd : wee'l begin thefe rights 
As we do truft, they'l end in true delighis. xa 
Ref icssnuc the fafhion to (ee the Ladie the Epi- 
logue : but it 190 more vnhandlome, thento (ce the 
Lord the Prologue. If it be true, thet pond wine needs 


no beh, ‘cs crue, that 8 poodp! E 
Yet to good wine they z ve poe ne street 
playes prowe the beteer by the helpe 


of r : 

Whar acefeamimehen, cher ssp py par ‘. 
logee, nor cannot infinaste with you in the behalfe ef s 
good play? | am act furnith’d hke a Begger, therefore 
to begge will nec become mee.’ My way isto conlare 
you, and Ile eh weope the Women. | cherge yor (O 
women for the you besre co men, to like as much 
of chis Play, es pleafe you: .\nd I charge you (O men 
for the lowe you besre to wornen /as ! perceive by yous 
oe eh So of youhates them) thac becweene you 
the women, che play sinh ‘ahd If lwere s Wo. 
meso, Iwould kiffeas tmany of you as had besrds that 
poly te, complexions thet hh'd me, and breaths chet 
defide not: And I am (ure, as msay as have good 
beards, or faces, ot (weet breaths, will for aay kind 
offer when I ineke curr‘fie,bid me farewell. Exe, 








FINIS. 








Taming of the Shrew. 


eA tus primus. Scens Prime. 





Excer Bez ger and Heftes Chr iff epbeere Shy. 


Le pheeze you infarth. 

Hef .A paice of ftockes you rogue. 

Beg. Y'ese s begeage. the Siees are no 
Regues. Looke inthe Chronicles we came 
: in with Rechard Congurver : chereture Pas- 

ws, let the world Aide : Se(fa. 







cas 
Heft. You will not pay for the glaffes you haue burt} 
. Ne, nox a deniere: go by S. Jer enrme, goe to thy 
cold bed, end warme chee. 
Heft. 1 know my remedie,| muit go fetch tbe Head- 
borough. 


Beg. Third, ot fourth, or fitt Borough, Ile snfwere 
him by Law. Dec nocbudge an inch boy: Let hin come, 
and kindly. Fslles aflecpe. 


Winds bernes, Easter a Lord from buntiag with bu traive 
Lo, Huntflman | charge chee,sender wel my hounds, 
Brach Mersman, the poore Curre isimbol, 
And coupic Clowder withthe deepe-mouth’d brech, 
Saw’A thoe nt boy how S:/ucr made it goed 
At the hedge corner, in thecouldeft teule, 
J would aac loafe.che dog ge fos cwentic pound. 
Hamf. Why Belman ss 3t goud as be my Lord. 
Me cried vpon ic at the meer loffe, 
And twice co day pick’d owt the dulleft fen, 
Trult me, {take himfor the berter dogge. 
Lord, Thou arcs Foole, sf Ecche were as fieete, 
1 would efteemc tim werth dozen fuch: 
But (up them well,and looke vnto them all, 
To morrow I intend co hone og sine. 
Hef. 1 will my Lord., 
Lerd. What's heere? One dead, os deanke ? See doth 
be breath? 
3. Hun, Hebreach's my Lord. Were he not warm'd 
with Ale, chis were a bed ba cold tofleep fo foundly. 
Lerd. Oh moattrous beaft how like a fwine he lyes. 
Grim death, how foule and loachfome 1s chine image : 
Sirs, 1 will pradtife on this drunkeo man 
Whar thinke yeu, fhe were conucy d to bed, 
Wrap'din (weer cloarhes: Rings put epon bis fingers: 
A molt delicious bangnes by his bed, 
And braue attendants neere him when he wakes, 
Weld not che beg ger chen forget himfelfe? 
3. Flun. Beleeue me Lord, I Rieke he canner chook, 
2. AT would feem (Mrange voco him when he wak’d 
Lerd. Eucn as aliac'ring dseame,os worchles fancia. 





Thea teke him vp, s0d manage well che ieft : 
Carrie him genuy to my fareft Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my vranton prdtures: 
a his eee head on warme difilled waters, 
And burne {weet Woodto make the Lod : 
Procure me Muficke readie when he mar ic 
Tomeke a dulces and s heauenly found : 
And if le chance to fpeske, be ceadic Araighs 
(And with a lowe fubrmiMfiue teuerence) 
Say, whaces it your Honor v¥il command : 
Let one atcend him veah s flues Safon 
Full of Rofe-water, and bettiew d with Flowers 
Another beare the Ewer: the thitd a Diaper, 
And fey wilt pleafe your Lordthip coole your hands, 
Some one be readic with a coftly fuite, 
And aske him whae apparrel he will weare - 
Another tell him of his Hounds and Hosfe, 
And that his Ladse mournes a¢ his difesfe, 
ances opiheh he hach bin Lunsucke, 
And when he fayes he 19, fey thac he dre 
For hess aothite buca aighak lord: =e 
This do, and do ichindly, gencle firs, 
le wilbe paftime patfing exceliene, 
Ifit be huabanded with modcfie. 
1 Hat f My Lord 1 warrant you we wil 
As be fhall chinke by our crue isigence es al 
He Der! leffe then what we fay he us. 
Take hum ep gently, end'to bed with hi 
And each one co his office when he wakes. ies 
Sound : 
Siereh, pole whae Trempet ‘cs thae found. one 
Belike fome Noble Gentlernan that meanés 
(Trauelling forme ioutney ) to repote him heere. 
Enser Serumgman. 
How now? who is ic¢ 
Ser. Ant pleafe your Honor, Players 
That offer ferusce to your Lord{hip. 


Enter Players 
Led. Bid them come necte: 
Now fellowes, you are welcome. 
Players, Wethanke yeur Honor 
Lad. Do you sncend to fley with me co might ? 
, 3-Player. So pleafe your Lordthippe co accepe out 
utie. 
Lord Wuball myheart. This fellow] remember, 


Since once he plaide a Farmers eldcft fonne, 


‘Twas where you woo'd the Genuewomen fo well: 
Ibeee forgot your name : but {ure thar part 
F Was 


The Tanung of the Shrew. 
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Was aptly heced, and macurally perform'd. lets chen beckes | ne more Reckings then | 
ee aee ie ee aed. ac more Choees shes feet nay Fomerione nore os 


Lord. ‘Tis verie true, chow did ic excellenc : 
Well you are come to me in happic time, 
The rather for ! have foe {port in hand, 
Wherein your conning csn affrft ae mach. 
There is 3 Lord will beare you pisy tonight ; 
Bat I ern doud: full of yous modefties, 
Les (ower-cying of his odde behauioer, 
For yet bes honer neuer beard 2 pizy) 
You breske into fome merrie ps fron, 
And fo offend him : for 1 tell yoo firs, 
Lf you thould file, be ¢s impartent. 
Plas. Feare net ary Lord, we cari contain our felues, 
Were he che verieft ancicke in the world. 
Lerd. Go Girre, take chem to the Buccerie, 
Aad give them friendly welcome everie one. 
Ler chem went aoching chat my houfe effoords. 
Exit one with the Players, 
Sut te Bartholmew my Page, 
And bee bien dref in oll fusces |: eplike: 
That dene, condud himto the drunkards chamber, 
And call bm Madam, dohim oberfence : 
Tell him frorn me (2s he will win my love) 
He beare hianfelfe with bonoersble sAion, 
Sach ashe hath obferu'd in noble Ledies 
Vaso their Loads, by them sccomplifhed, 
Sach dutie to che devakard let him do : 
Wieh fok lowe sandtowly curtefe, 
Aad fay ; What ie’ your Honor will command, 
Wherein your Ladse, ond hamble wife, 


To lee her noble Lord reRor'd to 
Whi for chis feace yeareshach eftecmed bin 
Ne bercer chen a poore and loachfome begger : 
And if che boy have aot 2 womans geift 
To rene s thower of comannded teares, 
As Onion wil do weil for fecha thift. 
Which in s Napkin (being clefe convei'd) 
Shall in defpight coferce a wacerie cle 3 
See this difpecch’d with all che haft thou canft, 
Reon eee Boe 

6 fortaugumat. 
paiva Lel-cdanran! shel ton 
Veice, gite, and sftioe of s ewormsn | 
Llong to hesre bien call che dreakerd husband, 
And how my wen will Atay cherfelues from laughter, 
When they do homage ce this fawple peotenc, 
Tle in co counfell chem: haply my prefenes 
May well abate the oncr-merric (pleene, 
Which ocherwife woeld grow into extreemes. 


Esser vioft the drovkadwith atradcats, fore wrth agpard, 
Palen and Ewer 6 other qperirnances fy Lord. 
Bq. Por Gods (ake s pox of (mall Ale 
Sar, Wilt pleale your Lord drink acup of facke ? 
Pile Ser, Wile plesfe yous Hoeer 1afte of thefe Con- 
? 


3 Sor. Whatraiment wil your honor weere to day, 


. Tem dpa et en 
Lordfhep: I ne're drank facke in my life: sed if you give 
me any gue me coalerves of Beefe: nere ack 


swe wast cammens Ile weere. for I have ne more dond- 


fhooes, os foch thooes as mny tors look through the o- 

gi arg ee th Hoesy 
Lead. @ this idle homer in : 

Ob chat a mightic men of fuch cifcenz, Ue 

Ofitech pand fo high efteeme 

Should be infufed with fo ry ‘ 

Bez. What woeld you make me mad? Am not | Ciri- 
fepher Slee, Ad Sic fonne of Burton-hesth, by byrthe 
Pedler, by education sCardmaker, by tranfmurstion s 
Beare-heard, 2nd now by po ® Tinker. 
Aske Adarries Hackgs the fat Alewife of Wincot,if thee 
know me not: if fhe fay I sm net nittt.d, on tbe feore for 
theere Ale, fcore me vp for chekying ft knewe in Chriffen 
dome. WU Der et Retina Pere 

3. Afan.Oh this igs that makes your Ledie mourne, 

3 Mee. Dhehis is it thae makes your fervants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred fhuas your 
As beaten hence by your ftrange Lamacie, 

Ob Noble Lord, bethinke thee of thy birth, 

Cali home chy ancient cheng hee fiom bani 

And banith hence chefe abie& lowlie dreames : 

Looke how chy ferwents do attend on thee, 

et ee 

Wil: Muficke? Haske pleics, Séafck 
Andcwemie caged Nightingales do fing, , 
Or wilt thou fleepe? Wee'l hane thee to. a Couch 
Softer snd fweeter chen the hufifell bed : 

On purpete trim’d vp far Semiramis. 

Sey chou wik watke: we wil beftrow the 

Or wils thou ride? Thy horfes thal be tsap'd, 

Thete herneffe’ all with Gold and Pessle. 

Doft chou louc hawking ? Thou hall hawkes will foare 
Abeoue the Leske. Or wile thou hene, 

Thy hounds thal! aske the Welkin enfwer thea 
pie ala pela erga 

s AdasSay courte, , laure 
As breathedScage I fleeter poli & oe. (Swit 

8 AC.Dof thow louc piGures/we wil fetch chee (traiz 
Adonis pasted by 2 runaing brooke, 

Aad Cicheres all in fedges bid, 
Which feeme to moue sad wanton with her bresth, 
Evee asche wauing fedges play with winde. 

Lord. Wee'l thew chee /e,23 the was s Maid, 

And how the was begoiled end furpeiz'd, 
As huelie "5 pale car was done. 

3: Afm.Or D renmng through s thornie 
Scratching her g thane Mulfacae Beblecae 
And at chat fight thal fed Apollo . 

So workmanlie the bload and teares are drawne, 
Lord. Thowert s Lord, and bus e Leré 

Thow he e Ladie fasre moce Benue: 

Then sny women ia this weicing age. 

1 AdanAnd til the cesses chat (he beth thed for thee, 
Like enusous fiowds ore-cun her lovely face, 

She wes the farreft creacure in che weild, 
Aad yet thee 1s infetionr to none. 

Beg. Amis Lord,ond howe | fech s Ledie 2 
Os do desley adapts dreem’d till cow? 

wot fleepe : I fee, U beore, 1 (peake : 

J mei {weet fowoers, and I feele tofe things 1 

Vpon my life f aa: a Lord indeede, 

And ect s Tinker, nor Cheftopher Slie. 

Weil, bring our Ladic hither to our fight, 

And once egaine e pot o'th fmalleft Ale. 
Sy 
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ae) eee ree Pee co wath your 


Oh how we ioy te fee your wit reftor'd, 
Oh chac once more you knew buc whet you are : 
Thefe fifteenc yeeres - have ben in e dreame, 
Or when you wak'd, fo wak'd as of youflepe. 

*3 hiteenc yeeres, by my fay, o goodly map, 
Buc did I never (peeke of sil chat time 

s Man, Oh yes mv Lord, bus verie dle words, 
Fos though you lay heere in this goodlic chamber, 
Vet would you {ay ye were beaten out of doere, 
And raile vpon the Hoficie of the houfe, 
Aad fey you woeld prefent her ac che Lecte, 
Becuol, the broughs flone-lugs and no feal'd quarts : 
Semetines you woald call our for Cocelv Hacker 

Beq. I,the womens mardc of the hoafe. 

jvmen. Why fir you know no houlc not no fuch maid 
Neer no fuch men as you have rechun'd vp, 
As Stephon Sir. and old lobe Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Tusph, and Hewy Pauper ac8, 
Aud twencie more fuch names and inen as thefe, 
Which newer were, nor no man eves faw. 


ys Now Lord be thanked fcr ny good amends, 
AL Amen. 


Enice Lady with Attendants 

Beg. { chanke thee,thou (halt not loofe by it. 

Lady. How faces my noble Lord? 

Beg. Marne | fare well,for heere 1s cheere enough 
Where is my wife? . 

La. Heere nodle Lord, what is thy wll with her? 

Beg. Are you my wife and will nar cal me husbend? 
My men fhould call me Lord, am your good-man. 

Le. My husband snd wy Lord,my Lord and husband 
Lam your wile in all obedience. 

Bez. L know it weil, whac matt I call her ? 

Lord. Meador. 

Bog. Alce Madam, ot eve Madam? 

Lord. Madam, and nowhing elfe. fo Lords cal Ladies 

Madame wife, they fay chat | heuc dream d, ° 

And (lept aboue fome fifteenc yeare o1 more. 

Lady 1, andthe rime feeme's thirty nto me, 
Being all chis time abandan d from your bed. 

Boy ‘Tis much, fervsncs leave me and her selene 
Madam vndrelle you and come now to bed 

Le, Thrice noble Lord, les me inniest of you 
Topardon me yet for a nightoriwo. 
Or if not fo, vintill the Sun be fer. 
Por your Phyfitiens have expreffely chacg'd, 
Jo perill co incurte your former msledy, 
That J (hould yet sbfene me from your bed 
Thope this reafon ftands for my excufe. 

},1t Rends fo thar | may hardly carry fo long > 

But I woald be loch to fall inco my dreames sgame : | 
wal chereforc tarrie in defpigtt of the flefh & the blood 


Eater o Mefenger. 

Mef.¥ owt Honors Players hearing your amendment. 
Are come co play 2 plesfens Comediey 
Fer fo your dogtors held « very meete, 
Seeing too mach (adneffe hach congeal'd your blond, 
And melancholly is the Nurfe of frenzse, 
Therefore they choughr ic good you heare s play, 
Aad frame your minde to menh and merriment, 
Wiweh barres 2 thoufand harmes,and lengthens life. 

Beg. Marve | will lec them play, it 1s 00 » Comon- 


of the Shrew. 


tie, o Chriftmas gambeld, or a tumbling ericke? 
Lady. No my good Lord ,1t 1s nose pleafing fuffe. || 


Beg. What, houthold fvffe, 
Lady Ivisaskinde of buftory. 
Well,welfeer: 
Come Madam wife fic by my fide, 
Aad let the world frp, we (hell nese be yonger. 


Plafe Enter Lucents, and ins men Tran. 
Las. Trawe, fince tor che great defire I had 
Te fee tare Padua, nurlerse of Arts, 
Tam arsw'd for fruitful Lembardee, 
The pleafant garden of great /raly, 
And by my fachers love and leave am erm'd 
Wich his good will, and th € ante. 
My une hiseae well sell eh mrs 
Heere let vs breach and heply inflicuse 
A courfe of Learning, and ingenrous fudies. 
Pifa cenowned for grave Carizens 
Gave me my being, and my facher fit 
A Merchant of greac Teathcke through che world : 
Vercewtee s come of the Bearrucly , 
Vincenti s fonne brvugh vp in Flerence, 
Ic hall become to ferue all hopes conceiu'd 
To decke his foreune with his vercuoes deedes: 
And therefore Trame, for the ume I fudie, 
Vertue and that part of Philefophie 
Will applic. thac creacs of happineffe, 
By vercuc {pecially co be acchrew'd. 
Tell me chy mnnde, fot I have Pr/s left, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaver 
A (hallow plath, co plunge hen in the Jeepe, 
And with facietic {cekes to quench his chicft. 
Tre (CMe Pardowate, geutic maker mine: 
Tamio all affeed as your felfe, 
Glad that you ches conrinoc your refolue, 
To fucke the fweets of fweere Philufophie. 
Onely (good mafter) while we do admne 
This vercue.and this moral! diferphine, 
Let's be no Storckes, nor no Nackes } pray, 
Or fo devore to Aritesies cheches 
As Oued; be an ovt-cat quite absurd: 
Balke — ke with acquainraince thar you hawe, 
And practife Rheroricke in your common cathe, 
Muficke and Poche vfe, roquicken you , 
The Mathematickes, and the Meraphytiches 
Fall co chem as you finde your Nomacke ferues voa. 
No profit growes, where is no pleafuretane . 
In briefe fir, fudie what you moh sffe@. 
Luc. Gramercies Trawse, well doft thou advife, 
If Beondelle thou wert come afhore, 
We could at once put vein readineffe, 
And rake a Lodging fit toentetraine 
Such frends (as time) 1m Padae thal! beget. 
But ftay a while, what companies this ? 
The, Mater fome fhew to welcome vs to Towne. 


Easer Baptiflie wish bis twe daughters, Katerma & Bi: 
Oremus a Pacelowne Hortemsee fifter re Branca, 
Laces TY ance fi and by 


‘Bap. Gentlemen imporruneme no farther, 
Fes bow I firmly sm refole d you know ; 


Thee es,net to below ongeft davehter 
bclinciisbualed. 


Ifexher of you both love Kachermse, 


i 





















Secaufe 3 haow you well, end lonc yeu well, 
Lesee thal you to court bes at your pleafure. 
Gre. To carthes rather. She's oe 
Theve,chere Herteufo. will you sny Wife 
Kase. I prey you 6r,isx your will 
Pomaskes tile of me eecngh thetewsceay 
Her. Mares maid, bow mesne you that ?. 


d. 
TraHwhs mafter heres lome toward; 
Thec wench ts tlarke med, or wel veel 


Peace 

Tra. Weil {eid Mr, mum,and gaze your fil 

Bap. Gentlemen, thac J may faorc make good 
Wher I hane (aid, Biaaca get you inn 
Andiet it not difplesfe thee good Biaare, 
For I will lowe thee nere the a See re 

Kae, A ic 1s Deft pus in the eye, 
a eae Brey ree Gages 

Dias. Sifter content you in my difconenc. 


Lx. secre a pare Adora {pesk. 
Her. 14, will you 


Bassed s 
Gre. 
(Sigaice ) for this Bead 
make ber besre the pennance of her tongue, 
Bap. Gemlemen content ye : Tam refould : 
Goin Bissve. 
And for i know the taketh moft delight 
lo Maficke, Inftraments, end Poerry, 
Schoolemafters will I keepe within my boufe, 
Fis to infiru& het youth. If you Hortexfe, 
Or fignror Gresue you know any foch, 
Preferre thon hither : for to ainaing men, 
1 will be very kisde and liberal. 
To mine owne children, in good bringing vp, 
And fo farewell : youmsy fay, 
For I base more to comanine with Biewa. Exn. 
Kate. Why, and I ruft I may go too,ay I not? 
Whar thall I be appointed houres, as thoo 
(Belike) I knew noc what to tke, 
Aad what to lesuc? Ha Pee earn geiscs 
Gre. You oto oc 3 are 
Go good heere's none will holde you: Theo lose in not 




















aii 


beheppre riuals in Biace's lows, solebour and effect 
ene s 
yi schetl pray? 
ler, Martie fie toge:'s husbead for her Sifer, 
Ore. A husband: e decil. 
Her, Ufay abuebaod. 


Gre. 1 fey,s dicell: Think’R thoe 
Pelt tot Dish rrlilapasboraahirten to 
married to hel] ? 


good fellowes in the world , ends man could light oa 
therm, would take her with all faults,end meny coough. 

Gre. Tcsanot cell : bas I bad as lief take her dowrie 
with this conditions To be whipt at che hie croffe ewerie 
morming. 

Her, Faith (es you (ey) there's mall choife in rotten 
apples : buc come, ftoce ches ber in law makes vs friends, 
it thall be fo farce foeth friendly maintain'é, till by hel- 
ping Battin: eideft daughter to a husband, wee fax his 
yongeft free fos s husband, and chen hene too ¢ afrefhs 
Swece Branca, happy men be hiedole : hee shat renncs 
faiteft, gets the Ring: How {ey you fignor Groans? 

Grem lem . aad would I had ginen hire the 
to begin his woing chat would cho 
pee woe bees ed bere end bed her, and ridde the 

of her. Come oa. 
Excuus ambe. Alang Trantoant Lacente 

Tre. I prey fis cel we, 1s it poffible 
That loue thould of 'a fodaine take foch hold. 

Las, Oh Trame, till | found ic co be crue, 

I neues chough it or likely, 
But fee, whi y 1 food 005 
I found the effe& of Loue in 

And now in plainneffe do confeffe co chee 

That eto me as fecret and ss deere 

As Aunato the Qucene of Casthege was 

Trani | bucne, I pine, I perihh Tranie, 

1f | excbiewe not this yong modefi gyrie : 
Counfasile me Tranie, for I know thou canft; 

AGA me Travnet, for | know thoe wilt. 

Tra. Mafier, it is no rime to chide you now, 
AffeGtion is not razed fromthe heart 3 
Hleue have couch'd you, naught remeines but fo, 
Redieme te cagtam quans ques niaine, 

ise Gramescies Lad : Go forwerd, this contens, 
The reft wil comfort, for shy counfels found. 

Tre. Mafter,youlook'd fo longly on the maide. 
Perhaps you mach'd noc wher's the pith of all. 

Loc. Oh yes, 1 faw fweer beautie in her face, 

Sech as the daughter of Agener had, 
Thee made yrest ene to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kift the Crecan Rrond. 

Ths.Sew you no mere? Mark’d you not how bir Gfler 
Began ro fcold, and raile vp fuch s ftorme, 

That moccs! cares might hardly induse the dia. 

Las. Tranio, | {aw her corral lips co mous, 
Aad with her bresch the did perfume the syre, 
Sacred and fweec was all I {aw in her. 

Tre: Ney, tte lea orcapae trance : 
1 aweke fic.: if loue rhe 
Brod ts scsd acs te mecheeua ee Thus it flands: 
Her elder is fo curtt and fhrew'd, 

Thac til che Pacher rid his hands of her, 
Mafter,pour Love mufi hue a maide at home, 
And therefore hasbe clofely meu’ d ber vp, 
























Becaufe the will not be ennoy'd with furers. 
Lac. Ab Tresvw, whats cruell Fathers he: 
But ast thos not aduis'd,he tooke fome care 
To gether cunning Schoolemafters to inftrud her. 
Tra. I marry am | (ir, and cow ‘ts ploteed, 
Luc. I haue it Treave, 
Tra Mafter, for my hand 
Both our inventions meet and iempe in one. 
Lae, Tell methine firtt 
Tra. Youwill be (choole-mafier, 
And vodertake the teaching of the maid : 
Thac’s your deuice. 
Las. Icis: May it be done ? 
Tre. Notpofhible : for who thal! beare your part, 
And be in Padus heere Winerntie's (ance, 
Keepe houle, and ply his booke, welcome his friends, 
Vifie his Councrimen, and banquet chem? 
Lec. Bafa, coment thee ; for | haue st full. 
We haue not yet bin feene sn any honie, 
Nex can we be diftinguith'd by our faces, 
For een or matter: ies it followes thus; 
Thou thalc be matter, Tras in my fed : 
Keepe houfe, and port, and ferua,ss } fhould, 
I will fore other be, (ome Flerentsse, 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pie. 
Tis hatch'd, and thall be fo : Trause 8: once 
Voeafe chee : take my Conlord her and closke, 
When Brondele comes, he wanes on tice, 
Bur J will charme him fief to kcepe his tomgue. 
Tra. Sohed you neede: 
Ia breefe Sic, fith te your plesfere is, - 
And 1 ere tyed to be obedient, 
For fo your father charg'd me at our parting { 
Be ferviceablc to my fone (quoih he) 
Although I chinke ‘twas in another (ere, 
Tam concent to bee Lagente, 
Becsufe fo well Houe Larentse, 
Le. Yrausbe fo, becaule Lacentee loves, 
Ard bec we'de a floue, c'atchieve thac made, 
Whole Codaine fight hath thral'd my wounded ee. 


Enter Brende be. 
Heere comes the rogue. Sirra,where haue you bin? 

Bion, Where hace I beene ? Nay hownow, where 

ere yoo? Maifter, he's my tellow Treas ftolne your 
clostbes, ot you Nolne his, or both? Pray what's the 
Rewes 
Ger. Siera come hither, ‘13 20 come to ich, 
And therefore frame your manners to che time 
Your fellow Trans heereto {aue my iife, 
Puts my apparrell and my count hance ov, 
Aad 1 for may efcape have puc on his: 
For in e quarrel fiace I came a fhore, 
Fhil'd a man,and feare 1 was defcrieds 
Waite you on him, t charge you, 31 becomes : 
While fcaske way from hence to feue my lifes 
You enderfisnd me? 
Bes. i fir, ne're a whit. 
Lae. And net ait of These in your mouth, 
Trame is chang'd into Luceatie, 

Bien, The betrer for htm, would I were fo coo. 

Tra, So could Trith boy, to havc che nest with af- 
ter, thar Lacensse indeede had Bapefas yongeft daugh- 
ser, But firra, not for my fake, but your matters, I ad- 
wife you vle your manners difcreetly in all kind of come 
panies: Whew | em afene, why then I am Thane: but ta 

























































ali places elfe, you mater Leveatie. 
Lec. Trame let's go: 
One thing more refts, thet thy (tife execute, 
To make one smong thefe wooers : if thou ask me why, 
Sufficech my reafons are both good and waighty. 
Exemt, The Prefenters ebua . 
1. Adan, My Lord you aod, you donot minde che 


lay. 
: Bez. Yesby Sane Aone do], 8 good matter furely; 
Comesthere any more of ic # 
Lady My Lord, ‘es bur begun 
Bez. Tis averse exceilene pcece ot worke, Madame 
Ladie : would ‘twere douse, They fe ard marke. 


Bueer Pacructio, end bis men Grune 

Petr, Verena, bors while I cake 4 | lesue, 

To fee my friends in Padua; but of al 
My bestheloued and approaed trend 

Plortenfie : & 1 teow chis is his boufe: 

Heere fitrs Grane, knocke J fey. 

Gru. Kuoche fir? whom thould I knocke? Is chere 
any man ha’s rebus'd your worfhip? 

Par, Villaine Ivey knocke me heere foundly. 

Gra. Knoche you heere fir? Why fit, what ami fie, 
that | fhould knocke you heere fir 

Perr, Villaine Liay, knocke me as this gare, 
And rep me well, ot Sle knocke your knewes pace 

Gra, My M'is growne quatrelfome ; 
I thould hnocke you fir®t, 
And then] know after who comes by the worft. 

Per, Wallit novbe? 
“Faith fierah, end yoo | not knocke, Ie ring te, 
Me tne how you can Sol, Fe, and fing it. 

He rungs hum by the ears. 
Gru. Helpe mifitis helpe, my ansfer is mad 
Perr. Now knoche when | bid you: tireah villains. 
Euter Horrenhe. 

Hor, How now, what's the matcer? My aide friend 
Gram, and my good friend Peiruchre? How deyou all 
at Merveua? 

Petr. Signior Hertenfe, corse you to part the fray ? 
Cooratts le ove beve rvobetre, may I fay, 

Hor, Ala ncftra casa bene vronte mule boner ara Kees. 
oe nace Petruchio. 

Rife Granee rife, we will compound this quarrel? 

Gre Nay ‘cs ne maccer fic,whac he leges in Latine 
Tf this be nox a lawful caufe fos me co fesve his fervice, 
looke you fic. He bid me knocke hia, & rap him found. 
ly fir Well, was ic fit for a ferwant to vfe his matter fo, 
being perhaps (for ought } fee)two or J chirty, 3] 
out? Whom would to God I Aad weil knock at fut, 
then had not Grwame come by the wort 

Pair, Afenceleffe villaine: good Horrenfe, 

I bad the rafcall knoche vpon your gate, 
And could not get him for my heart re don. 

Cre, Knoche at che gare? O heavens: fpebe you not 
thefe words plaine ? Sirra. Knocke me heeres rappe me 
heere: knocke me well, snd knocke me foundiy? And 
come you now with knecking at che cate ? 

Pere, Sirra be gone,or tatke not | edvife you. 

For. Petrocine parience, 1 am Crease t pledge 
Why this s hesuse chance twise him and you, 

Veour sncient truflie pieafant ferusnt Craenre. 

And cell me now (fercet friend) what heppie ge 

Blowes you to Pada heere, from old Morena? 

Petr.Such wind 80 {catters yougmen shiogh y world. 
Te 
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Teo feeke their fortunes farther then o¢ home, 

Where (mall expetienes grower but in a few. 

Signor 4. ahusie 3 wich me, 

Aatome my facheris deceaf, 

And IU haue chewft my (elfe into this meze, 

Happily co wive and thrive, a6 belt I mays 

Crewnes in my purfe | hewe,s0d goods at home, 

And fo am come abrosdte fee che world. 

Her Perrecine, fhall | ches come roundly to thee, 
Aad with thee co a fhrew'd ill.fauouas'd wife? 
Thow'dft chanke me buc 2 licele for my countells 
And yer Te promife cace fhe thell be rich, 

Aad verve sich ; but ch’sct too much my friend, 
And ile ner with thee co her. 
Perr Sigmon Horrrafe, ‘cwitt fach frends 96 wee, 
Few words (uffice : and cherefere, ifrthou know 
One rich enough to be Perraches s wife : 
Sy wealth 1s burshen of my wong dance) 
@ the as foule as wos Flerentins Lowe, 
Asold as Sde8, and as curft and throw'd 
As Socvaes Zenegpe, ot 3 vor le: 
She moves me Not, or Nat removes at leaft 
AGfettioas edge in me. Were thess as rough 
Asere the fuelling Adverts fers. 
Tcome to wiue t wealchily in Padea: 
If wealchily, then happily in Padea. 
Gra. Nay looke yoo fir, hee tels you flatly what his 
minde is: why give him Gold enoegh, and marrse him 
tos Puppec or an Agiet babie, of anoldtiot wehne'res 
eeoth im her bead, though fhe heuc 9s mane dilcafes as 
two and fiftic horfes. Why noching comes amiffe, fo 
mome comes withall. ; 
Her. Pervacteo, ince we are fieps thus fares in, 
1 wll conciave that I beoech’d in ieft, 
1 can Posrasbes belpe thee toa wife 
With weakh enough sad yong and besacions, 
as beft becomes 3 lewomsn, 

Her onely fouls, sad that is fauks enowgd, 
fe, chac the is incotles able curft, 
Aad throw’d,and froward, fo beyond ali mesfare, 
Thane were my Race farre worfes thea it is, 
3 weeld not wed her for s mine of Gold. 

Par. Hersenfe peace thou knowl nox golds effed, 
Tels me her fachers name, end ‘tis enough:: 
For I will boord her, chough fhe chide as loud 
Asthuoder, when the clouds ia Aucumne cracke 

Mor, Her father is BagtflacMaols, 
An eBable sad courteous Geniemsn, 
Her neene is Katherine Minele, 
Renown'Lin Padua for her teogee. 

Pus, | know her facher, though | know nox her, 
And he knew my decesfed father weil : 
1 wit not Neepe Horteafe tii! fee her, 
And cherefore let me be thes bold wich you, 
To grue you over at this firfl encounter, 
Vinieie you wil accompanie me thither 

Gra. | pray you Sir let hin go while che hurnor lefts. 
A rey eord, and (he Loew hori aswel as 1 do, (he weuld 
chinke isolding would doe litle good vpoa him. Shee 
gasy perbaps call hirm halle afeore Knauer, or for Why 
hat'y tothiing ; and he begin once, hee'l raile in his rope 
eroclkees [le cell poo whar fly, and fhe Aond bom bos lie 
uke Ae wilchrowa figure in hes face, and lo dishgure hi 
euhw. chart fhee thal howeno more cica io leq withell 
dies Cat: poo know ham aot (ir. 

Hee. Tartie Pevrecbie, | com go with thee, 
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For in Baptsfias keepe my cresfure is : 
He hath the lewel of my life io held, 
His yongeft danger, beoutifel Bianca, 
And her with-holds from me. Ocher more 
Surers to her ,aad riaals inmy Loue : 
Suppofing tt a thing impofhble, 
For chofe defects I before rehearft, 
That ever Karber ina wil be woo'd : 
Therefore this order hach Bagefa tane, 
Thae none (hal haue secefle vate Biasce, 
Til Katherine che Carft, have got s husband, 
Gre. Katherine the corft, 
A tcte fors meide, of all titles the wor. 
Her. Now (hal my friend Prevarhis do me grece, 
And offer me difgan'd in fober robes, 
To old Baprfaes a fchoole-mafter 
Well feene in Muficke, co inftru Biasea, 
That fol may of hia deurce az lesft 
Haue leave and leifure to make lowe ro her, 
And enfulpeQted court her by her felfe. 


Eater Creme ond Luceaty difgufed, 

Gru. Heere’sno koauerie. See, to begaile the olde. 
folkes, low the young folkes lay their heads together. 
Maier, mafter,looke about you: Who goes there? ha. 

Hor, Peace Gramio, itis the riuall of my Lowe, 
Petraches Rand by a while. 

Gramee. A proper pial Sasa an amorous, 

Grease. O very weil, | have perus‘d the notes 
Hearke you Gr, Ile have them vere fairely bound, 
All bookes of Lowe, (ee thar at sny hand, 

And fee you reade no other LeQuses to het: 

Yous me. Ouer sad befide 

Signior Baprftashiberalitie, 

He mend it with a Largeffe. Tske your pepet too, 
And lecme have them verie wel perfum'd; 

For the is fweecer then perfuene x felfe 

To whom they goto : what wil you reade to her, 

Lac, What ere I reade coher, Ile pleade for you, 
As for my patron, Rand you fo affur'd, 

Asfirmely as your (elfe were Mill in place, 
Yea end perhaps with more fucceffefull words 
Then you; valeffe you were a fcholles fir. 
Gre. Oh chislesraing what a ching it is. 
ra. Oh this Woodcocke, what an Affe it is. 
etrm. Peace fiers. ee 

Her. Cruwne mum : sue you fignior Greane. 

Cre. And you ace wel met, Si aioe Horeimpis 
Trow you whither | am going ¢ To Baptgta Afwwola, 
I promaili to enquire carefully 
About a fchoolemafter for the faire Bianca, 

And by good fortune | hauc lighted well 

On this yong man: For lerrning snd behauiour 
Fis for her curne, well read in Poetrie 

And othér bookes, good ones, | warrant ye. 

Her, ‘Tis well sand J howe met a Genslemes 

Hath promift me to helpe one co another, 
A fine Mafician co inftrudl ove Miftris, 
So thal 1 no whit be behinde mn dacke 
To feire Branca, fo beloned of me. 
Gre. Belowed of me.and that my deeds thal prowe, 

Gre. Andéthat bisbags thal prove. 

Ber, Grenwe,'tis now no time co vent our love, 
Liften to me, end if you fpeake me fake, 
Ue tel you newes i foc either. 


Heere ts a Gencleman whom by chence I mes 
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Vpon agreement from vs co his liking. 
Will undertake to woo curft pra 
Yea, and to marie het, ifher dowrie pleafe. 

Gre. So orca “te a P 

a. cold him all her faules? 
yma needa an irkefome brawling (cold: 

If chat be all Mafters, I heare no herme. 
Gre. No, feyft me fo, friend ? Wha Countreyman? 
Par. Borne in Verena, old Barenies fonne : 

My father dead, avy fortune ea eee: 

And ido . good dayes and long, to fee. 

Gre. on ertech 8 tin cleats unfe, were ftrange: 
But if you havea ftomacke, too'ca Gods name, 
You thal have me env a in all, 

But will you woo this Wide-cat ? 

Peer, Will Iliac? 

Gra, Wilhe wooher? I: of Be hang her. 

Petr. Why came [ hicher, bat co that inrenc? 
Thiake yoo, « hecle dinne can daent une eases? 
Hause 1 not in my time heard Lions rore? 

Haee I not heord she fea, puft vp with windes, 
Rage like an angry Bosre, chafed with fweat ? 

Hebe I noeheard at Ordnaace sm the field? 

And heavens Anilierie cthonder in che skies? 

Haue I notin spicched bartell heard 

Loud lerums, neighing fteeds,8c trumpets clangue ? 
And do you cell me of a womans tongue? 

That gives nor halfe fo greac 2 blow to beare, 

At wil a Cheffe-nut in s Farmers Gre, 

Tuth wth, feare boyes with bugs. 

Gru. For he fesres none. 

Grem. Hertenfoheatkes 
Tine Gentlemen is happily erriv'd, 

My raunde prefumes owne yours, 

‘te. I voaik we would ce) pir 
And beare his charge of wooing whecloere. 

Grosses. And fo we wil, pronided that he win her. 

Gru. I would I were as {ure of e good dinner. 


Enter Trani brane, and Biendelle. 
Tre. Geniemen God faue you. If | mey be bold 
Tell me! beferch you, which ss che ceadieft way 
To the houfe of Signior Bagtiia Afimela? 
Bun. He that ha's the two feire doughrers: ft he you 
meaoe ? 
Tra, Euen he Biendele. 
Gre. Hearke you fic, you meang not her co-—— 
Tre. P. s bir and her fir, what haue youto do ? 
Peer. Not ber that chides fir,st any I pray. 
Trane, }love no chidere fir : Beocdele,let's aveay. 
Lar Well begun Trane. 
Her, Sit,e word ere you go: 
Are yous furor to the Maid you talke of, yea or no? 
Tra. Andif | be fir, ist sny offence? 
Gremie.No :if wichous more words you will get you 
hence. 
Tra. Why Gr, I prey sre not the Rrects as free 
For me, as for you? 
Gre. Bur fots not the. 
Tra. For what tesfon I befeech you. 
. For this reafon if youl kno, 
That fhe’s che choife love of Signior Greve. 
Hor. That the's the chofen of fignior Hertenfe. 
Tra. Sofcly ay Mafters ct ealetiraaen 
Do me this right : heere me with patience. 
Baptsfiaisa Gencdemen, 
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To whom my Father is not all vaknowne, 
And were bis daughter fairer then fhe is, 

She may more (urors have, and me for one, 
Paire Ladaes daughter hed a choufand wooers, 
Then well onc more may faire Bierce have ; 
And fo the thall : Leconte thel make ope, 
Though Pars came, in bope to {peed alone. 

Gre. Whaz, this Genslemsn will ovt-catke vs all. 
Loc, Sis giuc him heed, I knew hee’) proue a lade. 
Posy. Hortenfe, 10 what end ere all thefe words ? 
Her Sut, lec me be fo bold ssaske you, 

Did you yet euer See Baprsfas daughter? 

Tva. ag eae pure I dochas he hath two: 

‘The one, at famout for a fealding tongue, 
Asis the ocher, for beauteous modeftic. 

Pere, Sit,fic, the firft sfor me, let her go by 

Gre. Yen, leave that laboue to grest Horawtes, 
And let it be more chen eSicades twelve. 

Peer. Sit enderftend you chis of me (infoorb) 
The yongeft daughter whom you hearken for, 
Hes father keepes from all seceffe of furors 
Aud vail not promife ber to sny man, 

Vraill che eldes fifter frft be wed. 
The yonger then is free, snd not before. 

Tren. if ie be fo fr, that you are the man 
Muft feed vs all, and me amongft the ref : 

And if you breake the ice, and do this feeke, 
Acchieue the elder : fer che er free, 

For our acceffe, whofe hap berohaue her, 
Wil nor fo graceleffe be, to be ingrare. 

Ba. Sir you fay wel, and wel you do conceiee. 
And fince you do profeffe to be a furor, 
gah nese tatifie chis Gentlemen, 

owhom weallr behold: 

Trame. Sit, I thal aarti Aone fgne whereof, 

Pleafe ye we may contrive this afternoone, 
And quaffe carowfes to ovr Miftreffe health, 
And doas aduerfaries do in law, 
Strive mightily, but cate and drinke es friends. 
Gru, Bioa,Ob excellent motion: fellowes let's be goo 
Her. The motions good indeed, and be it fo, 
Petracbie,\ thal be your Been wewste, Excaat 


aera Katherina and Bianca, 
Bien, wrong me not,nor wr ur elf, 
Tomake a bondmaide snd a flsve jaa 
Thac J difdaine : buc for chefe other goods, 
Vabinde my hands, Me pall them off my felfe, 
Yea ell my raiment, to my petticosre, 
Or whar a will command me,wil I do, 
So well } know my dutie co my elders. 
Kate. Of all thy futors heere I cherge tel 
Whom then loo’ bef : fee thou diffemble now 
Biance. Beleeve oe filter, of all che men aluse, 
I neuer yet bebeld thac fpeciall face, 
Which I could fancie, more chen sny other. 
Kate. Minion thou lyeft : Is’t noe Horsenfe? 
Bras. If you sffedt him filter, heere I {weare 
Ile pleade for you my felfe, but you thal hewe him. 
. Oh shen belike you fancie riches more, 
You wil hane Gremie co keepe you faire. 
Bie. Isic for him you do enule me fo? 
Nay chen you ieft, and now } wel perceive 
You have but befted wich me ail chis while: 
I prethee filter Sav vid hands. 
Ra. lf char be b chen ali the reft was fo, sia 
orev 
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Emer Bagufie. 
Bap. Why how now Dameyshence growes this in- 
(olence ? 
Biasce fisad shde, poore pyrie the weepes.s 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle aot with het 
For thame chou Huding of a diwellith {pisie, 
Why dott chou wrong her, thet did nere wrong thee? 
When did the cro@e thee with 2 beezer word? 
Kase. Her Glence floucs me, and }le be reveng'd. 
Flers apier Branea 
Ba. What ia Beane get chee io, Beet. 
Kar. yee seas (uffer sae: Nepicew Iles 
She 1s your cresfare, the muft hace shucbend, 
I moft dance bare-foos on her wedding day, 
And fer your love to her, leade Apes in hell. 
Talke not come, | wit! go fic and weepe, 
Till J can Ande occatron of revenge, 
Bap. Was cucr Gentleman chas grocu'd as } 
Bet who comes heere. 


Exter Gremie, Lacanio, 1 the babst of 2 meave mon, 
Pespuchee wih Trame wah be bey 
beareng 4 Lauc and Bookgs. 


Gre. Good morrow neighbour Bapirfia. 
Bap. Good moscow peighbous Grows: God foue 
you Genlemen. 
Pe. And you good fic : pray bane you not a daugh- 
cer,cal’d Kateriaa,taire and verwueous. 
Bap. I beue adas fie, cst'd Katerina. 
Gre. You sre too blunt, go co u ocderty. 
Pet, You wrong mec figmor Grong, gyuc me lenue. 
1 am a Gentleman of Merene Gs, 
Thac hearing of her beautie snd het wit, 
Her affebsixy sad bafhtull modeftie s 
Her wondrous qualiries, end milde behaviow 
Am boldes thew my felfe a forward gucft 
Wrthin your honfe, comake mine eye che witneffe 
Of chat report, which I fe oft haee heerd, 
And for on entrance to my entertainment, 
1 do prefene you with a man of mine 
Cunning 10 Mefiche,and che Machematickes, 
To snttract her fully in thole fciences, 
W hereof I know the ts noc ignorant, 
Accept of bum, or clfe you do me wrong, 
His name vt Letse, borne in Alanna, 
Bap. Y'are welcome fir and he for yout good fake. 
But for any daughter Katerine,this | know, 
She 1s net for your cutne, the more my greefe. 
Pes. 1 fee you do not mesne to pest with her, 
Or elfe yoo hike not of my ie. 
Bap. Miftake me not, | (peake but ee I finde, 
Whence are you fr? What may 3 call your oeme. 
Pe. Petruchee 1s my name, eferenie 1 foune, 
A mean well knowne ghour all Irdly 
Bap. Vhoow him well: you are welcome tor his (she. 
Gre. Saving your tale Peruchso, I pray let vs chat sre 
poore petitioners ipeake too? Barare, you are metusy- 
loes forward 
Pat, Oh, Parden me fignior Creme, | woold {sine be 


Ore, 1 deobs it not Gr. eet yes wal ont 
Your wooug seighbors : this isa gun 
Very grscefull, } eas {ere of it, cocxpreffe 
The she kindnefle spy (elfe, char have beene 
Mere kindely beholding co yoy chen any : 
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Freely give vento this yong Scholier, char hacb 
Beene long Nudying ¢ ‘2 bears, 0 cunning 
In Greeke, Latine, and ocher Languages, 
As the other a Meficke and Machemetiches : 
His name 1s Cambro : pray accept tus Cerunce 
Bap. A choefand chankes figaior Grema: 
Welcome good Coasbve, But genile fu, 
Me chinkes you walke like a Arenger, 
May | be fo bold. ro know the csufe of your comming 
Tra, Pardon me ha, che boldneffe bs mine owne, 
Thac being o ranger in this Cite heere, 
Do make my (elfe af ecot ta your daughter, 
Vino Srevea, fore sod vertuous 1 
Nor is your firme refoluewhkaowne tome, 
In che prolerment of theeldeft (Aer. 
Tins liberty is all chat { reqoef, 
That vpon knowledge of my Parencage, 
T may have welcome mongft cnerent 
Aad free acceffe snd feeour as the ieft, 
And coward the education of your daoghcers : 
I heere beftow 3 imple snftrument, 
And this imall packet of Greeke end Lstine bookes: 
If you accepe them, thentheir worth is great : 
Ba. Cacentreis yout name of whence } pray. 
Tra. OF Pife fr, fone co Vracentw 
Bap, A eemginic men of Prfa by report, 
J} know him well : you sve verve welcome fir: 
Take you the Lute, and you the fet of bookes, 
You fhat! go fee your Pupils presently. 
Holle, within. 


woo, 


Eater a Sernant, 

Sictah, leade chefe Gentlemen 
Tomy daughters, end cell them both 
Thefe are cher Tutors, bid them vfe them well, 
We will go watkea lcele ince Orchard, 
And then co dinner: you are paffmg welcome, 
And fo I prey you all to thinke your felues. 

Pet, Signios Baprfia, my bufineffe asketh bafte, 
And cueric day 3 cannex come to woo, 
You knew my facher weil, and 10 him me, 
Left false herre to all his Lands and goods, 
Whuch! haue becrered rather then decreaft, 
Thencell me, if! get your daughterslooe, 
What downie fall I have with her co wife, 

Bap. After roy death, che one halfe of ay Lends, 
And in poffefsion cwrentie choufaad Crewnes. 

Pet And forthac dowrse, He sflare her of 
Her widdow-hood, be it thar the foruiue me 
In all my Lands and Leafes whacfoever, 
Let (pecialeies be therefore drawne betweene vs, 
That couensnes may be kept on esther hend. 

Bap. 1, when the (pecialt ching is well obtam’d, 
Thec ts her lowe : for that ss ellsn all. 

Per. Why thacts nothing ; for I tell you father, 
I om es percemptorie os the proud minded : 
And where cwe raging fires meete together, 
They do combaene the thing that feedes their Furie. 
Though lerele fire growes preaz with little winde, 
yer entreme gults will blow ovt fire and all : 
Sol toher, and fo the yeeldste me, 
For [ 2m rough,and woo not hikes bebe 

Bep. Well mail thou woo, and happy be rby (peed: 
Bat be chou asmn’d for fome vnhappre words. 

Per. Ito the proofe,ss Mowncsines ere for windes, 
That fakes aor, chough shey blow perpetually 

Barer Flertenfis wet bss bead broky. 
a 
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Hors Per feacal promife yoe. iff look 
ep. Wise, will cy dey hoes prove stood Mai- 


tn? 
Her. Udhinke the’ fooner prong a fouldies, 
Iron may hold wish her, but acwer Lutes. 
Bap. Why then thou cont 20¢ break her to the Lote? 
Ber, Wry 0, for fhe hath broke the Luse to me: 
I did but cell ber fhe miflooke bes frets, 
And bow'd her hand co each ber 
When (with s moft impatient divellith {pisis) 
Pilar bepenet pj iat lerioe herd 
Aad with thet word fhe firokemeon the head, 
And ithe inftcement avy pate made way, 
And chere I Rood eee while, 
As one Pilletie, lookin b the Lace, 
Aad twanghng lacke, with cwentie fach vilde vearmes; 
shad the Studied co mifv fe me fo. 
Pee. Now by the world, itis s lafie Wearh, 
Tloue her centimes more then ere I did, 
Ob how I long to hauc forme chat wich ber. 
bop hip ‘achptpedarng arranged 
Pr in ife ety ce a 
She's ape nuh end dhenkefall for good tesnes: 
arora er mia eal peclhi 
Or daughtes Kart to you. 
mS Exit. Alone Perrastes. 
Pet. Upray you do. Tle etrend her here, 
And woo her with fome fpirit when the comes, 
Say thet the raile, why cben Ile cell her plsiag, 
She fings as fweerly asa Nightinghale 
Say chat the frowne, Ile {sy the lookes as cleere 
As morning Roles newly wafhx wih dew : 
Say the be mute, and w rene tongs 
; pay mcs y: 
And veeereth piercing eloquence . 
Ifthe do bid me packe, He gree her thankes, 
Asthough the bid me ftay by her 0 weeke : 
If the dente to wed, Ile craue che 
Whea J thall aske che banes,ead when be married. 
Bac heere the comes, and now Perractes fpcake. 
Evuter Kasorma, 
pod morrow Kate, for chats your name J heare. 
Kae. Welkhaac you » buc fomething hacd ef 


heasing : 
They call me Karerine, tha do talke of me. 
Per. You lyeiafaith, fos you sre call'd plaine Kate, 
And bany Xete, and fometimes Kate the curt; 
Buc Kate, the pretueft Kate in Chrittendome, . 
Kase of Kate-hall, my (uper-daintie Xate, 
For daintoes ace all Kates, and therefore Kae 
ake this of me, Kare of my confolatioa, 
Hearing thy mildncile preis'd in enery Townt, 
vertoes fpoke of and thy beawtue founded, 
et not fo deepely asco thee belongs, 
felfe em moou'd to woo thee for my wife. 
Rate. Mou'd, in good time, let bias thet moa'd you 


ye you hence: I knew you at the fir 
ou were a mouable. 


Pet. Thos bait hit : come Sten me. 
Kate. A(_es ee made to besre, and fo.are you, 


thls of the Shrew. 
dott fe Pet, Women are made to beste, end fo sre you. 


Pet. Shold be, thould : buzse. 

Kate. Weil cane, and likes buzzard. 

Pet.Oh Dow wing’d Turtic, thal e benard take thee? 
Ka. 1 fora Turtle, es he cakes a buzscd. 

Pe, Come, come you Wolpe, y'fakth you aretoo 


Kae. If 1 be walpith,.beft 
Pes. gp tre Artpesdey ple g 
Kate, 1, if che could ie where ic lies. 


Pa. Who knowes net where e Walpe docs wesre 
his fting ? In his case. 
Kase. Ia bis congue? 


Poa. Whole congec. 
Kase. Yours if you ealke of tales.s0d ( farewell. 
your tsile, 


Kate. What is yous aCoscombe? 

Pe. Acomblelie Cocke, fo Kate will be ay Nea. 

Kae. Ne Cocke of mine ,you crow tao ke a craucn 
; Pot. Ney come Kate, come : you met nat looke fo 
owre. 

Kase. Ivismy fathion when | fee a Crab, 
poe Why heere'snocseb, and therefore looke act 


wre. 
Kase. Thereis,there is. 

Pet. Then thew it me 

Kate, Had I 2 giefl,! would. 

Pe. What,youmcane 

Kate Now bySG. of fach a yong one. ae 

‘Pe. Now lamtec 

Kae. Yer ni despect a si oa 
Pot. ‘Tis with cares, 

Kate. | care aoe. 

Pes. Nay heare you Kate. infooth aerso. 
Kase. | vara arly rie tema. 

Pa. No,nots i 8 
anapeenr fed fing arg 


Wich 

Ww the world thar Kare doth li 2 
Daly esriceihater : Kore like the hazle oar 
1s firaighc, and flender, end ss browne in huc 
Ashazle nets,end {weeter chen the kernels : 

Oh let me feethee walke : chou doft not hale. 


Grove 
As Kate this chamber with her princely : 
O be chou Daenand le: her be Karz, eas 
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Joltias Ea dahcnd Din boa. “| And kifle me Kase, we will be married « fonday, 


Kas, Where did you Audy all this goodly (peech? 
Peer, 301s extempere from my mother wh. 
Kase, A witty mocher,witleffe elfe her foane, 
Pa. Am) not wife? 
Ka. Yes, keepe yoo warme. 
Pa. Marty (o | meane (weet Raberiar in thy bed : 
And therefore fercing all chis cha: sfide, 
Thos 10 plane termes ; your father hath confanted 
Ther yoo that! bey wife ) your dowry greed on, 
Aad will you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Now Kase, } ares hosband for your tarne , 
For ately erie a thy besaty, 
Lege” fe doch mske me like thee well, 
Thos muft be raasried to no aan but ave, 


Ewer Baptifi'e,Creante ,Trayue. 


For 3 am he sm borne to come you Kae, 
Aad you from a wilde Kateton Kate 
Canformeble as other houfhold Kates - 
Heere comes your fezher, newer meke denial! , 
I meft,and wall haue Katherine to many wife. (deughcer? 
. Now Signior Perracine how fi ou withm 
re How ber well firrhow bor Bar : : 
ie were le I thould fpeed amiffe. (dumps? 
3a. how now daughter Karberme , in your 
Kat, Coll youme daeghter ? now | promife you 
You hove thewd acender fatherly regard, 
To with me wed to one halfe Lunaicke, 
A cafhen, end a (wearing iscke, 
Thac thinkes with osthes to face the metter owe. 
Pee, Facher,'tis thes, your felfe sad all the warld 
Thar catk'd of ber hase talk'd amifle of hes : 
If the be cof, ix is for 2 
Fer thee’s not frow modeft as the Dove, 
Shee js noe —— e - the more , 
For pacience will prove alecond Crfel, 
And Romane Lucren 1 her chafticie : 
Aad to conciude, we hsue greed fo well together , 
Thes vpon apear bu che wedding day. 
Kase. Vie fee thee hang’d on fondsy firft. (fir. 
Gro. Hark Perachio, the fares thee'll fee thee hang’d 
Tra.ischuis your (peeding nay che godnig ht ovr part. 
Pet: Be (ete scsileues, 1 choee her for my felfe, 
Ef fhe sad tbe pleas'd, what's thee to you? 
Tis bargein’d rwixe vs cweine being slonc, 
Thac the Hall Pill be curt tn company. 
IcelS you ‘cls ineredible co belecue 
Hew auch the loves me : ch the kindet Kate, 
Shee sbour my necke, and kiffe on kifle 
Shee vs'd fo fet, protefting oeth on osth , 
Thec a stwinke the won me to her love. 
Ob you we notices, ‘uss 3 world to [ee 
How teme when men snd women sre alone, 
A meacocke wretch con make the curfteft threw: 
Glee me thy hand Kae, 1 will vato Hease 
To buy apparel! ‘gasnf the weddmg day ; 
Proewsde che feaft father, end bid che guefts, 
I will be (oce my KX arherme fhall be fine. 
Bap. know not what to [sy,but gieeme your hade, 
Ged you ioy, Perrsurine ‘cis. 0 match. 
Cre. Tre. Amen fay we, we will be witneffes. 
Det. Fecher.and wife,and gentlemen adiew, 
I will co Meme, fondsy comes ap3ce, 
We will haue rings,and chings,and fe ertsy, 


cope ly ee 


rpreduyny lone 
Gre. Wee ever match to fedeiaiy ? 
Bap: Foch Genciemen aoa ise so marchents pert, 
And vencure madly on adefperace Mart. 
Tra. Twesscommodny lay by yeu, 
Twill sg Dae grine,er perifh on the less. 
Dep. gine I fecke,1s quiet me the match. 
Gre. No dewbe but he hath got e quiet catch: « 
Buc now Bapigfe, to your yonger os a 
Now 1s the dey we long heue tooked for, 
I am your neighbour, end was flcer fir. 
Tra. Aad | am cnc thet lowe Biaves mere 
Then words can wnacfie,or your thoughts can 
Gre. Yongling thes cenft cot tove fo deace as 1. 
Tra, Gray-beaed thy lous doth freeze. 
Gre. Bec thine doth fre, 
Skipper Mand backe, ‘tis oge thee souritherh. 
Tra, Bac youth ta L adres cpes thee Aoritheth. 


Bap. Commence plevil cOpound chis frife 
oper hgaiar ee rize, end he of bach 
Thac can affure my dsaghcer grearef dower , 


Shall hewe may Siaeras love. 
Ssy fignioe Gremes, whes con you sHere her? 
Gre. Firft, 19 youknow, my houfe within che City 
Is eichly fuensthed with plate and gold , 
Bafons and ewersto lane hee dainty hands : 
My hangongs all of satan capefiry : 
In luocy coters J have ftuft my crownes : 
In Cypres chefts my artes counterpotnts, 


Co apperell, tents, aad Cc e 
Fine Lionen, Turky cuthions bok with pearie, 
Valiens of Venice golé, inneedie worke+ 
Pewter and braGe,and all chings thet belongs 
Teo houfe of houle-keeping vikcastmy fasaes 
J ae iehraeee miich-kine co che 
Sine-fcore fat Oren flending in 
Aad al sanfwerable co chs pation, 
My felfe om Rreoke in yeeres | malt conlefle , 
Aod if} die to morrow this 1s bers, 
Af whi! live the will be onely mine. 
Tra. Thac only came well in : fir, it tome, 
Tem my fathers heyre snd onely fonne, 
If msy haue your dsughrer to my wife, 
Ie leaue her boules chree of foure a9 good 
Within rich Pife walls, ao sny one 
Old Signioc Gremne has a Padua, 
Befides,cworhouland Duckers by the yeere 
Of (reitfull Land, sll) which thall be her ioyaces. 
What, haue I pinche you Signior Greane ? 
Gre. Twochouland Duckers by the yeere of tand, 
My Land smoents not co fo mach ia all: 
That the hall have, befides an Argofie 
That now is bying io Marcellus rosde: 
What, baue } choskt you with an Argefe? 
Tre. Grewis, ‘is eens facher hach a0 leffe 
Tien three great Argofies, beides two Gallisffes 
And cweluerxe G , thele } wall affure her, 
And cwice as much what ere thou offreft nex. 
Gre. Nay, } have offred all, | hese ne mese, 
And fhe can bewe a0 more then all | have, 
If you hke me, the thall have me and mine. 


ssh (age hia omife, Greone ig om vied. 
7. Tewh confefic your offer wthe bef, 
And let vous facher make her the sffurence, 
T She 
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Shee is your owne, elfe you mufi pasden me: 

if you die before him, where's her dower? 
Tra, That's but s esaill : he is olde, I os, 
Cre. And may oot iol Leng anda hisreg ? 
Bap Well gentlemen, | am «bus refolu'd, 

On fonday next, you know 

My daughter Ketherme isto be married: 

Now onthe following, (hall Branca 

Re Bride to you, if you make this affurence: 

It not, co Sagmor Grenee : 

And fo Stake my leaue, sndthanke you both.  Exa. 
Cre. Adveu gobd neighbour : now J feare thee not : 

Sirrs,yong gamefter, your father were u foole 

To giue thee all, and in his wayning age 

Set foor vader thy table : curs toys 

An olde lealian fous is not fo kinde my boy. Exit. 
Tre. Aven on your crafty withered hide, 

Yer Jhaue fac’d 1t with a card often: 

‘Tis in my head to dot my mefier good: 

B fee no reafon bot fuppor'd Lucente 

Muft get a father, call'd fuppos'd Uracentie, 

Aad that's e wonder : fathers commonly 


Doe get their children : bur in chis cafe of woing, 
A chulde thall get s fre, if I fasle not of my cunning .&xv 


Enter Lucentio, Hortensse, and Bianca, 

Lac, Fidler forbeare you grow too forward Sir, 
Raue fo foone forgot the entertainment 
Her fiftes Ketherme welcom'd you withall. 

Hert But wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroncffe ofheauenly harmony : 

Theh prue me leave to have prerogacive, 
And when in Muficke we haue [pent sn houre, 
Your Le@ure fhall haue Jesfure sip much. 

Luc. P erous Affe that never read fo farre, 
Toknow the caufe why maficke was ordain'd : 
Wasse not torefteth che annde of man 
Alcerhis Rusiesor his vfuall paine 2 
Then ge me leave to read Philofophy , 

And vehile 3 psut,terue in yout hasmooy. 

Hert. Sirre,) will not bease chefe braves of thine. 

Beane. Why gentiemen,you doe me double wr 
To finnve for fed dee refteth in my choice: oe 

fem nobreeching {choller in che (chooles, 
tle nox be wed wo howres,nor pointed times , 

Bat leasne my Leffonsas | picafe my feife, 
And to cut off all firifes heere fit we downe, 
Take you your nftrumentplay you the whules, 
His Ledture will be done ere you have cun'd. 

Here You'll leave his LeGure when] am Ia tune? 

Las Thatwill benever.cune your inftrument. 

Bram, Where left we left ? 

Luc, Heere Madan: Hoe lbar Simoie, bro ofl figeria 
tellne, bse Peceras Priam regea Colla frou. 

Bian, Coafter them. 

Lae. Hee [hat 391 told you before. Semen, 1am Lo- 
centso, bie eff, ionne vmo Vincensho of Pifa, Sigeriatel- 
hes. difguifed thus to get your loue, bec feterar, and that 

Jascencio that comes 3 wooing, priagu , ismy man Tre- 
nie, regra, bearing my port , calfa fonus chat we might be- 
guile heold Pantalowne. 


Here. Madamnwy lnftrumenc’s in tune. 

Bran. Lev’s bease,oh fie the weble iarres. 

Lac. Spit inthe hole man,and tunc egsine, 

reeds egy iy saab Rayer one 
mets, 1 know you not, pgeria telizm,| net, 
bec fateras pri , take heede be beareve net , eygie pee~ 

 foows, defp site net, 
Hert. Medem,tis now in rune. 


Bias. detent 
Wss Acax cold fo his grandfecher. 
Hort. | aft beleeve my mofter,eife } promife you, 
I theuld be arguing fill vpon thet deubs, 
But let ic reft, now Latte to you: 
Good mafter take ssoes sokindly prey 
Thas I hove beene thus pleafens with you both. 
Hert, Youmsy go watk, and glue me lesue 0 while, 
My Leffons make no maficke in se parte, 
Luc. Ate you fo formal] fir well I moft waite 
And watch wichall, for but I be decesa'd , 
Our fine Mufitian groweth amorous. - 
fer, Madam, you touch cheinfirument, 
To leame the order of my Gagering, ) 
I rovft begin with rudiments of Are, 
Totesch you in a briefer fort, 
More pleetentspichy, and effcQuall, 
Then hash beene rsughe by any of my trade, 
And chere it isin writing fairely drawne 
Biss, Why, lsm pak my gamouth long egoe, 
Far, Yerresd the gemoucd of Hortensse. 
Bias. Gameath I em, the ground of al) accord : 
Are,to plesd Hortenfie's a 
Beeme, Bianca vake him for thy Lord 
Cfave, chat lowes with all affeAion: 
D folre, one Cliffe,two notes haue!, 
Blew, thow pitty ofl die, 
Call you this gemmouch ? cut] Lhe it not, 
Old fafhions plesfe me bef, | em nor fonice 
To charge crue rules for old inuentions, 
che, Miltrefe. at pryes 
Necke. Mi ¢, your ferher oulesve 
And hebpe co drefic your filters chamber > 5 (beoks, 
You know to morrow is the wedding day. 
Bran, Parewell (weet mafters boch, I muft be gone. 
Lac, Faith Miftreffe then] hauenocaufe to ftsy 
Her But I haue caufe to pry meo this pedant, 
Methinkes he lookes 9s though be were in loue : 
Yet if thy thoughts Brebea be fo humble 
To caft thy wandring cyes on eucry Rale: 
Seize thee chat Lif, if once I finde thee ranging, 
Horteofe will be quit with thee by chongmg.- 


Esser Baptyt a, Gremie, Trane, Kafer ins, Biante, aed o- 
thers priendaxs. 
Bap. Signior Lucenty,this is the pointed day 

That Katherine and Perruchi fhould be married, 

And yet we beare not of our fonne io L sw : 

What will be feild, whac mockery will st be? 

To want che Bride-groome when the Prieff attends 

To fpeake the ceremonial sices of marriage? 

What (sies Lacensio to this thame of ours? 


Eu. 


Ne 








ce 













came 

Te hoad oppes’d againkt amy hesre Bap. }, chet Potrachie came, e 

Vales ccd-braloe redesby fall of pleene, Biss. No Gr, Flay hs hance ols Wik Mine co ke 
Who woo'd io hale and meanes to wed st leyfare : Bap. Why that's all one. 

I celd you I, be was [santicke toole, Bien. Nay byS.teny, ! holdyous penny « horfeand 

sefts i 8 man is more then one and yet ot many, 

































Tra. Not fo well apparell'd as I with 


natty were, 
Tha.. Porience good Katherine ond Baprifiaico, Por, Were ie beccer I thould reff ta cha: 

Vpon my life Parerkic canes bat well, But where is Kare? where is my louely Bride? 
‘What ener fortune flayes bien from his word, Hos doe ey Cee ee methinkes you frowne , 
he be blune, } know hin wife And wherefore gaze ly company , 
Though he be crete beater ’s heneft. Asif chey few fome monument, 

Kae. Would neuds feen hin though. Some Comanet, of vouseall prodigie ? 


weepeng. . Why fer, you know this wedding 


For fach an would vere 3 very (aint, Now fadder chet you come fo vnprouided: 
Mach more threw of impatient humour. Fie, doff this habit,theme to your eftete, 
Ester Biendalie, An eye-fore co our folemne feftiuall. 
Bees. Mafter, mefter, newes , end fech newes 2s you ra, Andvell vs whet occeiion of 
meucr heard of, Hath all fo long detela’d you from wife, 


Bap. 1s in new and aide too? how mey that be? Aad fent you hither fo ak a 


Bam. Why , sit aoc arwes to heard of Perrnebis Petr. Tedious it wereto harth to hesre, 
Bap. Isbe come? (comming? | Seficeth Iam cometo keepe my word, 
Biew. Why a0 fe. in fome pert saforced te 

ich at more Twill (o excufe, 


is comming. you 
Bap. When will he be heere f But where ts Kate? | 





too long from her, 
time we were et Cherch. 








an old nae ofoide thrice rere'ds 9 Pet. Not}, belecue me,chus Ile vifit her. 
pales haue beene candie-cafes, one back- Bap. Bor thus! cruft you will not marry her. (words, 

soothes lec'd : an olde rufty {word cane owt of the Pee. Good foorh even thus : therefore he done with 
Towne Armory, with abroken hik,sad chapelefle:with | Tome fhe's matried,not vnto my closthes: 
two broken points : his borfe hip’d with en olde mo- Could I repelre whac the will weare in me, 
pat Argh reba of no kindred : befides poficit | Aslcanc thefe poore accoucrements, 
w .sad like to mofe in the chine, trow- | Twere well for Kate, and better formyfelfe. —- 
bled wich the Lampafle, infedted with the fs flung, full Bat whet a foole am I to chat with you, 
of Windegalls, {ped wich Speains, raied with the Yel- When I thould bid good morrow to my Bride? 
Lowes, palicere of the Fines, fterkefpoyl’d withthe | And feale thecicle with a louely kiffe, 

with the Bots, Waid in the becke, Tra. He bath fome meaning in his med actize, 
-fhotten, ncereleg'd before, ond with a | We will perfwade him be it pofible, 

balfeecheks Biree,& a headfiall of fheepesleather,which | Toput on bercer ere be goe to Charch. 
being reftrain’d to keepe him from ftambimg,bach been . Ihe sftex him,and fee the qwentof this.  Ert, 
often burft.snd Trae Bot fic, Lowe concemeth vs to adde 














¥ am to get aman whet cre he be, 
Bap. Who comes wich him? fe skills not mach, weele fic bim co our curne, 
Siow, Oh fir, his Lackey, for all the world Cepsri- | And he hall be Mincvarie of Fafa, 

fon'd like the hor{e: with slinnen ftock on onc leg, ead | Aad meke aflersnce heere in Padua 

a kericy boot-hofe on the other , gartred with eredend | Of femmes chen I have promifed , 

blew liftan old hac,€c the hamor of forty fancies peicke | So yooneey rt . 

in'c for a feather:8 monfter, 8 very monfter in j weet wich co 

& noc hike s Cheiftisn foor-boy,or a achy. 
Tra. Tis Come od bumor pricks him to this fathion, | Doth watch Biava’s eps fo narrowly : 

‘Yes oftentiencs he goes but mesne sppsrel'd. . | “Twere good me-thinkes to ftesie our marriage , 






Bap. 1 20 gied he’s come bowfocre be comes. Which once perform'd,let al! che world fay no, 

Bien. Why fc he comes not. erkeepe mine awne defpice of all che world. 

Bap. Didhi chou'ner fey hee comesr Tre. a a eh aad comeiaa r 
a 
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Signlor Greevie,ceme you from the Church? 
Gre. ‘Arealing ter . eithe from {choole. coe 
Tra. Andis the Bride ? 
Gres A briaegronsse lay goo) anagreson reed, 
Tre. Corltes then the, why ‘tre: . 
Gre, Why hee's 2 dcuill,a deuill,s very fiend. 
Tra. Why the's a devill,s deuill the deus damme. 
Gre. Tut,the’s s Lembe,s Dowe,s foole to bim: 
tle cell you fir Luceune ; when the Pricit 
Should sske if Katherene fhould be his wife, 
I by goggs woones quoth he,and {wore fo loud, 
Thac all amaz'd the Prieft let fall the booke, 
And ashe foop'd agsine to tske st vp, 
This mad-brain'd brdegroome tooke him foch 9 coffe, 
That downe fell Prief and booke,and booke end Prieft, 
Now take them vp Wa he, if ony hit. 
Tra, What fard che wench when he rofe agsine ¢ 
Gre. Trembled and fhooke : fot why,he femp'd sad 
{wrore,as if the Vicar meant to canes hum : bus after ene- 
ay ceremonies done, hee calls for wiae,a health quoth 
he, a1 ifhehad beene aboord carowfing to his Maces ef- 





his beard grew chiane ond hungerty, and fcem’d to aske 
hitn fops ss hee was drinking : This donc, hoeseoke she 
Bride thenecke, sad kift her lips wich fuch a cls- 
morous fmacke, thet a the parting all the Church did 
eccho: end J {ecing this ycame shenee tor very Chame.and 
after mee ] know the rout is comming, fuch amed mar. 
? a sepa wos before: harks, harke, I hesre the min. 

ply, Dauficks player. 


Esser Perruchio Kate Bianca, Horvenfo, Bagerfia, 


Perr.Gentlemen & friends, I thank you for ‘ 
Tkoow you thinke to dine with me 4 day, a a 
And houe prepar'd great (lore of wedding cheere, 
Bet fo it is, my hsfte doch csil me hence, 

And therefore heere I meane to take my lesuc, 
Ba, 1st pofible you will awey tonight? 
Pe, Tmeht away to day before night come, 

Make izno wonder: ifyou knew my bufineffe, 

You would intreat me rather goe then Aay : 

And honeft company,! thanke you all, 

That haue beheld me giue away my felfe 

To this mofi pecienc,(weet,and vertuous wife, 

Dine with my father drinkes healihcome, - 

For! moft heuce,and farewell ro you sll. 

Tra. Letveinceeat you Gay cill afer dinaet- 

Pet, Ie may not be. 

Gra. Let me incecat you, 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kat, Lec me inereas you. 

Pee. Lam content. 

Kar. Are you coment to tay? 

Pet. 1} om concent you thal] eacrest me Gay, 
Bac yet nor ftey,encreat me how you can. 
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ay chen, 
Doe what thos cenft, I will not gos to dey. 
No,nor to morrow, aot till I pleafe my felfe , 
The dore is open Gr, there lies your 
You may be logging whiles you boot sxe greene: 
For me,tle noc be gone till | pleale my fells 
"Tis like youTl prouee groome, 
Veo Ole ea ee 
Pet. O Kate conten be nor angry. 
, whae bef thoa to dee ? 













I fee a women mey 
If the hed nox e {piri co reff. 
Per. They thall goc forward Kare at thy commend. 
Obey the Bride you thet sttend on her. 
Goe to the feaft, rewell enddomineere, = - 
Carowfe full mesfure co her empieaa 
Be madde and merry or felues: 
But for my bonny Kad Chemal wien: ° 
Ney, looke not big nor Rampe, nor Rare nos fret, 
} will be mafter of what ss mine owne, e3 
Shee is my goods, my chaccels. the 1s my houfe. 
My houthotd- Chute my Geld,my bine ° 
My horfe,my oxe muy affe, my any thing, 






















Draw forch thy weapon,we ate beler with theeues , 
Refeuethy Millreffe if thou be aman: 
Feare noc (weet wench,they fhail not touch thee Kate, 
lle buckles chee agemft a Mullion, Exean. P.Ka, 
Bap. Nay ,le: them goe,s corple of quiet ones. (ing 
Gre. Went they pot quickly,t fhould die wah laugh- 
Tra, Of all ad maccbes neuer wae the like. 
Luc. Miltceffe what's your opinion of your filler? 
Bean, That being med her felfe, the's madly mated. 
Gre. I wartance him Pervachis 1s Kated. 
; df era and iveade, beege Bride & Beide- 
‘or to fupp) acesat the cable, groom wants 
You kia i here arbi no iuakets at the Sap : 
Lacente, you thal fupply the Bridegroomes place, 
And lec Branca take her fifters roome. 
Tra. Shall (weer Bianca prafiile bow to bride ic? 
Bap. She thall Lacentio: come gentlemen lets gor. 
Enter Grane Excemnt. 
Gru: Fic.fie on all cited ledes, on all mad Mafters 8 
oll foule waies : was ever men fo besten? was ever man 
fo raide ? weseverman fo weary * 1 am feat before to 
make sfire,sad they are comming after to wasme them: 
ae 
might freeze co my teesh, my congecto the ny 
mouth, my hears in my belly, ere J fhould come by a fire 
to chaw me, but | wich blowing the fire (hall warme my 
felfe : for confidering the weather, ataller man then | 
will take cold : Holla, hoa (aries, 
‘ 


Ester Carts. 
Curt. Who is that calls fo coldly ? 
Gre, Apieceef lee : ifthou doube ic, theo meift 
fide from my fhoulder to my hecle, with no 
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gress renber eybeod end wy cecke. Ase good | hei lew cosa Bead, and their gree of en indi 


Cur. Iseny after end his wife Oramie? 
Gra. Ou! Cortés 1, end therefore fire, Gre, caft on no 


water. 
Car. 1s thefo here threw as fhe's reported. 
Gra. She was good Car xis before this froft: but chou 
knew'T wiocer tames man, and beaft : for ic 


Gra. Away you three inch foole, I am no bes. 

Gra. Am] bus ehree inches? Why thy borne is feo 
ead fo long sm fac the leaf. Bac wilt make s fice 
oe thell i ine on thee tocermifiris, whofe haad 


to 

Cor. There's fie readie, and therefore good Grwmne 
the newes. 

Bedi Iscke boy, ho boy, end a8 mech newes as 


Car. Come,you sre fo fell of conicatching. 

Gre. Whytherefore fice, for] have caught extreme 
cold, bidet adhe aad ng adage the henfe 
trim’d, ruthes Arew'd, cobwebs {wepe, che fervingenen 
in theis oew fuflian, the white eckings. and every offi- 
cer his wedding gareméec on? Be the lackes faire with- 
reba pa i aa t, the Carpets laide, and cucrie 
thing in ? 

Car. All'resdie : 2nd therefore I prey thee newes, 

Gre. Firft know my hdefe is tired, + ail 


frie folne ouc. Cer. How 

Gru. Out of theis {eddies inco the dart, and thereby 
hangs 2 tale. 

Car. Ler’s 


There, 
Car, Thie “tis to fesiga rele not to heare a tale 
Grn. And cherefore ‘tis cef’d a fenhbletale: end this 


Cru. Tell chon che tale : bet had thou not croft me, 
thou fhouldfi haue heard how her horfe fel, and fhe va- 
der her horfe ; chou (houldft have heard ja how a 

, bow the was bemoil'd, how hee teft her wth 
vpon her, how be beat me beceule her horfehtur- 
bled, hoa fhe waded shroagh the dar: to plucke him off 
ane - bow he ferore how the prai’d, chat neuer prai'dbe- 
fore : how I cried, how the horfesranne sway, how her 
bridie was burft : how loft my cropper, with manig 
‘ worthy neemorie, which now fhall dic in obli-~ 


poolpeir te eefte be 
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ES ee and 
ame to touch s Mafers horfe-taile, till 
yl het de (Are they allreadie? 


Gre. Why the hath » face of ber owne 
Car, Who knowes sot thee? 
Gre. ‘Thou 'c feeenes, thet cals for company to coun- 


tenance her. 
Care I call chensforth to credit her. 
Enter fawreor 


fit romp. 


Toheld my firrop, hor to take my horfef 
Where is Nathaniel, ear 


What? gx 
Where is the fooliffs knaue I fene before? 

ee ee ee 

Pet.You pezent,fwaio, ‘on malt-horfe driidg 
Did Tee bed chee chances ta ta the Br Bc. 


There wesno Linke to colous Perers hat, 
And Walter: dagger was not come from theathing : 
There were none fine, but dems, Refe, end Gregory, 
The ref were rageed, old; sod beggerly, 
pare yl Arias to pear 

rafcals, go,end fapper ExJa 
Where is the life chet late I led? a 
Where ase thofe? Sic downe Xate, 
And welcome. Soud foud,(oud, f 

Ester fernants with figper. 
Why when I fey? Nay good fwcese Kase be mertie. 
Off wish my boots, you rogues : you villaines, when? 
t: waa the Friar of Orders gray, 
As be forth walked on ba waz. 
Out yeu rogue, you plucke der foote svtrie, 
Take thac, snd the plucking of che other. 
Be merrie Kate 1 Some water heere : what hes, 
Exser ous with water. 

Where's oniel Troilus? Sierra, ow hence, 
And bid Se Ferdmand come a 
One Kate chat you muft kiffe, and be scqueinted wich, 
Where are mySli f Shall J hate forme waces? 
Come Kare ond welcome 3 
you pre vuses Yee fol? 





Kare 
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Kate. Parsence | prey you, twas efeuls enwillio 
Prt. Ahorfon beetle-headed fap-cas'd knaue : 
Come Kase (x downe, I kaow you hese a ftormecke, 
Will you give cheakes, fweete Kete,or elfe thall 1? 
What's this, Muston ? 
a. Se. 1. 
Pa. Who brought a? 
Paw. i. 
Pes. ‘Tis burnt, end fo is all the meace: 
What es ere thefe ? Where isthe ra(call Cooke? 
How you villemes bring 1¢ from the dreffer 
And ferwe 1 thus to me that lowe it nor? 
There, take «t to you, trenchers, cops,andell ; 
You heedleffe iolt-heads, and vameneer'd flaves. 
What, do you grumble? Ils be with you freight 
Kate. L pray you husband be nor {o difquect, 
meate was well, tf you were fo contented. 
Pes. Uceilchee Kate,‘cwe burnt and dned awsy, 
Aad | espreffely om forbid to touch it : 
For it engenders choller, planceth anger. 
And better ‘twere tnat both of vs did teft 
Since of our (elues. our felues are chollenche, 
Then feede it with fuch over-rofted fleth- 
Be pacient, tomorrow's thalbe mended, 
And for this night we'l faft for compaaie. 
Come! wil being chee to thy Bridall chamber. Exeux. 
Eater Seruants fevcraly. 
Nash, Peser dadft ever {ce the like. 
Baer. He hile her io her owne humor. 
Greanie, Where it he? 
Eeter Contes a Serna. 
Car. In her chamber, making s ferman of continen- 
cie to her, and railes,aod fweeres, and rares, thae fhee 
foule) knowes not which way co fiand,to looke, 
vo fpeake, and fics as one newrtifen from adreame. A- 
way, sway, for he 19 comming hither. 
Ema 
Pet. Thus hane [ politickely begun my reigne, 
Aad ‘tis my hope ood faccellefully é di 
My Faulconnow's (haspe, and pathng emptie, 
And til the Noope. the muft not be full gorg’d, 
For then fhe newer lookes Mpon her lure. 
Another way | have to mag iny Haggard, 
To make bet come, and know her Keepers call: 
Thatis, to wach her, a9 we watch shefe Kites, 
That basce, and beste, snd will noe be obediens 
Ghe eare no meste to dey, nor sone thall care. 
Laft nigts the Depe not, not to night the fhall nos: 
Ase with the meate, fome undeferued fault 
ile finde sbeut che making of the bed, 
And heere Le fling the pillow, there the boul fer 
This way che Coverlet, another way the Aicers : 
1. and emid chis hurlie J intend, 
That all is dooe in ceverend cate ofher, 
Andin conclufton, fhe thal werch all night, 
And ifthe chancetonod Ue raile and brawle, 
And with che clamor keepe her ftil awake : 
This is a way co kil s Wife with kindoeffe, 
And thus Ile curbe her mad snd headflrong homes : 
He that knowes betrer how to tame fhiew, 






New let him (peske, ‘tis charity co fhew, Exit 
Enter Tranio and Hertenfe. 
The. 30't pofsible friend Life, chaz milttis Branca 
Doth fancie any other but Lacests, 


I cel you fir, the bearesme faire in hand. 
da, Sis, to farisfie you in what Iheue fig, 





The Tami 








of the Shresy. 


Stand by, end marke che ovsnner ofhis teaching. 
Enter Branca, 
Har, Now Mifitis, profc you in what you reede ? 
Bian. What Mafter resde you firft, refolue me thet 
Her. pirpadapata ts reir ded abe 
Bean mey you preuc Gr Mafter of yous Ast. 
Lue. While you {weet deese ptouc Miftrete of ry 
Her. Quicke proceeders merry, now te} me I pre 
you chat god (etes aye eetnu Bae i 
Lou'd me in the World fo wel es Lacentis, 
Tra. Oh defpighsful Lose, vnconftess womenkind, 
iced chee Léfo this 1s wonderfell. 
ter, Miftske no mere, lem aot Life, 
Nora Mufician as I feeme to bee, 
Buc one chat fcorne co live in this difguife, 
Foe {uch e one ss leaves s Gentleman, 
And makes a God of fuch a Callion ; 
Kaow fir, thet I arm cal'd Hortenfe. 
Tra. Signioc Hertenfe,! have often beard 
Of your entire effeAtion to Branca, 
And face aloe eyes sre witnelfe of ber lightneffe, 
1 wil with you, if you be fo consented, 
Fo: fweste Braves, and ber love for ever. 
Her. See how they kiffe end court: Signior Leresbe 
Heere ls ay hand, sad heere J firmly vow 
Newer ro woo ber more, but do forfwesre her 
Asone vnworthie all the farmer feaours 
Tht I have fondly flsster’d them withell. 
Tre. Amd heere | take che like vnfained oath, 
Never to merrie with hes, though the would intreate, 
Fie on her, fee bow beaftly the doth court bien, 



























Hor. Would all the wortd buc he had quite forfworn 
For me, thac I may furely keepe mine 
I wil be marsied to a wealchy Widdow, 
Exe chee deyes peffe, which hath as long lou'd me, 





As I heue lou'd chis preed difdsinfel Haggard, 

And (0 fasewe! fignior Lucente, 

Kindoeffe in women, not cheis beasereous lookes 

Shal win my love, and fo] take my keaue, 

In refolution, #8 | (wore before. 
Tra. Mifiris Bianca, bicfle you wich fuch grace, 

As longeth co a Lovers biefied cafe : 

Noy, I have cane you aeppio ¢ Love, 

hed haue forfworne peste | rentals 
Bean, Trane youieR, bit have you both forfwome 

mee? 
Tre. Mifiris we have. 
Lac. Then we sre cid of Life. 
Tra. Vfeih hee'l have a leflie Widdow new, 

That thalbe woo'd, and wedded in a dey. 
Bian. God gwe bim ioy, 
Tra. 1 and bee'l came her. 
Bianca. He (ayes fo Tranie. 
Tra. Farh he is gone enco the taming fchoole. 
Bian. The com.ug fchoole: whet ie there (ach « place? 
Tre. Imiltsis, cad Perrackee is the mafter, 

That ceacheth crickes eleuen and cwentie long, 

To tame s threw, aad charme her chattering tongue. 

Eater Brendel. 

Bien. Oh Mofter, mafter ] have watchr fo 

That 1 em dogge-wearie, but at laft I fpied 

Ao ancien Angel comeung downe the hill, 

Wil feree the turne. 

Tra, Wher is he Bisadefe? 

Bie, Mafier,s Mercantent,ot « pedane, 
























I know noc whac, bat foemell in appessell, 
In gate and counrenance aFaches 
Lae. And what of him Tranie? 


Tra. Of Marna Sit, martie God fosbid, 
And come co Padua careleffe of your life. 
Ped, My life fie? how f pray? fos chat goeshard. 
Tra. Tis death for any one io Mantus 
To come to Padua, know you noc the caufe? 


Hak pbs dnd pr 


Ped. Alss fr, it is worfe for me then fo, 
For I haue bils for moaie by exchange 
From Floresce, aad maft heere deliver them. 

Tra. Wel fr, c0 do you courtefic, 

Laps an ec onsntls ay en 
Fie pe ever beene at 

in Pils hane 

for Citizens. 


ceil me, 
in 
Pils renowned 


Tra. He is my facher fr, ond footh co fay, 
In coam'ssace fomewhat doch refembie you, 
Biew. Asmech as sn apple doth on oyfier, & all one. 
Trt. To faue your life m this extremitie, 
This favor wil 1 do you for his fake, 
Aad thinke it not the werft of all ) ows focuunes, 
Thst you are like to Sis Veacoatio, 
His seme aad credie thal you vadertake, 
friendly lodg'd, 
es you fhould, 
ftay 


the way I fet yous i 
My is heere look'd for cucric day, 
Te pafle affarance of 3 dowre in marriage 
Twixe me, and one Baptifias daughter heeres 
In all chefe ciscuccfances fie iafirud you, 
Ge with meto closth you ss becomes you. Exesnt. 


eA Gus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
Emer Kahrricases Grash. 


Vpon intreatie have 2 
lfnot, eifewhere they meete with cheritie: 


kept waking, and fed, 
He does it vnder name of perfe8 lowe : 
As who thoald fay. if I thould fleepe or eats. 
"T were deadly Gckoeffe, o elfe prefent death. 
I pethee go, suc get me fome 
T¥ care not what, fo it be holfome foode, 
Gra. See fy Yonee 8 Ness ce 
Kate. "Tic palsing good, U prechee ler me bane i. 
Ore Ife Miso colic omeste. 
Hew (sy you to a fer Tripe Gaely broy?'d? 
Kase. Vikeic well good Grammio ferchi¢ me. 
Gra. I canmoc cell I feare ‘tis chollericke, 
What fey you to 2 peece of Beefe and Maftard? 
Kate. A dith chat I do lowe to feede epon. 
Cru. 1, bet the Maftard is coo hos a listie. 


Gres Ney hen 


meas ed ted ue 
Kae. both o¢ one, or any thing 
Gra. Why then che Moftard without the beefe. 
Kase, Go get thee gone, thou falfe deluding fave, 
Beats bens 
That feed'R me with the verie name of meate. 
Sorrow on thee, and all che packe of you 
Thascriumph ches vpon ay mifery : 
Go gea.thee gone, | fay. 


Enter Petruchie sed Hortenfe wah aeae. 
Petr. How fores my Kate, whac {weeny all s-mort 
Her. Milicis what cheese? 
Kase. Faithas cold ss can be. o 
Pes, Pluckevpe irits looke 
Heere Liste. thos foci hoe aaaien 
To drefle thy mente my felfe, and bring ic thee. 
Tam (ure {weet Kate, vhis kindonefle merizes chankes, 
peleyisssthebtelerlte Aare Gonchar bela 
e is to a0 
Laaeies 
Kate. 1 pray you let « Hand. 


Hor. $i Parachic, fie you ese too blame 
Come Kase, Ie besre you compenie. 
if thou loueft roce 


Brecelets,Beades knov'ry. 

What haft chee din’d? The Tailor Rates th tecfexe, 

Te decke thy bodie wich his jag tenafore 
Suter Taster, 
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Corns Tailes, let vs (ce thole ornsments. 
Ener H 


forth the gowns. What newes with you fir? 
Heere is the cop your Worltip did betpeske. 
Pa. Why this wes mesided on es porrenger, 
A Velen dith: Ple,fie, ‘tis lewd end filchy, 
Why ‘es a cockle or s walout-hheil, 
A knacke, o toy, 3 tricke, a bebses cop: 
Away with it, come lx me have a bigger. 

Kae, lichsee no bigger, uns doch fic che ime, 
And Gendiewomen weaselach cops as thefe 

Pea, When you sce genic, you (hall haue ene too, 
Aad eot cll ches. 

Her. That will noe bein haf, 

Kase. Why fir! croft J mey hove leove to fpeake, 
And(ocakel will. lomnecthilde, ne babe, 
Yoer heme induc’d me fay my minde, 
Aad Ifyou cenace, bet you abe your eases, 
by cougwe will cell che anger of my heart, 
Or els ny heart concesling ic wil breake, 
And cather chen it thal, J vill be free, 
Been to the vicermoft as I pleafe mi words. 

Pa. Why thos fort ttve, it ts paltse cap, 
Acaftsed caffen, a bauble, a filken pre, 

I bowe chee ovell in shac thou Ik 10 101 

Kase. Love me, or lowe me nor, | lke che cap, 
And ic! will hewe, or J will hawe none. 

Po. Thy gowne, why Is come Tailor let va fee'c. 
Ob marcie whacmasking Ruffe is heere? 
Whacs ches? 2 ficene ? ‘tis ike demi cannon, 

Whar, vp end downe cerudiike 29 eppte Tare? 

Heers (nip, and np, ond evs, and flith and ahh, 

Like vo a Cenlor in p basbers thoppe: 

Why whet a deus name Taslor caf’ ubou this P 
or. 1 fee thees like to hove neither cop nor 

Ta. You bid me make it orderhe and weil, 
According to'the fathion, sad ce aime, 

Pet. acne end did: ber you be cemembred, 
I did not bid yeu marre it to che te 
Go hep ac ower kenaell home, 

For you fhail bop w cay coftome fr : 
De none of it ; hence ynake your belt of it. 

Kae. \ newer (ow sbetter fathion’é gowne, 
Mere queiat, more pleafing, nor more coawacodabie : 
Belike you meane to make s of me. 


Tail. She (ales your Wortbip mesnes to make a 
puppet of her 
Pet. Oh monftrous srrogence . 
Thea lyeft, chou thred, thou thimble, 
Thou yard three ers, halfe yard, quercer, nalle, 
These kara it, hou wonter cricket chow: 
Brav'd in mine owoe houle with e skeme of thred : 
Away chou Ragge, thos quentitie, thoe remnant, 
Or 5 fall fo be-merethee with thy ysrd, 
As thou thalc rhinke on tating whil'f thou lw > 
3 cell chee I, chas thea hahinert 'd her gowne. 
Tal, Your worthip ts decetu'd, che gowne is made 
Taft 2s my matter had diredtion - 
Grossie geuc order bow it thould be done. 
Gr. 1 hie ne order, | gane him the fufte. 
Tail. Bur how did you defire it thoald be made? 
Goa. Martie fx wich needle and thred. 
Ted. Ban did you not requeft to beuc it an s 
Gre. Thou halt fac'd many things. 
Ted. ‘have. 


Poppet 
Pa. Why true, he meanes to make 9 pappet of thee. 


of the Shrew. 


Gra, Pacenetmee: chee befi bree'd manic men 
brave not me ; I will neber bee fac’d nor brow'd. I fey 
voce thee, | bid chy Mafier cut out the gowne, bus I did 
not bid bem cut it (oe peeces. Ergo thea heft. 

Tad. heere is the note of the fethien te y 

Rede se 


Gra. The aore lies in's throes if he fey 1 fad fo, 

Tal, Lnprionis,s leole bodied gewne. 

Gru. Mafter, if cect I feld loofe-bodied gowns, few 
me in the shirts of it, and beste me co death withe bec. 
tome of browne thred : | (ads gowne. 

Pet, Proceede, 











Gra. | confelle wwo Deeues, 
Ta: The Oeeues curioufly cue, 
Pa. i there's the villame, 
Gre. Error i‘ch bill fiz, error Fch bill? I commanded 
= eek a ond 
that ble prowe epen thee lieve Gn - 
edinuttaabees : vad pis 
Tad, Thisis cree thet I fey, and Thad thee to 
where thou fhoaldf knew ey = 
Gra lem for thee Araight : teke chow the bill, give 
me chy meat-yard, snd {pare dot ene. 
= ve. God-e-mercie Graame, chen hee thal] have oo 
Pa. Well fr in breefeshe gowse is oot for me. 
Gre. You sre ith right fr, tie fer my mifins. 
Pa. Go cake it vp emo chy mahers vic. 
Gra. Villsine, net for thy bofe: Teke vp my Mifteehia 
gowne forchy malters vie. 
Pa, Why Gr, what's your conceic in shar? 
ats sandhill tain a aaa 
fizie co his mafters vt. 
Onfe eke 
Pet, Hortenfe, fey thee wih (ee the Tailor pads. 
9 a Crees Us eee oot D0 more. 
lor, Trailer, ile pay thee for so metTew, 
Teke ao wakiednefis of hs bafbe da 
Away I fey commend me to thy mefter. xu Tail, 
Pet. Well, come my Kare,we will voto your fathers, 
Been in thefe honeft measoe habdiliments : 
Our thall be , Of gorments poore ; 
For ‘tis the minde chat makes the bodie tich. 
And as the Senac breakes through the darkeft clands, 
So honoe peereth in the mesnefi habit. 
Whit is the Isy more precious then the Larhe? 
Becaefe his feathers are more beautifull, 
Or js the Adder better then the Eele, 
aule his peinced skin consents the 
Oh no good Kase: neither art thes the worfe 
Bos this poore fermrure, and meanc array. 
If chow ac counredft st thame, lay it on me, 
And cherefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith, 
To feat end fport vs ot thy fathers houfe, 
Go call my men, ond let vs ftraigin co him, 
gan Ravelapalia at Aamir nip 
There wil we mount, and thither walke on foote, 
Let's fee, thinke ‘tis now fome feven 2 clocke, 
Aad well we may come there by dinner tane. 
Kae. 1 dare effure you fir,'s1s almoft twe, 
And ‘twill be f treme ere you come there. 
Pee, Ye thell be fenen exe I gore hore: 
Looke whae I {peske, of do, of cunke codes, 
























































You ase shane, 
1 will not gee co dey, ond ese I dee, 
Ie Chall be what aciock 5 fey ic in, 
Hier. Why Codhis goliene will commend che fanaa. 


Twere good be were febool'd. 

Tra. Feare you act bien: Gave Bissdelle, 
Now dee your ducie I eduife yous 
isnogine ‘twere che 

Bien. Tet, feere not me. 

Tre. Ber heft chee dene thy errand to 


Bies leold bin tha yous wes 0: Venese, 
Aad chet you look’: for hie this dey in Pedua, 

Tre. Firat e tall feBow, botd thee theres dcieke, 
Here coms Bageifis : fe: Your countenence fa, 


seadtee deg eekce 
your 
the Scrieewer prefeutile, 
Tec kudueue wicds 


8 
Andif yee cl hee beth 
Laceutics Facher is ortived la Pade, 
Aad hew fhe's like co be Lasentics wife. 
‘Bieed. \ prale che gods fhe may withall any heart. 


Sate 
Tras. Delle act with the 
ee 
sally hierar els 
‘ 


some, one meGe is ike ce be cheere, 
Comme fir.twe will brwes ini Pf 


you. 







Las. Wher feift chow Biendsle. 
Biend. You faw wy Maller winks end laagh epon 


rn Biendslle, tue of than? 
Bicud. Frith aoching : but hes lef werhere behinds 
Se ereens oe ramns omtrat of tb Rares eid we: 


a aie 

Die. old Priel at Sain Conch is ox 
cormmend at oll houres. . — iam 

Lar. Aad wha: of all this, 


‘Bren. 1 cannot tell, expe ese buGied ebheer « 
et ee take igs Tats of her, Cums 


promitegio ad lapremendian to th’ Church coke rbe 
Sch Clabes cad tems bia kencnen, 

1f this be not chet you looke for, I howe 00 mare to fay, 
Bet bid Bianca foreyell for ewes and e dey. 

Lac, Hea'ft thos Brendefle, 

Bieed. 1 cownot testy: I knew a wench meried je an 
shernoone es thee wens ve the Gorden for Porfeley to 
Ruff s Rabu , end fo mey you fir: end fo adew fe, my 
Moefter bach e ppotored me to goe to Saim Latys to bid 
the Pricft be readieco come sgain8t you come with your 

Exe. 


Las. | ety ond wild, the be fo conrented 


Good Lard how bright end thines che Mooar. 


Kate, The Moene, the Sanne ; ic is not Moonelighs 


new. 

Pet. 1 Coy ie ts che Moone thet thines fo 
Kae. I know ic is the Senne thet Chines fo 

Pet. Now by my mochers fonne, and that’s my felfe, 
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kg thell be mooneor Rasre,or wher J hifi, 
Ox ere | iourncy to your Fathers howfe : 
Gee on, and ferch ous hosfes backe ag sme. 
Evermore croft and croft nodung but croft. 
Flere, Say as he fares, or we fhall newer goe. 
Kate, Forward | pray, fince we have come (o farte, 
And be & moone, of funne,os what you pieales 
And if you pleofe to call 1 a ruth Candie, 
‘| Henc h I vowe #t thall be fo for me, 
Petr. I fay stische Moone. 
Kate, 1 know ic 15 the Moone. 
Par, Naytheuyoulyc wis che bleffed Sunne, 
Kate, Then God be blett, it in the blefled fuo, 
Bur (anne 1¢ «9 not when you fay st is nox 
And the Moone changes even as yous minde a 
What will have « oam'd,cuen thai 19, 
And (0 it thall be fo for Kasbersas. 
Hert. Porractee, goe thy waies,the field 1s won 
Peer. Well forward forward ,chus the bowle (hould 
Aod not enisckily ogainft che Bias. (ren, 
But fof, Company is comming here 


Enron Unncentrs 

Goed morrow genile Miliris, where aways 
Tell me (weete Kare and cell me trucly too, 
Haff choc beheld a frefher Germle woman 
Such wasre of white and red within her cheskes: 
What ftars do fpengic heauea with (uch because, 
Asthofe cwo eyes become that heaueoly tace ? 
Faire lovely M aide once more good day to thee: 
Sweere Kare embrace het for her beausics (ake. 

Here, A will meke the mon mad to make che woman 


othim, 

Kate. Yong budding Virgin, faire and freth,& (weet, 
Whether sway oc whether is chy aboade? 
Happy the Perents of fo faire a childe , 

the man whom favourable Mars 

A lots chee for bis lowely be dfeilow 

Peer, Why how now Kare,} thee ert net med, 
This ts aman old, wrinckted faded, withered, 
Aad not a Maiden, ss thow ferft he is. 

Kase. Pardon old father my omftskiag cies, 
Thec haue bin fo bedazied with che fanne, 
That eucty thing I lookd on feemeth greene * 
Now I percejoc chow arta reverent Faches : 
Pardon } pray thee for my mad an faking. 

Petr, be ood old prandfire,& withall make inown 
Which wey chou crauelleft,:falong with vs, 
We thall be oyfull of shy companie. 

Vin. Paire Sit,and you my merry Mifitis, 
That with your fisange encounter much smefde me. 
My name is call’d Vineretee, ny dweiling Pra, 
And bound | amo Padua,sthere co vibte 
A fonne of mine, winch long J hsuc net feene. 

Petr, Whacis hisname? 

Vine, Luceutre gerie fu 

Petr, Happily met, the happier for thy foane: 
And now Nay Pa well as reverent age, 


Lmsy intiele thee ren Father, 

The biter tomy wifethis enclewomen, 
Thy.Sonac by bis hach married: wonder aot, 
Nas be nox . the 9 of good efteeme. 
Her dewrie wealthie,end of worthie burth, 
Befide,fe qualified, as moy befeeme 

The of any noble Gentieman . 

Let me umbrace with od /uncomn, 


- ee a ea al 


The Taming of the Sbren. 


Aad wander we to fee thy hone fonne, 
Who will of thy arriwall Be full j 
Vous. Bur ss chis true, ov is st effe your plesfure. 
Like plesfent craucilors to breake s left 
Vpon the companie you overtake? 
Hert, Udoe sflure chee fasber fo its 
Peer. Come got sleng sud fee the truth hereof, 
For ear fir mertement hech madetheciesious fxvenr. 
Her, Well Petructes, chis hae pac ane in heart; 
Heue ro my Widdow, and if the froward 
Theo hafi thow taaghs Herteatseto be entoward. Exe. 


Eater Bieadele, Lucontes end Bianca, Grew 
w ont befere. 
Bleed. Softly and (wiftly fie for che Prieft is ready. 
Las. \ fire Besndello; but they may chance co neede 
chee ¢ home, therefore leaue vs. Exe. 
Srend. Nay futh, Ue feeche Church » your backe, 
and chen come backe to my anftris as feone 21 I can 
Gre, lL anscuale Combes comes not all this while. 


Eater Perruches, Kate, Uincentio, Grimace 
with Aterodants. 

Perr. Sit heres che doore, this 1s Lacemess hoafe, 
My Fashers beares more coward che Mt stket. place, 
Thither avi I aad here } leave you fir 

Ye. You thall noc choofe but drinke before you go, 
Ichinke J thal! command your welcouve here) 
And by all ikelthood Tome chectesstowsrd = Knock. 

Grem. They're buhe whi, you werebef knocke 


lowder, 
Pedavt leokes out of the wenden. 

Ped What's he thas knockes as be woold bess de 
che gore? 

Vow \sSignios Lawentse withan Ge? 

Pad. He's enthin fir,buc not co be fpoken withsR, 

Fume. Wha fa men bring han o hundred poend or 
two to make merne withall. 

Ped, Kcepe your hundred pounds to sous felfe, hee 
thall neede none (0 tong 35 I lme. 

Par, Nay,J told you your fonne was well belesed on 
Padua : doe you heare fir, co leouc frreolows curcumftaa- 
ces, I pray you cell figasor Laceets chat hus Father 4s 
om Roo rieme ts at che doore to (peahe wah 


Ped, Theo heft his Father w come from Padua, and 
here leoking out st che wmdow, 

Vie. Art chog his father? 

Ped. 1 fic, fo bis mocher (ases,sf 1 may bebeewe her. : 

Par, Why how now geaticanso: why this ts flac kna- 
werre to take mens neme. 

Peda. Lay hands on the villame, 1 belcewe s mennrs 
cacefen fone bodie 1n thisCuse vader my countensace. 

Excer Boondefe. 

Bie, 1 have {cence them wn the Church » God 
fend’em good (hip ping : boc who is here? mine old Ma- 
Rer Viarentes: cow wee wc rndone and broagh te no~ 


Sie. Come hicher 
Bien, Ubepe I may choofe Six. 
Vin. Come hither you reguc, what hee you forgec 


nee ? 
Beond, Ge : I could not forget you, for 


J ecurs faw yoo befere in all my hfe. 
Via. Wha, you oti villane,didf thon aquer 
s 9h mcentio? 
Bie, Wha 


The Taming of the Shrew: 


Bas. Whe old worships old mates? 

Gs Gas care (a lnacliasous chibe wadow: 1? 
Uses. 10 feindcede. His basses Bsendol. 

Bam. Helpe deipc, heipe here's a mad men will our. 


me. 
Peds. Hi a. 
pamping vie artis the end ef 


Par. Pree 
Rover Pedant wish foruants 

Ths. Su, what ase you tha 
cont? 

0 ave. What arn I Gr:nsy what are you fir : ob inmor- 
call Goddes : oh fine villame, a Giken doubsier, 0 vel- 
act hate, s fcariet cloake, and 3 copataine har: oh | om 
vadoae, I am undone : while | plare che good husband 
es home, avy Coane and a7 feruant {pend all ac the vad 


Tre. How sow, what's the merter ? 
Dage. Whee us the man beasticke? 
Tra. Sit, youfeeme 8 fobcr sociere Gendemen by 
habis : bes your words thew you s aad man: why 
Leokucmals you, if 1 weere Pearle and goid:5 thank 
my good Facher, | ose able to mamtaine n. 
Yin. Thy fechas ; ob villaine, he is 2 Sale-makes in 


. Yourniftake Gr, youmifteke fe, prode what do 
yea is hes name ? 

Ven, Vis name, 0s if Ikeew oor his name: | have 

bien vp ewer fince he wastheee yeeres old, and 
his cane is Trem. 

Ped. Awnic,swae mad afte, bie name is Lacentso,and 
he is mine cache foane and heire to the Lands of me fig- 
esos Wearats, 

Wen, Leaceutio: one hath murdred bis Mefler ; icie 


if 2, Travia. 
er so beste any fer- 


bold on him I your the Dukes name: ob my 
fesnc,any Geanes cell ene thon eillainc, where is ey fon 
Laceutso? 


Fra. Call forch an offder: Corrie this mad knsee ro 
ee ere 1 Gharge you {ce thas hee be 


comenng. 
Wenc. Cacrre me coche Jeile? 
. Scare officer he fhall not go to prifon. 
i. Tolke nor figasot Gronme: I {aie be thall goeto 
petfoa. 


Gre. Take heede fignior Baprfte, leat you be coni- 
catch: ba this bufncile: 1 dace (weace chus 19 che nights 
Vacentio. 

Ped. Gerareif thos dar'ft. 

Gr. Naie, [ dave aoc {weare ic. 

Tras. Then thew wert be {aie chet I am noe Le- 


comtie. 
Gre. Yes, know thee co be fignior Larensce. 
Bap. Arete with che dotard, to the lade wich bi, 
Smer Biendelle, Lucemio and Bienen. 
iw. Tes flrengess cay be baild and ebefd : eb mon- 


Gewus vidsene, 
Besa. Oh we sre (peil'd,and yonder he is,denie him, 
we ase all vadone. 


bochweere him, of 
Bute Beasdebe Tr cnie and Pedant a foft a: maz be. 
Lar. Pardon (weere faches Kaeels, 


Bay. How baht thou offeoded, where ts Lavestio? 
Los: Here's Lacentés, right fonaeto the right Var 
entice, 
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That have by marnage mode chy daaghicr mune, 
While conanesfeis fuppofes bieer'd thine eine. 
Gre. Here's pecking with 2 wuaeffe to dec eve vs all, 
Fun. Where is that damoed vilisine Trane, 
Thet fac’d sad braved ac in shes matter fo? 
Bey. Why, tell mers aor this my Cambie? 
Bean, Cambios chang'd imo Lacemes, 
Luc. Lowe wrought thefe miracles. Branca love 
Made me exchange my fete with Trane, 
While he did beare my countenance in the towne, 
Aad happilie | hawe arrised at che laf 
Voto che withed heuen of my biiffe : 
What Trane did my feife enforft him co ; 
Then pardon buen fweere Father for my fake. 
Ces. Ile fle che villainesnofe thas would hene (ent 
qe tothe Jaile. 
Bap. Bor doe you heare fir, have you merried my 
daughter withous asking my good will / 
Vn. Fesre net Raped a,we will concent you, get to. 
buc } will nto be reweng'd for this villeare. exe, 
Bap. Aad I to fowad the depth of this knowerie. Ex, 
Lac. Looke net pele Bianca,thy fecher will a0: frown, 


Ezount 
Gre. My cakels hbat Mele the reft, 
Gvchee cea tee thare of the feo 
Kate Husband let's follew,co (ee the-end of this edee, 
Par. Ficft kifle me Rataaad we will. 
Kate. What mnche midft of the Rreece 2 
Pew. Whar ast chou athaar'd ef me? 
Kae, Mo fr,God forbid, but stam dro hiffe. 
Petr, Why chen let's heme sgame : Come Sirta let's 


awaic. 
Kase. Ney, 1 will giec thee o kifle, now pease thec 
ia 8 prere 


Posy. Is not chie well come my (veeete Kase. 
Better once then weuct for newer to lace. Exeant. 





Atlus Quintas. ) 


Enter Baprifi eT incentse Gremio, the Pedent , Lacentio,aed 
Bianca. Trane, Bicodelle Cramee, and Widow : 


Th Semeiorn ee: ereare 
jo . 
Lec. Ac left, hough long. our esting Roses agree, 


Aad ume its when raging warre is come, 

To fmile at Scopes and perils operblowne : 

My faire Bienca bid my father welcome, 
hile I woth felfefeme kindneffe welcome thine: 

Beecher Perruchie filter Katerma, 

And thos Herteotio with thy loung Widdew : 

Feaft with che be@,sad welcome te my houle, 

My Benker 1s co clofe our flomekes vp 

alter our great good cheere : prase you (x downs, 
now we fx cochac os well as care. 
Petr. Nothing but fic and fir,and cate sad este. 
Bq. Pedas this kindneffe, fenne Petruchio. 
Par. Padua chords nothing bat what is kinde. 
Her For both ous (akes I would thes word were rue 
Pes. Now for ray life Horteuse feares tis Widow. 
wid. Then aceer craft me if] be sffesed. 
saat isc fencible, end yct you mile 

8 
1 mesnc Horteurie ie efeard of you, 





Wid, 
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Wid. He thacis giddic chinks the world carne round. 

Perr, Roundile replied. 

Kat. Miftr:s.how meane you thst? 

wed, Thus! conceine by bim. 

Petr, Concetues by me, how likes Bertemtie chav? 

Her. My Widdow fases,chus the conceiucs het tale. 

Perr, Verie well mended: kiffe him for chas good 
Widdow. 

Kas He chacis giddve thinkes the world turnes round, 

§ prere you tell me whac you meant by thar, 

wed, Your housband being troubled with afhrew, 

Meaferes my husbands forrow by his woe - 

And now you know my meaning, 

Kase. Awerie meane intaning, 

Wid. Right, | meane you 

kat. And 1 em meane indecde, refpecting you. 

Per, Toher Kate 

Her. Toler @cddaw. . 

Petr, A hundred marks,my Kare docs put her down 

Her. That's ray office 

Petr. Spoke like on Officer: hato the lad. 
‘Drinkeste Hortests. 

Bap. How likes Greme hele qui ke wicted folkes? 

Gre, Beleewe me fir,they Bac cogether well. 

Bean, Head ond but an haftic witted bodie, 

Would fay your Head snd Bur were bead and horne. 
Via. 1 Miftris Bride, hath thac swakened you? 
Buen. I,but net fighted me, therefore Ile fleepe a- 

ane, 

Pace Nay chet you (hall not fince you hace begun; 
Home st youfor a bewer seft of tao. 

Bran. Amn! your Bird,I mesne co fhift my buth, 
And then purfue me as you draw your Bow. 
You ere welcome all. Exist Brance. 

Perr She hath prevented me, here fignior Trane, 

This bied you aim'd at.chough you hit her not, 

Therefore a health co all chat Shot and mift. 

Tri. Ob fir, Locentro Thpe me like tis Grey-hound, 

Which cuns himfelfe,and catches for lus Matter. 

Par, A good (wile firmile,bur fomething currith. 
Tra. ‘Tvs well fir chat you hanced for your {elfe 
Tis thought your Deere does hold you ac a barr, 
Ghoh Petruchee, Trance hits younow. 
Luc. Ithenke thee for chac gitd good Trasie. 
Her, Confeffe ,confeffc, hach he not hit you here? 
Peer; Ahas a litle gold me | conteffe: 

Acd asthe left did gleunce sware from me, 

*Pistenco one it maim'd you too our right. 

. Nowin (adneffe fonne Perrachvo, 

Ichinke chou haft the werseft fhrew of stl. 

Par, Well, 1 (sy no: ond therefore fir sfurance, 

Let's each one fend ento his wife, 

And he whofe wife is mot abediem, 

To come ot firft when he doth fend for her, 

Shall win che wager which we wll propole 
Hort, Content, whaes the wager? 

Luc. Twente crownes. 
Perr. Twente crownes, 

Ile vencare (o mach of my Hawke oc Hound, 

Bat twentre times fo much vpon my Wife, 
Lee. A hundred then, 

Her. Contem 
Par. A match, ‘as done, 
Her, Who thall begin? 
Lee. Theawill 5. 
Goce Brendelie bid your Niificle comne to me, 


T be Taming of the Shrew. 


bw, Igoe. Exs. 
Bap. Sonne, lie be your 
Lac. ile baue no halass : Ie 
Eater Biendelle. 
How now what newes? 
Bes, Sit sny Mifttris fends you word 
Thac the 1s bufie,and the cannot come. 
Petr, How? thes bufie,and the cannot come: is thas 
an an(were? 
Gre. 1, and 3 kinde one too? 
Prare God fir your veife fend you net a worfe, 
Petr. Lhope better. 
Her. Sirre Bndele, gee tnd latreste my wife to 
come to me forthwith Exit.Bem, 
Pes. Ohho,iotreace her, nsy then thee maft needes 
come. 
Her, 1 sm affraid fu.doe what you can 
fuser Bundelle, 
Yours will nox be entreaced : New, where's my wife ? 
Bion, She (ures you have force goodly ieft inhend, 
She will noe come s the bids you come to het. 
Petr, Worle and worfe, the will not come ¢ 
Oh vilde,intolterable,not co be indus'd ; 
Sitra Gramues,goe to your Miltens, 
Say I command her come tome 
Her, Tknow her anfwere. 
Pee. Whac? 
Her, She will nos. 
Par, The foule: fortune mine,and there an end, 


tana COMES. 
cit all my fellc, 


Esa. 


Eater Katerma. 
Bap. Now by my hollidam here comes Katerine, 
Kas. Whacis your will fic,chat you fend for me? 
Per. Where is your fiftce,and Hertenfios wife? 
Kae They fic conferring by the Parler fire 
Perr. Goe fetch them hither, fthey deme to come, 
Seage me them forndly forth vnto then husbands: 
Awey I fav sad bring then tuther ftraghe. 
Las. Here isa wonder, if you talke of s wonder, 
Mor, Andfartis: | wonder what it boads. 
Petr, Masse peace «¢ bosds. and iouc,and quict life, 
An awfell rule,end right lupremicie : 
And tote hort, what not,thac’s fweete and heppre. 
Bag Now foire befall thee good Perruchie; 
The wager chou halt won.and | will adde 
Vaso theit loffes cwentie choufand crownes, 
Another dowrie co anocher daughter, 
For fhe 1s chang’d as (he nad ncuer bin. 
Peer, Nev.1 wail win my woger becreryet, 
And thow nuore figne of her obedience 
Her new buile verrue and obedience 
Ester Kete, Branca, and 0 iddow, 
See where fhe cames,and brings your froward Wives 
As prifoners coher womaniic perfwahon 
Kasterine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
Off wich chac bable, rbrow it ynderfoore. 
Wid. Lord let me never haue a caufe co fgh, 
Tull The Broughs ro foch a filhe paffe 
Bran. Fie wha sfoolith durie call yoo chis? 
Les. 1 would your ducte were os foolifh coo 
The wifdome of your datie faire Bromea 
Hath coft me fue hundred crownes fince (upper cme. 
Bian, The more fools you for laying on my dutie. 
Pa. Katbervae i charge thee cell chefe besd-ftron 
Niemen, aha dausthey aoe owe thew Lords and h 


wid. Come, 
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seed. Come, come, your mecking: we willhanene To ofter wacre, where they fhould kneele for peace: 
willing. Or feeke for rule, fapremacie, and (way, 

Pa. Come cn! (ey, end ficft begin wich ber. When they are bound to ferue, loue, and obsy. 

word. She fhail nor. Whiy are oug bodies foft, and weake, aod fmoach, 

Per. 1 fay thethall, and firft begin wich her, Vaage co toyle and trouble ia the world, 

Kase. Fie, fie, vnknicthat chrecaning vnkinde brow, | Bat chat our foft conditions, arid our hares, 
And dert net {cornefull glerces from thofe cies, Should weil agree with our exrernall parts ? 
Lictrsomrar< Aang Lar, dort Anansi ray Come, come, you froward and vnable wormes, 
It blecs chy beantie, 23 bite the Meads, My minde hach bio 0s bigge as one of yours, 

thy fame, es whirlewinds thake faire budds, | My heart as great, my reafon haplie more, 
And m no fence is meere or amiable . To bandie word for word, and trowne for frowne ; 
A woman mou'd, is ike a fountsine troubled, Bat now I fee our Launces are but ftrawes! 
Maddie, ill feerning, thicke, bereft of benutic, Our ftrength os weske, our weakeneffe paft compere, 
And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfthe That feeming co be moft, which we indeed leaf are. 
Will daigne to fip, oc roech one drop of it, Then vale your Romackes, for it is no boote, 
is Lord, toy Ute, ty bacee®, And place your hands below your hasbands foote : 
Thy head, thy fowersigne : One that cares for chee, In coken of which datie, if he plcafe, 
And for thy maintenance, Commits his bedy My hand is readie, may it do himeafe. 
To painfull labour, both by fea and land : ‘Per. Why theresa wench: Come on, sad kife mee 
Te watch the night in Rormes, the dayin Kate. 
Whil’ft chou ly’ warme at home, fectre and fsfe. Las. Well go thy waies olde Lad for thou thal ha'r. 
And crases no other tribere st thy hands, Via. Tisagoodhearing, when children are toward. 
Bas loue, faire leokes, and tree 3 Le. Buc charth hearie when women are frowsrd, 
Teo lictie peyment for fo great s debt. Pet. Come Kate, tobed, 
Sach ducie es the fabse& owes the Prince, We three sre married buc youtwo are ped. 
Baca fach a women oweth to her husbead : Twas I wonne the wager, thoagh you hic che white, 
Aad when the is foward, peceith, fallen, fowre, And being « winner, God give you good night. 
Aad aoc obedient to his honeft will, Exit Pervachse 
Wher is the but s feute contending Rebell, Hertes. Now gee thy wayes, thou hsft tam’d 2 curit 
And Traicor to her louing Lord? Shrow. 
lem 'd chat women are fo Gmple, Luc.Tis a weader, by your lesue, the wil be tam'd fo. 
FINIS. 











ALLS 
Well chatEnds Well 





eA flus primus. Scena Prima. 





Queer your Bertram Count of Roffilion, bu Aether, and 
oma, Lord Lafew, ab wa blacke. 


Maher 
N delivering my fonne from me, I buries feo 
cond husband. 
AG Ref. And lin going Madam, weep ore my 
fathers death anew; but 1 muft accend his mate- 
fires command, to whom | amnow in Ward, evermore 
in febseiion. 

You thall find of che King shusband Madame, 
mrs a facher. He that fo generally 1s a¢ ali t:mes good, 
matt of neceffiue hold his vertue to you, whofe worthi- 
nefle would titre it vp where 1¢ wanted rachec chen Lack 
at where there is uch abundance. 

Me.What hope is there of his Maiefties amendment? 

Laf. He hath abandon'd his Phifitions Madam, va- 
der whofe praAisfes he hach perfecuted come wath hope, 
and finds no other aduancage in che proceffe , but onely 
the loofing of hope by time. 

Me, Thus yong Gentlewoman had a father, © that 
had, how fed apaffsge tis, whole skill was almoft as 
greatas hishoncihe, had ic (teetch'd fofsr, would have 
made naturc immortali,and death fhould haue play for 
lacke of worke. Would forthe Kings (ake hee were hh- 
wing, | thinke re would be the death of the Kings difeafe. 

Laf, How eall’d you the man you fpeake of Madam? 

Ade, He was famous fir in hts profefion, and 1 was 
his greacrightco be fo Gerard de Norben, 


Leaf, He wasexcellenc indeed Madam, the King very 
lacclie fpoke of him sdmiringly , snd mowrningly : hee 
was shilfull enough to haue lu'd ftilyf knowledge could 
oc fer vp 


Ref. 
f 


ainft morcallee. 


8 181 (my good Lord the Kang languifhes 






nee vertuous quplities, there commendations go with 
picty, they are veleues and traitorstoo: in her chey ore 
the beret for their @mpleneffe; re dexwes her honeflic, 


and etcheeves her goodnefie. 
Lafew, Your commendations Madam get from her 
teares. 

Ade.'Tis the bef brine a Maiden con fesfon her praife 
in. The remembrance of her father newer approches her 
heare, but the cirrany of her forrowes takes all lnmelthood 
fromher cheeke. Nomorte of this Helena, goroo, no 
more leaft « be rather choeght you affea a fosrow then 
to haue 

Hell 1 doe affe8 a forrow indeed, but I haue it ceo. 

. Moderace lamentation ts the right ofthe dead, 
excefliue greefe the enemie ro the Iruing. 

Me. If the buing be enemuc co the g ceefe, the excefle 
makes 1 foone mortal! 

Ref. Maddsm I defire your holie withes 

Leaf. How wnderftsnd we thas? 

Ms. Be thou bleft Berrrame, and fucceed thy father 
+n manners asin fhape : thy blood and verrue 
Contend for Empire in thee, and chy goodneffe 
Share wach chy burth-righe. Loueall, cut afew ‘ 

Doe wrong tonone : be able for chine enemie 

Rather nm power chen efe: and k thy trend 
Vander thy owne lifes key. Be checke for filence, 

Buc newes can'd for Speech, What heasen more wil, 
That chee may furnith, snd my prayers plucke downe, 
Fall on chy head. Farwell my Lord, 

‘Tis an vofeafon'd Cousticr, goed my Lord 

Aduife him, 

Leaf, He cannot want the bef 
Thee thall attend his love. 

Me. Hesaen blefle hin : Farwell Bertram 

Re. The beft withes chat can be forg’d in your thoghes 
be {eruants to you : be comforrable co my mother, your 
Mafiris, i aake much of het. 

. Farewell pretese ‘ou eauft hold che cre- 
Pie (ei aah. 

Heil, O were chet all, I chinkeneton my father, 
And chefe great teares his remembrance mote 
Then rhofe I thed for him. What was he like? 

1 hede forgort him. My iasegination 

Corries no favous n't but Borrvan, 

I am sndone, there is no lieing, pene, 

Bf Bertram be ewey. T were al] one, 

Thes I fhould loves bright particuler ftarre, 

Aad think co wed it, he 1s fo aboue me 

In his bright radience and colacerall light, sic 
r 








Th'smb:tice 12 my love chus , 
ae ee the Lien 
NMufi die "Twas pretue, though s plague 
To fee bern cuczie houre co fu and draw 

His erched brewes, his hawking ec, tus curice 
In our hearts table: hears too 

Of everic line and triche of tis {wees fencer. 

Bat sow he’s . and eny idolatrous fancie 
nde on die hers Relies Who comes heeret 


Eater Parvebes, 


One thet wich him: | lous ham fos tus fake, 

And yet! him a aovorsous Lias, 
Thanke tum 2 gros: sy Coole, (ole a coward, 

Yer chafe fiz: evils fis fo he nem 

Thas they take place, when Vertwes Ree'y bongs 
Lookes bleske sth cald wind 1 wihell full ofte we fee “ 
Cold wifedome warghting on fupesfseus folie. 

Pa. Sene you faire Queene. 

Hel. And you Monarch. 

Pa. No. 

Hed. dade ae oe 

Par. Are you tming on v : 

Fab. 11 pou have foene ir are in you : Let 
mee sche you s quettion. Man »» eneane to vusgrour. 
bow may we berracado h sgeinf how ? 

Pe. Keepe im out. . 

lel. Ban he sMaies, and ow verginiue chough vali- 
ene, mthe defence yer is weak : vaboldte ve fome ware 
Lhe refiftance. 

Par. There:s none Man Setting downs before you, 


wasfisfiloR. That you were 
wall meke Virgins. Virgunitie, by beeing once lof, 
ra eobepbinwe ppc. rig ie wes ever 


‘ths too cold a compenion: Away wich’. 
Fiel. | will Rand for’ » lutie, though therefore | die 


oat of stl fanftihed imix, a9 9 defperate 
Natore, Virgiirre beeedes mises, mech like « 
conferves 1 felfe ro che eery payting, and fo 
hisewne Momecke. Befides, ¥ ° 


os likes. ‘Tiss lefe che with : 
The longes che lee worth : Of arent 
vendible. Antwer the tmeof requeft, Vieginitic ike 
an olde Courties, weares her cap our of tichly 
(ured, but vnfyreable, iaft like the breoch & the tooth. 
prck, whech were net now 1 your Dece is bewer in yous 
Pye and yous Portedge, then in your cheske : sad your 
del, os tah ois lake one of our French 
wither'd peares, ic es Lal, i ences drily, marry ‘tise 
wither'd peare : m wee bereer, marry yen ‘tis 3 
wicher'd wil with ix 

He. toe me pungee ; 
There thell your Mafter 
A Mothes, and e Miftreffe, and 0 friead, 
A Phems, Captaine, snd an enemy, 
A guide, s Goddefle, and 3 Soveraigne, 
His bumble embicioe, proud humiticy : 
His esting, concord : and his difcord dulcess 


His forth, hes forces da(after : with 8 world 


Of preity fond edoptions chnfiendomes 
Thet blinking Cupid - Now tha he: 
B know not what he fhell, God fend him weil, 
The Courts a learning place, and he Is oe. 

Pa. What one ifaith ? 

Het. Thee b with well, cv purty, 

Par, What's pecty? 

Hel. Ther wilhing well had not a ite, 
Whole ftarres do tha: vs vp in wifhes, 
Migh+ veh effets of them follow our friends, 
And thea whst vve slone mufi danke, which neues 
Returoes ve chankes. 


Esser Poge, 


Pag. Monhewr Parreliss, 
My Lord cals for you, 
Per, Latle Feflerforewell, f1 can remember thee,J 
will chinke of chee a« Court 
Hel. Monhew Pareles, you were borne ender 6 
charitable ferre, 
Par. Vnder Mars 1. 
Hed. I ially thinke, under Adare, 
ad ec 
Hel. The wastes hath fo k vader, thar 
el ecdabehaawindice OO 
Pa. When he was predominant, 
Hel, When he was I thinke recher. 
Per, Why chinke you fe 
Hel, You go fo much beckward orhen you ight. 
Pe. s for 
Hel, So is ranting sway, 
When feare propofes the : 
Bet che compofiiion that your valour and feere mekes 
inyow , ise vertue of e good wing , and like che 
weere well, 
Perel. | un {0 fall of befineffes, 
chee scurcly : I will cetarne 
which my inG@reGion 
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Sos tien © pond eaters and vie hun as Bevis chee 1 
Se fesew 


Het Our remedies oft m our felues do lye, 

Whuch we efcribe to heauen : the fated 
Giwes vs free {cope, ently doch beck werd poll 
Oar flow defignes, when we our felues sre dull, 
What power is ik, which moenrs my loue fo hye, 
Thac makes me (ee, and cannot isan 
The mighcieft fpace in forcune, Nacere brings 
To. like, likes and kiffe like naciwe things. 
| ible be Rrange actcempes co thofe 
That weigh their paines in fence, and do (uppole 
What hach beene, cannot be, Who ever flroue 
To thew her meric, thac did enifle her lowe ? 
Or Kings dileafe ) my proreR may decerse me, 

ut my incents are ftxt, and wall not leaue ane. Ene 

Flourdle Covnet:. 
Eacer slr Keng of France muh Letters, and 
dners Asteudans:. 


Kup: The Ploremunes and Seneys are by ch'cares, 
Hasse fought with equall fortune, and continue 
A brauing warre. 

1 LeG. Sotsreported fr. 

Kong, Nay tis moft credible, we heere receiog it, 
A cercaintie vouch'd from our -‘Cofin Aafiria, 
Wich caution, chac the Flerestsne will moue vs 
For (peedie ayde: wherein our deereft fnend 
Presudacates the bufineffe, and would feeme 
To haue vs ake demall. 

8.L0.G His loue and wifedome 
Approu'd foto your Maiefty, may pleade 
Foramplef credence. 

Keg. He hath arm d our anfwer, 
And Flerewce 13 deni’ de before he comes 
Yet for our Gemlemen chat mesne to fee 
The Tafcan lecurce, freely haue they leave 
To Nand on either part. 

a.Le.E. It well may ferue 
A nurfferie co our Gentric, who are ficke 
For breathing, and exploit 

King. What's he comes heere. 


Enter Bertram ,Lefew and Pareles. 


1 Lor.G. Icisthe Count Rokgnel ny good Lord, 

Yong Bertram. 
- King. Youth. thow bear'ft chy Fathers face, 

Franke Nature racher curious then in hat 
Hach well compos dihee Thy Fathers moratl parts 
Maift choo inherit 100 : Welcome to Pars 

Ber. My thankes and dutic ere your Marefoes, 

Km, J would J had that corporal! foundnefle now, 
As when thy father,snd my fett, in friendfhup 
Fist tride our fouldserthip . he did looke farre 
Into the ferwsce of the time, and was 
Difcipled of the braueft. He lated long, 
Bur on vs both did hagpith Age ftesle on, 
And wore vsout of a¢t : Ic much repares me. 
Totalke of your good father ; mn his youth 
He had the Jiswbich 1 can well obferue 
To dey io our yong Lords . but they may sef? 
Till cheir owne {come retume co them vanoted 
Ere they can hide their lewitse in honoar : 
So like a Counties, contempt nor bitrernelle 


Al s Well chasends Well. 


Were in his pride, or ocfle ; if they wae 
Hicqalime nen aumes lane 
Clocke to st (elfe, knew che cruc minute when 
Excepuon bid him fpeake : and at chis time 
His tongue obey dbis hand. Who were below hin, 
He vs'd as creatures of enother place, 
Aud bow’d his eminent snp ro alr 1p rales 
Making them proud of his hamitixie, 
In their poore preife he humbled : Such s man 
a be a copie to thefe yonges times 5 
Which followe d well, would demonfirste them now 
But goers backward 

Ber, His good remembrance fr 
Lies richer in yoar choughes, chen on his rombes 
So in approote hues nox bis Epitaph, 
Asin your royall (peech 

Keone .\Would | were with him he would afwaies 
(Me chinkes | heare him now) hus plaufue words 


He {catcer'd not in eares, but ed them 

To grow there and to beare : Let me not live, 
This is good melancholly off began 

On the Catsftrophe and heele of pafiime 


When it was out : Lec me not tive (quoth hee) 
Aftet my flame lackes oyle, to be the (nuffe 

Of yonger fpirus, whofe spprehenfiue fenkes 

All but new # difdaine ; whofe sedgements are 
Meere fathers of arments : whole confteacies 
Expire before their fafhions . this he with'd 

I after him, do after him with coo; 

Since 1 nor wax not henic can bring home, 

T quickly were diffolued from my hive 

To gue fome Labourers roome, 

L.2.€. You's loued Sir, 

They chat leaft lend st you, thall lacke you firft. 

Km. {fils place l know’t :how long sft Coam 
Since che Phyfitsen st your fathers died ? 

He was much fom'd, 

Ber. Some ha moncths fince my Lord. 

Kes. Ifhe were hung, J would ery him yet. 
Lend me an arme: the reft have worne me out 
Wath feuerall applications : Nature and ficknefle 
Doebace it at their lesfure Welcome Couet, 
bly fonne's no deerer 


Ber. Thanke your Masefty. Ess 
Fleur if 
Ester Comsefe, Steward and Clever. 
Come. I will now heare, what (sy you of this gencles 


wormsa, 
Ste. Maddem che care [ have had to cucn your cen- 
tent, Ib with rm@hs be fomad in the Kalender of my paft 
risticrrern Wed “br dahipre-wicepegreca sla aa 
the clearneffe of our deferaings, whenel ow {clues 
we publith them. e 
owe. What doc’s this knaue hecre? Get you gone 
fare: she complaint I hauc heard of you 1de.not all be- 
pater: neffe thst J doe not . For | know you 
pot to commit chem, & hauc abilitie cnough 
t% make uch 2€8 yous, 
Ch, Tis nes vaknown to you Madam, | ame poore 


Cone. Well fit. 
Cl, Ne maddam, 
Tis pot fo well chet I am poore, though manic 














of che rich ase dema'd Dorf] mey hens your Ladithips 
geod will to geeve che world, Ashel the woman end w 
will dee as wemay. 

Come. Wilechou avedes be s begger ? 

Che. 1 Boe beg your good will in this cafe, 

Cou, Ia what cafe? 

Cle, In Sshels cale rnd mine owne : ferdiceis no heri- 

ad Vithinke I fhall never hauethe ef God, 

till I bene sflue s my bedse : for they (ay barnes are bie& 


Con, Tell me 









reefon why thew wilt marrie? 

Ch. VM e Madam requires it,] am driven 
enby che fieih, and hee meft acedes goc thas the diucll 
drives. 


Ceo. Isthis all your woethins reson? 
Cle. Faxb Medam I havc other holie reafoos, fuch es 


are. 
aay Se Misy the world know chem ? 

Cle, [have beene Modem a wicked cremure, 69 you 
and all fleth and bloed ere.and indeede I doe marrie that 
I may cepenc, 

Coe. Thy marnage fooner then thy wickedneffe 

Cle. Lem outa trends Madam, and I hope to have 
frends for my wiues (ake. 

Cou. Such friends are chine enemies knaue, 

Cle. ¥'sre Chaliow Madam in great friends, for the 
knawes come co doe that for me which 1 ams wearic ef : 
be chec exes my Land, [pares my teame, snd gives mee 
leaue to Innethecrop. if I be his cuckold hee's my 

drudge ; he ther contiforts my wift, 1s the cherithes of 
ficth snd blood ; hee that cherithes my Acth and 
Wood Jove my ficth endbloods he ther loues my fleth 
and blood is my friend:erge he chat kifles my wile is my 
frend :if men could be conented tobe at a they are, 
there were no fesrela marrage, for yong Charbes the 
Peritan, snd eld 7 che Papift, how fomere their 
hearts are fever'd in Religion, their heads sre both one, 
they may rule hoens together like any Deare ith Herd, 
Con. Wik chou cuer be afoule mouth'd and calem- 
meus kasne? 

Cle. A i Madam, and I fpeake the truth the 
dest waie, for} che Ballad will cepeete, which men full 
tree fhall finde, your mscriage comes by deflime, yous 
Cuckow Gags by kinde. 

Con, Get yoo gone fir, Ile cafke with you more snon. 

Stew. May br cap you Medem, thas hee bid Helen 
come to you, 1 am co fpeake. 

Con. Stree tefl my geaslewoman J would (peske with 
her, Hellen I mesne. 

Che. Was this farce face the caufe,quoth the, 

Why ebe Grecians (acked They, 
Feed done, done, fond was this King Pritam: soy, 
Wich thet fhe fighed es the Rood, bw 
And geue this fentence then, emong nine bad sfone be 
POS among nine bad ifone be good, these's yet one 
in 


good inten. 
a What,one goodin tenne? you corrups che fong 


Ch. One good women in cen Medam,whichtss fe. 
st’ feng : would God would ferve the world fo 
the yeere, weed finde no fauls with the tithe women 
if] ware the Perfon,onc inten quoth 9? and wee might 
hanes good women berae but ore ewerie blazing (terre, 
or a¢ an conbquake, ‘rweald mend the Lecreriewell, 6 
men mey desw his heart owt eres plucke ona, 
Con. Youle begone fir knaue,and doe as I command 


eee 







































Ais Well that ends Welk. 2 


pay Leg one der say alegre r 

a0 Ae 

will doe no hart, ic will weare che Surplis of bans 

ouer the blacke-Gowne of s bigge heart : I om ge~ 

ing forfooch, the befinefSe is fos paar 8 
Cow. Well now. 


Miser Iknow Madam you lowe your Gentlewomsa 
tely, 
Con. Faith I doe : her Father bequesch’d her to mee, 
and fhe her felfe withous other advantage, may lewful- 
he make tule to asmuch love as thee Eades, there js 
more owing het thew 1s paid, and mere thall be peid 
hes then fheele demand. 

Stow, Madam, | wasverie late nore acere her chen 
I thinke thee wife mee, slone theeswas, and did 
communicate ca her felfe her owoe words to her 
owne cares, fheethought, I dare vowe for her, they 
touche noe snie rengee fence, her mecter was, thes 
loued bag Sonne; Fortune thee faid wes no 
defic, chat had put fuch difference betwins their two 
eftstes ; Love no god, that would nos extend his mighe 
onciie, where quelities were lewell, chee of Vie. 
gins, chat would fuffer her poore Kaight furpric’d 
withous sefcue in the firlt odaukt os ranfome sher- 
ward: This thee deliuer'd in the moft bicser couch of 
forrow chat cre { heard Virgin exclaimein,which I held 
my daciefpeedily co ecquains you withall, fisheace ia 
the loffe chat mey happen, it concernes you i 
to know ie. 

Con, You houe difcherg'’d this honefilie, keepe x 
so yous oo meoie yb s olga mee of chis 

¢, which hun tot to she ballance, thee 

3 could oexher sor sitdoube b praie you 
leaue mee, fall chis in your bofome, and 1 thaake 


you fos yous honefl care: 1 will (peske wich you fur- 
ther anoa, Cat Sarwan 


Enter Ficlse, 


Ol4.Cow, Even fo it vvae vith me when I was youg: 
If ever vve are natures, chefe ss¢ oure,this chorue 
Doth to ont Rofe of youth Relea 
Our bloud to vs, this ce our io borne, 
Ic is che fhow, and (eale of nacures eruch, 
Where loues firong paffion 13 impreft in youth, 
By our remembrances of dsies forgon, 
Such were our foults, or then we hs chem none, 
Her cieis ficke on't, I obferuc her now, 
Heb, What is your pleafere Madam ? 
Of.Com, You know Helou! sma mother to yeu. 
Hel. Mine honorsble Mifiris ‘ 
Ol.(ow, Nay amosher, why aoc 8 mother? when | 
fed e mother 
Me thought you (aw 0 frpenc, what's in mother, 
That you Marc at sc? I fay lonyew methes, 
And put you in the Catalogue of chofe 
Tha¢ wese enwombed mine, ‘tis often feene 
Adopeion Rives vvith nature, and choife breeder 
A astiuc flip to vs from fasraine feedes: 
You nere oppreft me with s mothers groene, 
Vet { exprefic co you s mothers care, 
ode mercie maiden) dos it curd thy bleed 
o fay I em thy mother? vwhat’s the mactes, 
Thus chis difempered of wes? 





Va 





















ne manic colous'd itr thine eye? 
W P are or? 
bf, That | sm noc. a oy 

Old.Cox. 1 (ay lam your Mother. 

Hel Pardon Madam, 

The Count Rofes cannot be my brother 
J am from hunrble.he from honored aame - 
Nonote vpon nry Parents, his all noble, 
My M after sny deere Lord ne is and J 

His feruant five, and wit! his wsfall use - 
He muft not be my brother 

Ol.(oa, Nor} your Mother. 

Pic. You are my mother Madam. would you were 
So thet my Lord yourlonne were not my brother, 
Indeede my mother, or were you bork our mothers, 
T cateno more for, chen dot for heaven, 

Sof were not bis fifles,cont no ether, 
Burl your daughter, he melt be my brother. 

Old. cra Yes Hellee,youmight be my daughter in low, 
God thield you meane it nox, daughter end mothes 
So fitwe vpon your pulfe ; evhat pale agen? 

My feare hath carche your fondnefle! naw I fee 
The miftrie of your louelineffe, and finde 

Your fale cesres head, now to all fence ‘tis groffe 
You love my fonnc,iavention is atham'd 
Agalaft the proclamation of thy psffion 

Te fay chou dooft not : therefore cell me tree, 
But tell methen ‘tis fo, for looke, thy cheetes 
Confeffe it ‘ron tooth ce ch’other,end chine cies 
Seeit fo grofely fhowne in thy behsuiours, 
That m theie hinde they fpeske it, onely finne 
A adhellith obftinacie tye thy congue 

That ceuch fhould be (ulpeéted, (peake,ift fo? 
if 0 be fo,yeu have wound 2 goodly clewe 1 

If tt be not, ferfweare't how ere I charge thee, 
Asheaeen thall weske in me for chine susite 
To tell re truelie. 

Heh. Good Madam pardon me, 

Cos Do youloue my Sonne? 

He8. Yous pardon noble Miftris 

Cex, Love you my Sonne? 

Heb. Doe not you lowe hum Madan 

Con, Goe not about; nry love hath in se bond 
Whereof the world nkes nore: Come, come, difclole . 
The Mare of your effeétion,tor your paffions 
Haue tothe full eppeach'd, 

Hel Then | confeffe 
Here on my knee before high heaven snd you, 

Thee before you, and next vito high heawen, ! leur your 
: 


Soune 

My frends were but honeft,fo's ary lowe : 
ac sec eicaded fort! hurts not hin Pe 
That he is loud of me ; J follow him noe 

By any coken of preiempreoes feite, 

Nor would J have hum,cill | doe deferee him, 
Yeaneecr know how are defers vir inde i 

I know I love tn vaine, firsve s 

Ver inthis captsous,and iecevoete Si ag 

{ ftoll poure 1 che waters of ny loue 

And lacke not ca loofe Mill; ches Andree bbe 
Relsgrous i mine error, | adore 
The Sunne chac lookes vpon his wo 
But knowes of him no more. M 





‘Msdam, 


234 A's Well that ends Well, 








Dee not threw from you,and 
Shere the aduice Apo its a 


The : 
he ce ‘elec tus recele’d, 


Did ever, ia fo true » Rame of king, 

With chafily end love dearety.that your Dass 
Was boch her felfe and loue ,O then grec pistie 
To hes whole Rate is Gach chet canno: choofe 
But lead and give where the is fere co leole ; 
Thac feekes noe to finde chac, her (arch i 

But riddle Lke,Nees fweerely where the dies, 

Cea Had younet tacely an mnens,(peake cructy, 
To goe to Para? 

Hel Madem It had. 

Cow Where forerell erve, 

Heb. \oliteliscoch by grece it felfe lt fweace 
You know my Father lefe me fome preferprions 
Of care and prou'd effeAs, fuch as his reading 
And momfeRt experience, hed colleAed 
For general) fovecaigntie . ond that he wil'd me 
In heedefull ft referuacion co beftow them, 

As notes whole faculties inclefue were, 

More chen they were in note: Amongfi che ref, 
There 19 a remedse "d fet downe, 

To cure che defperaie languslhungs whereof 
The King is render'd loft. 

Com This was your motuue for Paras, wet n,fpeske? 

Hell My Lord,your foone,made me te thank of ches; 
Elfe Pare and the medicine,sad the 
Had from the conucrfetion of my thoughis, 

Happily Beene ebfent then, 

Com Bucchinke you Helew, 

if you fhowld sender yuur fuppoled aide, 

He would recewwe st? He and his Phifithons 

Are of aminde, he, cher they cannot helpe hen 1 
They ,thae chey cannes helpe, how thall they credit 
A poore valesroed Virgin, when the Schooles 
Embowel'd of theu deBiiine. hsue left of 

The danger cot felfe, 

Hell. There's (omeching int 
More then my Pathers shill, which was che grea 
Of his prufeffion, that his good receipe, 

Shall for my legecie bt fandiified 

Byeh lockief (tars in heauen, and weeld row hoees 
Bat gree me leauc votre lucceffe, | de veniere 

The well loft life of mine, on his G: aces cure, 

By fuch 9 dsy,an howe. 

Cen. Doo'ft yrhou belecuc ¢? 

bie’. I Madem knowin ly. 

Con Why HeBre thou thait haue my leawe and love, 
Meanes snd excendems,snd my loung greewngs 
Tochok of me m Coors, lec (tere at home 
And pre Gods bigihing unto thy atiempt 

On te morrow, end be fure of this, 
Whas ! can helpe thee ce,thou (hak net muffle | fauna. 







































Adlus Secundus. 


Kang. Forewell yong Lorda,chefe warlike las og 


Lod.G. ‘Tis ovr hepe fe, 








After wellencred fealdiers, to renurne 





Mt iet eee oe 
King. No,no, x cannot be ; snd yer my hears 
Will nex confefic be owes che raltedy 





Thac doth sy lifebefege : ferwell Lords, 
WAGE EEe @ mc Le poate tear 













The braveft queft Ende what you frche, 
That femems ory ree tees (By ewe’: . 

LG. “ Idding 3 e 

xg. Thof gices of ttaly. coke nlcinee 
They Sey our Prench lacke language to deny 
Of they . bewareofbeung Capsives 
yee ferue. 

Be. Ovr hearts reectue your wernings. 

King. Farewell, come herher co me. 

3.£0.6. Oh ay Sacer Lord y you wil fizy bebind vs. 

Parr. "Tis not his feuk the hae 

a.Le8. Ob'sis brave wasres. 

Parr. Moh edcnrable,| heee feene chofe werres. 

Refi. 1 om comeanded bere,and kepes coyle with, 
Teo young.sod the oexe ycese, and ‘tis 00 early. 

Parr. Kad thy minde Rind toot boy, 
Sreale swey braucly. 

I tha! Ray here the for-horfe 10 a freocke, 
ing my fhooes on the plaine Mafonry, 

Till hoacur be bought vp, and no {word worne 
Ban one ro dance with: by heaven, Tle Reale away. 

9 .£2.G. There's henour ia the theft. 

Parr. Comait ic Counc. 

o.E. | em your acceBary and fo farewell. 


f A sel irstocial daa lalate aan 


Sweet Mounhes Pareles. 
Parr. Noble Herees ; ny fword and yours ace kine. 
ay {parkes andluftrous,s word goodmentels. You 
fade in the Regiment of the Spini}, one Coptasne 
Spurve his Geatrice, with an Emblems of warre heere on 
his Grafter cheebe ; it was this very (word entreach’d it: 
fay to him I ive,and obferue his reports for me, 
LaG. We thall noble Copraine. 
Parr. Ads dorce on yeu fos his nowices, wher will 
ge dee 


? 

Ref. Seay the King. 
Por. Vi e pa, fpecioes ceremonie tothe Noble 
Lords, you haue reftrain’d your fife within she Lift of 
too col sel-rinb hag aaah ped to them 5 for they 
weare theanfelees in the che time, there do mofler 
true gate; ais ee moue vader the inflsence of 
the moft receiu'd ftsrre, and though the deuill leade the 
gnesfare, (ech ace to be followed: efter them, and take a 
more dilered ferewell, 

Rog, And! will doe fo. 

Parr. Worthy fellowes, and like to preoue molt f- 
aewie Fword-men. Brremt. 
























Enter oy tee 

LLef. Perdon my Lord lor ace and for my fidings. 
Korg. Te fer thee to tend vp. erdon, 
L.Laf. Then heres s ensa ftands chee has broughs his 

1 would you had knee? é my Lord ro aske me mercy, 

Aad that a any bi you could fo fiend vp. 
King. 1 would U hod, fo I had broke chy pate 
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ery thee mercy fer't. 
Willyou be curd of yous inden ran ee 
ih Om €etGo grapes my royall foxe? 


Kong. Why ded is = ? 
: or fhe : my Lord,there's one serie’ 
Hf you will fee her: now by ts faith and ieese . 
If lori Imsy conusy my thoughes 
Ja this my light deliuerance, | heue fpoke 
sede one, chat in her (exe, her reeres peofetiion, 


and cooftency, hath amaz'd mee mere 
Then f dare blame my weakeneffe ; will you fee her? 
For thes is her demand,and know her ? 


That done, laugh well ot me, 
p- Now 


King. 6 
Bring whe ark septagr tal we with thee 
May (pend out wonder too, ortake off thine 
By wondring how chow tookf is, 

Laf. Nay,lefiryou, 
And not be oll day neither, 

Kéag. Thus he his (peciall nothing ewer prologues. 

» Nay, come your waies, 
Evcer Hellen. 


King, Now faire one, do's your buiines follow 

rm Imy Lord, - > = 
Gerard de was my father, 
In what he did profeffe, well found, 

Hel. Theveaher wit Vf 

° sesher wi ere es tow: 
Knowing him is enough : ents ra Aaa a 
Many receits he gave me, chieflreone, 
hace he ee of his prafiice 
7) euperience,t e darlin 
He bad me Bore vp, as striple eye, - 
Sefer chen mine owne two : more desre t haut fa, 
And hearing your high Maieftie is roucht 
With ches mali coufe, wherein the honoer 
Of my deare fathers gift, Ronds cheefe in power, 
I come ve tender it, snd my sppliance, 
ve all — humbleneffe. 
wag. Wethonke you maid 
Bat may ace be fo cietulons a 
When our moft learned Doors leave vs, and 
The congregoted Colledge haue concluded, 
Thee Art can newer renfome nature 
From her le eftace : I fey we maf not 
So ftsine our iedgement, ot corrupt our hope, 
To profiituce oer peft-cure malladie 
Toempericks, ot to diffener fo 
Our great [elfe-end our credit, to efteeme 
A Goceleffe helpe, when helpe paft fence we deme. 
Bd. 


My 





236 
for my pelnes : 


cbcsiresl are a: grecvefull 
heft , and fuch chaokes [ 
Thos ough ofilpr ae, od hater pe 


Bat whet st foll I know, chou knewlt no pare, 
i knowing oll my po Art. 

mi, Sac jaar pode 
Since you feevp your reft gainft remedie : 
He thac of gretacft wen kes faBioilher, 
Ofte does them by che weakeft minifter: 
So holy Writ, in babes hath iudgement fhowne, 
Whee fed have bin babes; grea flouds have flowne 

fources: snd great Seas haue dried 

Whea have by che great'fl beene denied. 
Oft expedtetion failes, and mofi oft there 
Where meoft it promiles : sad oft ix hits, 
Where hope is coldeft, and defpaire moft thifes. 

. . Tmeaft notheare thee, fare theewel kiad maide 
Thy snot ved, mult by chy felfe be paid, 

not tooke,reape thanks for their reward. 

Fie. lnfpiced Merit fo by breath is bard, 
Is is not fo wich bim chat all chings knowes 
, As‘cis with vs, chac (quare our guefle by fhowes: 
But mot ic is prefensption in vs, when 
The help of hesuen we count che a8 of men. 


che leuil] of mine sime , 
thinke I know mofi fure, 


Jou p 
Within wher (pace 


brin 
Theis fiesy torches his dhernall ria ' 
Bre twice in werke snd dampe 
Moift hath aan e her nee eer 


impudence, 
¢, a divulged (hame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maidens name 
Seard ocherwife, ne worfe of worft excended 


Hel. 1fT breake time,os flinch in 
Of whet Lfpake , veplesied lec me die, 





AIT s Well chasends Well. 


Sere 


So make sw chatce of thy owes time, for 3 

Thy cefolv'd Patient, on chee Ail relye: 

More fhould I queftion chee, and more I muft, 
Though more to know, could net be more to csufts 
From whence thou cata’, how tended on, bur reft 
Vaqueftion’d welcome, and vodoubted bic. 
Giwe me fome helpe heere hea, ifthou 

As hugh as word, ony deed fhall masch 


Enter Conuteffe and Clewne. 
Pa Come on fir, I fhall now pur you co the height 
your 
Clown. I will thew orca og drs and low! 
is bac co the Court. : 


canghe, I know my bu. 
un 7. Tosbe Cor, wy at 


t Pca, kilfe his band, and (sy bo- 

legge, hands, lippe, box cap i and in- 

fuchs fellow, to {ay precilely, were not forthe 
but for me, I haue an anfwere will ferue oll men. 

Lady. Masry that’s a boentifull enfwere that firs all 
queftions. 

(io. Icislike o Berbers chaire chac fits all buttockes , 
the pin butrocke, the quatch-butcocke, the brawn ber- 
tecke, or any bettocke. 

Lab. Will yous anfwere ferue fit to all queftions ? 

Cie ta toler is far the hand of an Axtur- 

cFrenc 


Tas ra Lasser 


wrangling knave, as the Nuns lip to the 
nay as the pudding to his skin. 
scam, Eonae Yet 1 Gy, cn selerere of Coch Rabeaiy ee 


sand tl hae 
mee if Tam « Courter, hall doc pouts 
harme co learne. 
» To be young againe if we could : Ll will bees 


Lay 
a: hoping to bee the wifet by your an- 
Ledy, 
















Lord fis cheres a hawple patting of more, 
more, 3 lundred of chem, 
Le. Suleme Geind of yours, thet loves you. 
Clo. O Lord fir, thiche, thicke, ipere net me, 
Le. | thinks fir, you can este sone of this homely 
qnente. 


pet mne toot, T'werrent you, 
fie 08} chinke 


Le. Dee you 
Spore ner me? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very equen 
a eat A t you would snfwere very well tos 
apa: you were bur bound roo. ‘ 

Clo, inere hed worle leckese my life in my O Lord 
fers 1 foe things mey ferve bur not feree ever. 

Le, I play the noble with che cine, to ener. 
came 1 fo mertity with 2 feole. 

Cle. OLord he, why there's ferves well 

Le. Aadend fx we our bufweffe: gue P 
And wre her to a scelscanlient becke, 

me io my kenfrnen, and any feane, 
Thess st noe much . 

Clo. Nox much commendaries te them, 

Le. Not much mployernent for you, you ynder- 


Aaa, bof frelafoly I bef 
_ lam chere, before @ 
Haft you agen. ; sia ome 
























Eater Connt, Lafav yond Paroles. 


viva They fay micacles are palt, sod we haue our 
Ptulofophicall perfons, to make maderme and farmliar 
things curail end caulcleffe, Hence is st, rhat we 
ruake crifies of ninperdesee bal he felwes into fee- 
ming knowledge, when we fheuld fubmnc ot (clues to 
an a piety 2809 


Pa. ‘tis the rareft of wonder, shat 
beth Api our lacser ion 3 
Bof. And fo ‘tis. 
Ol Lef. Tobe relingwiths of the Arifts. 
Par. So \ fey bath of Gales snd Perecelfra, 
or og Of all the learned sad suchanicke fellowes. 
Par. ign fo} fay. 
Ol.Lof. That gave him out incureable, 
Par, Why there'tis,fo (sy I100. 
Ot.Laf. Not tobe help'd. 
. Ri ‘twere aman sflur'd of s————. 
Ol.Lef. Vacercsine life snd fare death. 
Par. left, you fay well : fo would I bene felg, 
OLL, I ensy truly fay,ic is e nowekic wo the world. 
Par. iets indcederf you will heue It in (hewing you 
Grall reade ic in what do ye call chete. 
OL.Laf, A thewing of shesventy eftedt in en exh. 
ty A@tor 


Pav. Thae'sic. t would have feid, che verve fame 
OLLaf, Why your Dolphinisnoctuftier fore mee 
me 


| mrefi 
Par ‘tis Rrange, ‘cis very fraunge, chet te the 
brecks and te tedious oi nd ofa facineri 
ous fpiric, thet will not ackhoowledge to be tho——— 
Onies Very hend of beauen. 





ST's Well chat ends Well. 237 
ie ere you s Conscier 2 UL Gene 


Old Laf. Generally 
Enter King, Hollen, and cttendants 
Pal woeld have (ad it, you fey wells heere comes 
ibe King. 
Ol.Laf. Leftique, ee the Deschmen faies: Ite Whe s 
meide the Betcer whiff I hones coeth in my headrwhy 
he 2 able co leade her a Cerrenta, 

Pa. Maduwi ,tonoe this Wales ¢ 

Ol. Lef. Fore Ged) thioke fo, 

Kéug, Goes siibefore mee oli the Leedsin Coure, 
Sit ray preferees by thy pacionss fide, 
And with this hesichfall hand whofe benithe feare 
Thow haf repeal'd, 2 fecond time 
The confirmation of my promis'’d 
Whuch bec szends chy naming, 


Fe Maide fend tenth hacteyer youthiall parcel 
tre tosth thine 8 

Of Noble Becchellors, Rand semy 

Ore whorn both Souern pne power, and fathers voice 
I howe co wfe;chy franke election make, 

Thow haft power tocheele, and they nene to ferfake, 

Hel. To cach of you, one feire ond verruous DiAris; 
Fall when loue » Merry co cach Dus one. 

Old Laf, Ude give bay curtail, and his fornicure 
My mouth no more were broken then thefe boyes, 
And writ as Netle beard 

King. Perafe them well: 

Nor one of chofe, but hed a Noble father 
She eddreffes ber tv a Lord. 

Hel. Gemlemen, heauen hath through me, refter'd 
the king to health, 

Al We vaderftaend fi, ond thanke heaven for 

Hel. Lom (unple Maide, aod therein wes 
Thac I proceft, mpiy sm a Maide : 

Pleafe # yous Maie(he, Bhave done already : 
The biefhes in my cheebes thas whifper mee, 
We blufhehat thou fhouldit choofe, but be refuleds 
Let che whice death fit on thy cheeke for ever. 
Wee'l neve come there againe, 
K Make choife and fee, 
Whe fhuas chy lave, Muns all bis love in mee 
Hel. Now Dian from thy Altec do} fly, 
And to smperiall lowe, chat God moft hig 
Domy fighes {treame : Sic,wil you beare my (sire? 

Le Aad grant ie. 

fel. Thankes fir,afl che reft ts mate 

Ol Jf, Uhad esther be in this choife, chen throw 
Amef-ace for my ar ii hcnai te peerkin 

Hel Thehonor fit that flames 
Before I fpeake coo threstningly repiies ¢ ae 
J.ove make your forranes twencie times shows 
Her chac fo vvithes, and her humble leee, 

a.Le, Noberterifyoupleafe 

Fel, My with receiae, e 
Which gresc love grant, and fo I coke my lesue. 

Of L.af. Do ail they deme her? And were fons 
of mine, I'de hsec them whip'd, or J fend chem 
to'th Terketo meke Eunsches of. 

Hel Benot afraid chat f your hand fhould cake, 
Jie never do you for your owne fake: 





ss 









ME Well that endsWell. 


Shall weigh thee te che besme : That wittnechnew, 
Is leie Veto ciune Honour, whers 





















widing power : This 1s the men. 
Why thes young Bawren cake her thee's chy 


Ber day wie any Leige? 1 thal befecch your highacs 
isteck sees asa Leena #0 aT 
The of mine ewse 


ees. 
. righ thon net Bertnan wihtes thee he's 
mre 
Be. ¥ bur aever to hao 
oin'it co ry geet Lens hepe w 
Rog, Theskeoe § torn Deyn dee on ey St 


7 Ber. But fellowes te ny Lord, co bring ane downe 
ee ee 









bellence more repiest 

Ber. itoke her head, 

Kin, Good forruse, end the fenour of the Plag 
Conteadt : whole Ceremonie 


Shell feome eapediens ca the now borne 









corrupt me eset, 
King. Tis encty title chow difdoief in her, the which 
Of colour, righ. celles, pemrdslicogeshe 
our, ; 
w cccfoued diftinetion: yet Asods off 




























fa 
his wedding . 
li. Do yoo bare Monbeurt*s word with you 
Par. Vourpleclare fr. 
Ld. Your Loed ond Mather did wellce make his re- 
contacion. ‘ 
Pa. Recantatiens My Lord? wy Maher? 


E Re Belenoce I fpeake ¢ 
~ Assia om, codontcs bee vraderSicede 









The propertie by what is ®, fhould go, 
No by theticle. Sheeis young, wile, faire, 
Je thefe, to Nature fhee's immmediace heme: 
Aad thefe breed honour : thacés honours fcorne, 
Which challenges rt felfe as honours borac, 

fice s Houpors thrive, 
When racher from our ote wht them dene 











Lf. T¢ is Counts men: Covecs mnaiftes is of 
enocher ftile. 

pa, Neoues citi renee yene 
eo 
Laf. enult cell chee firrah, I write Man: towblch 
tithe age cannot bring thee. 

Per. Wha I dase too weil do, I dare net da. 

Leaf. 1 did chinke thee for rwo erdicarics : cobers 
preteie wife fellow, thou didfi make tollereblc vene 
thy srouell, it Pog) pl s yectbe (carfies and the ben. 
wercts about thee,did aapifoldiie diffwade me frem be- 
leev chee 2 velell of coo greet a berchen, J havenew 
feand shee, when } loofe bee ogeiae, I cave not mt 
thew good for nothiog bux taking vp, and chet th’ curt 
fcorce worth, 

Par. Hodfi chon not the priniledge of Aatiquicy vp- 
on 


thee. 
. Do nor plundge thy felfe to farre in anger, 















J con create the ref : Vereve, and 
Is her owne dower; Honous sad wealch, fiom mer, 
Bev. | cannot love ber, nor will Rrive cadoo’s. 

Keg Phos weong'fi thy felfe, if thee theld’ft frive 
choele. 


Hel, That you are well reftar' d my Losd,l'me glad: 
Let che refi go. 

Koug. My Honor's at the Robe, which to defeses 
E muft produce my powes. Heere, cake hes head, 








te 
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Thar a HN kickie wickic heare a: honie, 
Laf. Yergood ewry demamectis, andl will | S is manlie marrow inher armes 
aoe bere thee « (crup Whice fhould (ofteme the bound. snd high carues 
erie feed: co ocher Regions, 
at feene 2s thou can't, for thou hall to pull Frasee iy fable, wee that dwell in Isdes, 
at 0 Creche fth contarte. If eacs how bee’ bevnd | Therefore toe'th ware, 
ve thy skarfe sad beaten, thow thell fade whas ¢tis to be Ref. le fhall be fo, le fend her to my howfe, 
proud of chy bondage, Ihanss defirete helde my ac- | Acquaietin mocher with my hace to her, 
with chee,os caches knowledge, chet I And wherefore | om fled : Write to the Kin 
fey in dhe defaalt,be,see went haew. That which I durft not faeake. His prefer: gift 
‘@. My Lord you dome mot iafepporuable vevati- | Shall furnith me to thofe Italien fields 
on. ‘ Where noble (cllowes firike : Warres le no firife 
Lef. i would t were bell paines for thy (ake, end my Toche darke houfe,qgu the deteAed wife. 
poore dosag eternall : for doing I am as L will by Par. Will this Coprichto hold in thee, srt fare? 
thee, ia what motion ege will gius me leave. Eey. Ref. Go with me tomy chamber, and edwice me 
Par. Well, choo halts fonne thall cake this difgsace Fh coche amiats ewny Te moron, 
of me; , od, » fury Lecds Well, imult | Ie soche warres, theto huge fortew. 
pe parienc, 80 ofsuborky. Hebeste | Par.Why thole bale bound, ther's ton(t ine, Tis herd 
bien (by nny fife) if 1 can meere him with eny conveni- TeeuRMmae mneriedyts moan chexl mard : 
snd he were double and double 8 Lord iiehsuc sway, ond leave her brencty : go, 
Bo enere pictic of his age then 1 would have ef-——=NHe The King‘he's done you wreng :buz hath ‘tus fo feu 
beats bien, snd if could buc mest him agen, 
Sater Fialena ond Clans, 


Cue Lafe. 
Hel. My mocher greere me kindly, is the well? 
Laf. Siert, your Lord sad mafters mecried, there's Cio, Shews aot well, bur yer the hes her health, the's 
acwes for you : you have a new Miftris, . very mersie, but yet the is noe wells bur thankes be e1- 
Par. imoft vafainedly befeech your Lordfhippe co | wen the's very well, sad wants nothing ith world : fr. 
make fonse referuation of your wrongs, He 1s my good | yet thes nor well. 







































Lord . whom I ferve shoue is ray Hel. If the be verie wel, whae do's the syle,chat the's 
Lf. Who? God. aot verie weil? 
Pe. ife. Cle. Truly Ahe’s very well imdeed,bur for two things 
Leaf. The dewill it le, that’s thy mefles. Why dooef Hel, Wha wo chiegs ? 

chee gartes vp chy ermes a this fafhion? Do mek: hole C/o. One,ther the's net in heaven, God fend 






whether 
of thy Beewes ? Do other feruants fo ? Thou wert bef fet | her quickly : the other, thas the's in earth, from whence 
thy lower past where thy nofe hands. By mine Honor, | Cod fend her quickly 














Enver Porelre, 
Par Blefle you my forunace Ladie, 
themfelues vpon thee. Het. Lnope Gr | baue yous good will te haue mine 

Par Thisisberd and vndeftrued mesfure my Lord. | owne good fortune, 

Leaf. Gotoo fir, you were beaten in /taly for puking Par. You hed my prayers to leade chen on, end to 
akeracii our of s Pomgranat, youare a vagabond, end | keepe them on, have them fill. O my knave, how do's 
no tree traueller : you sre more fawcie with Lordes end | my old Lache ? . 
hamourebte »then the Commifiion of yous | CW. Sothat youhadher wrinkles, endl ber mosey, 
birth end Wp ht der iwaletel Mederhaiiaal worth | J would the did as you fay. 













another werd, elle I'de call you knaue, Slesue Par. | fay nothing. 
7 ag aa Ch. Bcd ac rs oaks cas for meny s mons 
Eater Crut Refilion. si pe thakes our his mafters t eo fey novheng, 
to 





aodhung, te know nothing, sad te have nothia 
Pe. v it is fo then: very | 1s tobe» great part of your titie, which fs within fe, 
geod, lebesocc es nn Me MT | Has 

Ref. Vadeone, end forfested co cares for cues. Per, Awsy,cth’ert s kneue, 

Par, What's che matcer weet-heart ? Che. You (hould bees fd fe before e ch’erce 
Refes8. Although before the folemoe Pricft I beve | knows, cher’s before me th ans knave ; this had beene 









fevorne, 3 wall noc bed her tywch fe, 
Par, Whee? what fweet heart ? Fer. Ge too, choverts wittit feole,! hene found 
Ref. O my Porvolies, they hauc memied mes thes. 

Hecothe Tica newer bed hes. Cle, Did youflade mein your feife Gr, ox were you 





Par. Pree isa dog-bdole, and it no more mezits, taught co Gnde maf 










know nee ; 
on cnnesvevaverneybey, | ttn iaernacn 
Bia Bteoey = oad sae Modern, my Lord will go swsie tonight, 





All s Well that ends Well. 


Aad 

Fel, Whac'shis will elfe? : 

Pa. That you will cake your battent leswe s'ch king, 
And mabe chis haft as your ownc geod proceeding, 
Spenpsnees wich eet Ay age yoe et 

he - 
aa 7 Was caore commends hee? 


Ester Lafen and Bortrtxs. ; 
poral pest beer om Lecdthippe chiakes not him s 
Ber. Yes say Lord and of verie valiant epproofe. 
Lef, Vouhane kc Rom his owne delwerance. 
Ber. And by other wasrenced tcftimome. 
Pi . Then avy Diall goes not true, J vooke this L arke 
2 
Ber.1 do aflere you may Lord he is very greet in haow- 
ledge, end sccordingliie valisuc. 
pee ee ee eal 
valour, ete chat wey 1s 
eons tars tecerya katie oy bea ce ent; 
Hieere he corves, I pray you make we freinds, | will per- 
fas the eautie. 


Eater Pereges. 
Pa. Thele thal! be done fir. 
bg Pay you whale hi Tale 
ar. 
C Olknow him well, ! fe, hee firs 8 god wrerke- 
Bar. 1s face gone to the hing? 
Par. Sheeie. 


caine, 
Der. Is there any vakindnes betweene my Lord and 
? 
Pa, | know ust Ihewe defereed to run lace 
t bey wy 


are, 
Lef, You have mode thiftce ren iate't, beotes end 
fourres and all . Nhe hin thes lespt into the Cuftsed, tnd 
out ofit you'le reane egsice, then faSiez queftien 
ga Sealy spaces 
2 Inmsy bee you have miflekenhin ay Lord. 


. And thell deefocuer, theogh I cooke bien os's 
aes Fore you wellany Lord, end beiewe this of 


of this 
houeie 


oo kernel in chis 


chere 
men ishiscleathes : Treft 


oo ee 
Por fach a bufineffe, therefore am I found 
So mach vaferled : This drives me to ineresce you, 


heat . oe cera wee 

oyeu know chem not. te mocher, 

“Tell be cwo dates ere! thall fee you, 

I lesue you to your wifedome. 

Het. Str, ) con nothing fey, 

Bas thet I em your molt fecuant. 
Bee, Come, come, no more of that. 
fel. And ever thell 

With wee obferuance feeke to ecke out thst 


He. Prey & don, 
se aden 
Hid. lem net worthie 


What law does vouch mine owne. 
rnp pole feate fomnach 
3 
I would not tell you whet I would ay Lord : 
Se iea/fetlapen tarutak sek 
» [prey you fisy nor, bec te 
Hel. hall aoe breake bidding, good my Lord, 
ferwell. ive 


tadend, 
Yes, 


Flart>. Esser the Duty of Floreuce, chrave Freocham, 
wih a troope of Seutdivrs. 
Dede.So that Sam pees So pepe iaer yee 














woman me vueoe's. Whereis my fenne I prey 
Preu.G. Madam he’s gone to (ezue the Duke of Plo- 


sence, 
hod orto ap eer nene® we emma 
iome is 
Thither we bend * 


Hel, Locke on his Leer Madew,ese’s my Palport 


When then the > wheed 

fal coe Yai era Peta oe ee 
thet fam fatber toe slew call xe buthand: bt in fuch a then) 
fwreea Newer. 


Thisis a dreadfell feneence. 
&s. you this 





















Eater Counte§is axd Clowne. 
Cone Sc hath dail, ss 1 would hene hed ie, (one 
chat he comes not with her, 
Che. troch I takewy young Lord to be a ve- 
i man. 





















ours Ipeethee L 
sdic hove a bereer cheer, 
Tithe all che greefes are thine, 
Thoe me of amoity: He wes my fonse, 
Rela cane childe. 72 wren 
age eo Towerds Florence 
Frea.G.1 Meda, ane? 
Le Andto bes fouldier. 












& and fing, 
hes ceeth, and fing :1 know s men thet had this tricke of 
metencholy bold » goodly Manaor for a fong, 
Led. Levene fee what he writes,and when he meenes 













come. Fres.G. Such is his noble end beleeu’s 
rr Clow. Thene 20 mande to Lshellfince | was st Court, The Duke will ley vpon hies ai the hence 
Our old and our Lshel; a's Couneey, are nothing Tha good cooucnience claimes. 





ttke your eld Ling snd your Ishels ath Courtrthe brains 
ofmy oe out, and I beginne te loue, as an 
eldwam money, wkhab Remacke. 

Lad, What have we heere ? 

Cus. ae aay hit exit 


Leteer, 
Shan fost you dangheer-in-Lav, foer bath receucred the 
aa : L hana wedded ber,’ not bedded ber, 
(rrue aD Cternall, Toufbal beare Lane 









La. Returne youthither, _ 


Fren.B. 1 Madsen, with the (wifec® of fpeed 
no Ti I haus wee, I bane wschony to Frases 
ter. 















vamme aay, kguw tt before the rt farsa theve bee 
obs Swihbeld « . 
aa oe i lon 







ca. Ker hewiteo confi in thenewes, fome 
Ch. N e ort 
tort yoer Gane will oot be itd S0foone as I choghe 








Gensiqmen, 
when you fee co tell bien ther his feeord 
aia he loofes : ore lie iaresay 


A 
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wekten to 
pee: Wetaren yoo’ Madam in chet and all your 
worbiet affaires. 


Le. Not fe, buses we change ov- courceGies, 
Will you draw w neere? xm 
el, Til [ banene 


He is v0 good and, py hoa 
When | my felfe embrace ce fat hin fron, 


Ab what fale, yoe dnote laches my 


hears you this ar ouer-nighe, 
hauebeenc ore-tane . i 
Panin cosahcierreae 
=e wit mtn 
Aad sot, lem s wn cannot 
Volefic her prayers, whom heaven 
hadicnctte gic narconta tos hcoun 
Of greatef{ luftice. Weice, write 
Tothis vnworthy husband ofhis wife, 
—ihrearitniolaty lear wkasbetegh 
Thevghlinichede ek ise erp. 
Difparch the mo coneenient 
Wicsbese he thal] heare chet the is 
The syre of Paredife did fan the houfe, He will a and 


And Angles offic’d all : ae Fgh pari, bas much, will 
That pietifal air Led bi by pereloves wtichefhen box” 


gee foci aMaAion a ceisconbetecees 
Tocelaan hieeae, Cones bones. Exit. | Tomeke diftinAion provide 


Fieurife. Ester the Deke of Florence, Roffiltion, By hernkeaand moe grt freske 
demand trumpets foldiers Parrots. ais 


The General of our herfe thou a 
Pan Puor br vp er seh pa aa a oe 


"Be. tne 
seo heauy f Arength, bur 
ton eo bene or you worthy 
To ch'extreme edge 


Le. Alas! and would you wake the letter of her: Come lets returne againe, 
act know the would do, es the has done, And falfice our Gehues wich the reportoft 
mea Leicer. Reade it agen. Well Diana, take heed of this French Basie, 
ar padre apa 
nee 


ane ee 








mot the vader : weeny arneide hech beene 
Sotsecd by om, Sdthe miSade ls example, thet [0 
eurrible thewes in che wracke of meiden-heed , conact 


td 
That with che plume, ‘tis emoft gallant fellow, 
I would be lou'd bis wife : fhe were honcfter” 


He were much *t mot a handfom Gentleman 
Hie. iteloom. 


Where do the P Ee vaseeimekved 
wd. As che S.Fravem heese befide che Port, ee oe Why is hee 
Hel, Peachence he's hurt \’ch bertaile. 


Where é pennents 
"s fer of 0 reac §. Jaques boend, 


Alreadle a my 
thenke you 


Toense with vs tonighe, the ¢ 


ee 
aa e 

EE. L hie coo't : bet hin 
cruth, I know his Lady. east Ney goody 
Genslemen that ferues the Count, 


Belecue ic ay Lecd, ia mine ewne dicect 
aah ees 


your Lordfhhips 

Cap GC. te were Sc you knew hin, leaft too 
farre ia his vertee which he hech ner, he at 

great end truftie bufoefie, las maine deunger, feyic 

ae I would 1 kee. ia what perticular ection to try 


Cap. G. Nene bereer den to let hice fetch off his 
———- which you heere him fo cosfidently vnder- 


todo, 
Aad brokcs with all chat can ie feck s fulee C.B. 1 wie» rcog of Peatencines we Oodeiely 
/ had 
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whom I sm 


Alls Well chat ends Well. 


I ¢ 
i enemie: wee will binde and hoodwiske wadertas this badas i, ehach be hachwcs cee 


hies fo, chee he thall f no other bat chet he is cor 


ried into the Leages when we bring 
him co ous owne cents: be ber your ; 
os his enacninacion, ifbe yasleoher: of his 


betray you, and intelligence in his power 
you, and that wich the diame forfelte of his 
vponosth, nenes trufi my judgement mm enle 


GJ. O for the love oflsaghter, let him ferch his 
renee botepesta ba ® ftracagem for’t : when your 


Eater Parvelet. 


B. O for the love of leugheer hinder not the ho- 
soy oihes debome: lex bins fetch off bis dreaune in any 


Be. naa 
is i 
" On .8. A pex on't, let it go, ‘tis bes a drumme. 
Per. Ba sdramme: 1 burs drumae? A drumfo 
fof. There was excellent command, to charge wm with 
ee te ere nae ree owne 
ters. 


Cap.G. Thar wae not to be blem’d in the command 
of che feruice s it was a difefter of warre that Cafer him 
felfe could oot tease prevented, if he had beens there to 


condemane our fuc- 
cefles fome difhoner wee had in the loffc of thae deum, 
but it is noc co be recovered. 

Par. Icenghe have beene reconered, 

Ber. Ve might, but 1c is not now. 

Per. Itistobe recoucred, bux chat the merit of fer- 
tice ig fildome sctributed co the crue and exact perfor- 
met, I would baue thet dnunme ot snothes, of bu ta- 
He 

Bar, Why if you hove a ftomecke,too’s Monfiewr: if 

thinke your myfteric ia ftratagem, can bring chis 
Garenast ofhoweureguins love snache . be 


coramand. 
Ber, Weil, wee cannot grex! 


mious in the ize and go on, | wil grace 
che att fer awe expla : if you fpeede wellin 
ie, the Duke thal! both ipeake of it, and extend ro you 


wher farther becomes his greatnefle, wuen to the vrmoft 
fyllable of your worthinefle. 

Par. By the hand of a fouldier I will vndertake ke. 

Ber. But you mutt act now fumber ink. 

Par. Ue about it this cueneng, end J will prefently 
pendowne wy dilemnma's, encourege my felfe in my 
certaineie, put my felfe into my mortell preperation 
end by midnight looke to heare further from ma, 

Ber. May1 bee bold co acquaint his grace you are 


bout ic. 
Par. Vknow noe what the fucceffe wil be my Lord, 
bas che stterupt I vow, 
tea siley ofp focddiafbip 
to the ti 9 
Wl hibtehibe foe thee Farewell 
Par. 1 Jour not words. Exu 
Ca.é. Nomorethens fith loves water. 150 this 


dene, dasanes himlelife to do, & deses beerer be demand 


then to doo't. 
Cap.G. Youdo net know him my Lord as we doe, 
certaioe it is that he will Seele toro 6 sane fa- 


uous, and fer a weeke 8 
ming beurre ir fh gacdbomas hice ener ef. 
ter. 

Ber. Why doyouthinke he will make no deede a 
ell of chis that fo ferioullie hee dooes addrefle hienfcife 


vaca? 

psp presclcaioet iriadecarl an ine 
uentios, you two or les : 
bet we have sinvollenboft kiss, pou fee his fallso 
oghts fer indeede he is net for your 


te- 

Cap.G. Weele make you fome with the Fone 
ere we cafehim. He was fist “a by the old Lard 
Lafew, when his ddguife and he is parted, tell me what 
alpen yes al him, which you thall fee this ve 
rie night, 

Cap.£. imuf golooke my ewigges, 
He Chall be canghe. = 

a Mipehoe sirens with me. 

SG. Ase e your Lordthip, Ile lraue 

Be. New will lead you co the Leafs aad you 
The Laffe I fpoke of. 

Cap.€. But you fey the’s bone, 

Ber, Thec’s all che faule 1 Ifpoke with his buronce, 
And found her wondrous cold, but J fent to hes 
By chis fame Coxcombe chet we haue ith winde 


Tokens and Letters, which the did 
And this is oll ! haue done : She's chop lem 
Will you go fee ber 2 
CapE. Wihall my heert my Lord, Suean 
Sar Holm sed Widdao. 


Hel. If you mildeabt me chat I amor fhee,, 
I know not how repeal eral 
J e 


Ia act. 
al Nor toad I wilh you 
er rpeiainds sanatpedertie Genrer 
And what co your fworne counfaile I hous Poken, 
ace lead weer cara 
berrow, 


the de that ] of 
reeled ae 


wid. I (hould you, . 
For you hauc fhew'd me thet which well approves, 
Yare great in fortune, 

Fiel, Take this purfe of Gold, 
And let me bey your fricodly helpe thus farre, 


Which J will oves pey 
Wheo] heue found t-The Comat Wor your 


Pris goa before her beauie, 
Bd Gautaiieke Sine confene 
As wee'l dire her how tis bef to beare it: 
Now his important blood will naught denie, 


How ere 
Wid. Now I fee the bottome of your purpote. 
Bel. Ton fee ie lawful chea, 1018 20 more, 
Best chat dau gheer ere (he feemes 4s wonne, 


wich chis deceite fo lawfall 
Msy prowe coherent. Euery a:ghe he comes 
Wich Mefickes of all forts,end 


loftredt het how the fhall perfeuer, 
Thx faa dogs, toe 


Our the Frenctmen, with fue or fixe aber 
ais frortdecrs ws arubufh. 


tLand E.He can come no ether wey but by this hedge 
corset ¢ when you (allie vpon him, rd ake what tesnble 
will: chough you wnderftand it not your 
roe baal fos eg po feeme to wnderftand 
him, enleffe fome one arnong vs, whom wee muft pro- 
duce for an Lacer . 
Sel, Good Coptame, let me be ch Interpreter. 
Lo E. Art oot acqueinced with him? knowes he not 
| hy vorce? 
3.Sal. No fir 1 warrant you. 
LoE. But whac linfie wolfy haft thou co fpeske to vs 


t Sel. En fuch as you fpeake co me. 
L.E Hemuft chinke vs forme band of Rrangers, {ch 
enterrainment. ed acral pinta all 
ttighbouring Lengwages : cherefore we mo one 
Be sasas ofc auras (ahcse, oc te knoe what we fpeak 
ont t0 eneches: (o we feeme to know, is to know ftraight 
our parpele : wey = leaguage, gabble enough, end 
HE, As for you intérpreter, you mult feeme 
politicke. But couch hoa, hecre hee comes, to be- 
two howres in 2 fleepe,and chen co recarnc & fear 

bes he forges . 


Ester Parrelles. 
P2 Tens clockes Within chefe three hoores ‘cwill 
jot Ome enough to geehome. What (hall ] fay] have 
ne ? Te bee avery we iquention that cerres 


i They begi 
ily 


™Y Le. This\s che Grf truth hatere chine own congue 


was guitie of. 
Par. What the divell fhould moue mre to vndertake 
the recouens of this drumme, being not 
impofhibiliry, and knowing I had ho fuc 
mutt give my feife forne hurts, and (ay I 
ploit : yet flight ones willnos carrie it. They will (sy, 
came you oft with folittle? And great ones I dare not 
give, wherefore what's the inftance. Tongue,! muft put 
you into « Buccer-womens moth, and buy my felfe snow 
cher of Baiaceths Mule, if you praule mee into. thele 
ities. 
LE. Is ke poffible he fhould kaow what hee is, snd 
be chat he ss 
Par. | would the sbi of my garments wold (erue 
the curne, or the breaking of my Spanith (word, 
Lo.B. We canner effoord you fo, 
Par. Orche basing of my beard, and to fay it was in 
firecagem. 
Le. E. ‘Twould aoe do. 
Par. Or todrowne my cloathes, and fay I was fiript. 
Le.E, Hardly ferve. 
é Pa oe (wore | leapt from che window of the 
itadell. 
Lo.E. How deepe ? 
Pur. Thitcy fedome. 
Lo.E. Three greet oathes would fearfe make thar be |. 
belecued, 
Per 1 would] had eny drenwwe of the enemics, 1 
would (weare I recower'd it, : 
L+.E.) You hhall hesre one snon. 
Par. A dcumene now of the enermice, 


Alaran vitkua. 

Lo E. Throca movenfus, Cargo carge.carge. 

AR, Cargo cargo parge, viitsanda par corbe, carzn, 

Par. Orsnfome, ; 
Do not hide mine eyes, 

Inter. Boskes threwmdde beskes. 

Par iknow you are the Afaskes Regiment, 
And | thal loefe my life for want of lenguege. 
If there be heere German or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Italian,os French, let hum (peake to me, 
Ble difcower that, which thal vndo the Florentine. 

fas Boshgs varvade, | underftand thee, & can (peske 
chy congue : Kevelybomse (ir, becake thee so thy faith, for 
feuenteene ponyards ere at thy bofome, 

Jater. ys pra r) 
Manka orslley deiche. Bers 

Le.E. Ofcerbednichos volaerce, 

Jat, The Generall is concent to fpare chee yet, 
And hoodwinke #6 thow art, will leade chee on 
To gather fromthee. Heply thou msyftsafocme 
Someching to feue thy life. 

Par. O let me live, 
Andall che (ecrets of our Ne thew 
Theis force, their purpofes : Nay, lie (peske chag, 
Which you will wonder st, 

futer, Bua wilt thoo faithfully >. 

Par Vi donor, demne me 

dnt, Acorde linta, 


Coenc on, chow are fpace. 
cds Altra 
3 














Cop.£. We will not meddle with himeill he come ; 
bis pretence moft be the of the others. 

Cap.C. in thememne cept, wher heare you of thefe 
Teas. heare there of 
Cap.8. I heme is en evercure e. 
Le-6. Ney ire you pace concloded. 
no. £. will Refibien do then? Will be 
pandie higher, oc returme sgsine into Frence > 

Cap. | perceiac by this deruzod, you are a0t alco- 
; councell. 
Cap. §. Leviz be forbid fe, fothould Ibee o great 

Ce Si ra eee months Gace ficdde 
rows bis Nay adnan che le 










































ee re ee & cow 
frags wm heseen. 
Cep.5. How vs chen rellified ? s 

'G. The ftronges port of iz by her owne I ervere, 
i gd lao to the poyne ef her 
death : bev death it felfe, which could net be ber office 


gta 5 am heareily ferric ches bee'l bee gieddc of 
.g. Hew fometing:s we make vs 
ctu : bepress 


Cap-5. Aadhow anghtily fome orher cimes, wee 
marta caxaleeecay che gree thet hes 
valen bach here sequar'd for tum, thali achome be en- 
coumnred with 3 Ghame 20 ample. 

CpG. The wedbe of our lefe.is of s mingled yome, 
geodand ull regecher : cus verwes would bee proud, if 
our fouls whips chem nec, andour crumes would dil. 
poue ifthey werease cherith’dby ow verwwes . 


Sater a Mefeage. 
Mow now? Where's your mafter ? 

Sar, He mex che Deke in the fireet fir, of whem hee 
hath cakes a folecnac leane : his Lordthippe will nest 
merming fer Prance . The Duke hach offered hie Lee 
tere of commendations to the King. 

Cap.£. They thall bee ne more chen needful chese , 
Bdchey were more chen they can commend, 


Guer Camt : 
Ber. They cannot be coe fercere for the Kings tart- 
selec, beere’s his Lordthip new, How now my Lord, 

















TReot'sker ight? 

Ba. lhese co ‘d sens eer st 
Months s peece, by on abftradt of fucceffe : 
bees cangief mich the Duke, done my edieu wich his 


aeeref; baried » wife, mourn'd for her, writ to my Le- 
Ge mother, I arm returning, entertsia’é my Conuoy, & 

thefe meine percelsof difperch, affeEied me. 
OY Cicer needs : the lat was the greaceft,bur char I have 
net ended 


yee 
Cof. Miche bufinefic ber of any difficulty, and this 
morning your érparuure hence, ic coquires haft of your 
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Ber. \encane the bufnelie ls not ended, 0s fearing 
te heare of ic beseafcer: bus thal! we hance this denlogue 
berweene the Foole end the Seldteer. Come, 
forth this councerfec modale, ha’s decein'’d mee, like 


Capi Erg ter, 


, he’s fase Fuh locloes ail aighe 
pocre gallant . 


Ber. No matcer, bis heeles heue deferw'd ie, ln vfare 
ing his fpurres fo How does he carry himfelfe? 

Pree have cold yoer Lordfhip alresdie + The 
Rockes carrie him. Barto enfwee yous you would be 
vaderfioed, hee like e wench chaz had thed her 
milke, he hath coofef himfelfe to Morgan, whom hee 
pet pee C0 Ce Pilato ire tee of es esmeinbeence 
to chis very inftant difafter of tis ferring ich Aockes; 
tid whac chinke you he hath confeft ? 

‘Ber, Nothing of mc, ba’s 0? 

Ca.E. His coofeffion wtshen, end ix fhall bee read 
sedgpcn birt tees resi. be in’, a3 I beleeue you 
axe, you aw the patience co heare kx. 


- Ester Parebes wish bis futerpreter 
ev. Apl him meffeid:he can nothing 
init or 


Cap.G. Heodmancomes : Porterartarcffe. 

Inter, He calles for the torcares, wher will you fey 
wishout em. 

Par. twill GmseA labo 
If ye plach rac iske a Pafty , | con (oy so more, 

fe bul (hemes 

Cap. Beblibnds checurmurce, 

fat, Vou sree merciful! Generell + Our General 
tds you snfwer to what | thell sske you aut of a Nees. 

Par. Andwely,as | hope to lee. 

fat Fut demand of him, how mony horfe the Duke 
isftrong Whee fey you to chat ? 

Per Fwe or Gre thoefend, bur very weske and va- 
fesurceable ; the soopes are all (commeted.sad che Com- 


manders verie poere rogoes, vpon my reparation end 
credit, and es I co lwe. 


Sus. Shall 5 bat downe your snfwer (oe 
Per. Do, Be take the Secramens on't bow & which 
you mij: e's ene co him. 
. Where paft-fauing floac is this ? 
Cop.G Y‘are decera’'dmy Lord, shes ts Meunfieur 


Parvoles che gallant rmilicarift, chaz was his owne phrafe 
thet hed the whole cheoricke of warre in che knot of bis 
icarfe, and the praShfe in che chage of his dagger. 

Cap.f. U will neues crafte mao agsine, 
his word cleene, nor belecuc he can pools tx 
in nm, by wesnng his el . 

a reir lena 

Par, Piweor Gz thoufand horfe I fed, I will fay crus, 
or thereabouts fer downe, for ie fh crurh. 

Cap.G. He's very necre che in this. 
Ber. Bex I con him no chenkes fort inthe ascare he 
delwers sc. 


| fay. 

fe. Wellthetsletdowae, 

var. i humbly thanke you fe, s cruth‘e a truth, che 
Rogues aremeruailous poore. 

i Oenmend of him of whet Rrengsh bey oreo 
feo. 3¢ fey you co chae ? 

Par Bi fat babii of I were vo lowe this prefene 

hawse, I will celltree. Let me fee, Spartes ee 


Alls Well that ends Well. 


coomt of this, shea 
sone , but 


Be. ° 
Cap.G. Nothing, but ler him have thankes, Demand 
oe 3 and what credite I hsve wish the 


Ce 

dns. Weil chat's fer downe ¢ you fhall demsund of 
him, whether one Captaine Damaine bee i'th 3 
hspbeony eter tegybi pubmed rhacbetape ee 
his valour, heneflie, and expertneffe in wares : or whee 
ther he chinkes it werenot poflible with well-waighin 
facames of gold te t him to e revols. What {ay you 
to this? What do yau know of ix? 

Par. 1 befeech you lec me anlwes to che particulas of 
the inces emand them 


from whence be was whipe for getting the Shrieves foo! 
» adurnbe innocent tha: could net fay him 


aay. 
Ber, Nay, by your lesuc hold your hands, though J 
know his braines are forfere co the next tile that fals. 
Int. Well, is chis Copeaine ia the Duke of Floseaces 
? 


Par. Vpenmy knowledge he is, sad lowsic. 

Soe. Bes loercen Gop we fhall heare of 
your anen. 

fas. What is his reputation with the Duke ? 

Par. The Duke knowes hem for no other, but a poore 
Officer of mine, and writ to mee this other day,to come 
himoat a’th band, I chinke | bawe his Letcer in my poc. 
ket. 

fut. Masry we'll (earch. 

Par.Jn good (adnelfe | do not know, either it is chere, 
or it is vpon 8 ile with the Dukes ocher Letters, ia my 
Tem. 

fut, Heere'tis, heere's 8 peper,thall I reade it to 

Par, 1 donot know if ie be xt of no, ies 

Ber, Out lacerpreter do's it weil. 

Cac. Exceilecely. 

bet. Dian she agri eral nit {Mer 

Par, That is noc the Dukes lever fir: chat isan ed- 
wertifement cos proper maide in Florence, one Disna,to 
take heede of the ellurement of one Cownr Refilies, 8 
foolsth idle boy : bus fog sil chat very cuttith. J pray yeu. 
pe re pee: 

Jat, Noy, lle seade it fir by your fanour. 

Pare My mening in’t } proce was very boneft inthe 
behalfe of she maid : for 1 knew the young Count co be 8 
den cioeienianaiete kasd adr whale ta Visgi- 
nity, and devours vp all che {ry it finds. 


Ber. Damoable both-fides sogue. 
Jet.Lit. Whee be focares eales bid him drop gold, and 
Sang its 


| 


Thine as he vow’d to thee in thine eare, 
Pardlles 


Ber. He fhall be whipe through the Amie with thie 
sime in’s forehead. 

Cap.E. This is your deuored friend fic, the manifald 
Linguift, and che srmy- poten fouldier 

Ber. 1 could endere say thing befoce but o Cat, ond 


now he's a Caz to me, 


you. 
i po ene feed ahem aulrp cc 
offences beeing would repent 
r ofNaruce, Let me hve fia adenge- 
on, ich Rockes,or any where, fo 
fat. Wee'le feeu 


you haue anfwes'd to his sepycation withthe Duke, sed 
tohusvalour, Whar is his 2 

Par, He will feale firm Egge out of a Cloifice : for 
rapes and sauifhments he pasalels Nefe. Hee profeties 
not wobiggl oa oaths, in breaking em he is Aroager then 
Hercalas, He wall lye fir, with (uch volubslicie,chat 
would thinke truth were a foole : drunkennefie is his 
vertue, for he will be fwine-drenke, and ia his he 
does litcle herme, fowe co his bed-cloathes about hes : 
buc chey know his conditions, endlsy himia Araw. 1 
heue but litele mere co fey Gr of his honefty, he he's ewe- 
sie thing thar ea l.oneft man thould not haees whac en 
honc&t men fhould have, he hes nothing. 

Cap.G. l begin to leuc him for this. 

Ber, For chis defcsipuos of chine honeftie 2? A poz. 
vpon hic for me, he's more snd more a Cot. 

lat, What fay youto his expertncfc in wacre? 

Par. Faith fir, he’s led the dromene befere the Eng- 
lity Tragedians : to belye hin I will aoe, snd more of his 
fouldierfhip | kaow ner, except inthat Country, he hed 
the honour to be the Officer ot 8 placethere called Asie. 
end, to infired for tle doubling of files, I would dee the 
man what honour I can, but of this I amnotcensing. =f 

Cap.G. He hath our-villsia’d villenie fo fesse shat the 
varitie sedecmes him. 

Ber. SL sneer eon 

fas. His qualities being et this poore price, 
diac te take pou: ifGold aga him ce revelz. 

Par, Sit, fora Cardcewe he will fell the fce-funple of 
his feluetion, che inhericence of it, and cut chincaile from 
ailremainders, sad a perperuall fuccefsion foe is perpe- 
tually 


hut, Who's bis Brother, the other Deweis? 

Cap.£. Why do's heaske him of me ? 

dat. Whac's he? 

Per, E’nes Crowa'th fomeneft: not shtogerber fo 
greet as the fictt in fe, but greaces 3 great dealein 
cull, He excels his Brothec for a coward, yet his Beocher 
is reputed one of the beft chacis. Iaaretreste hee oute 
sunnes any Leckey; marrie in comming on, hee ha's the 


Jet. your life be feued,will you vaderteke to betray 


the Florencine. 
Par. Lendthe of hisharfe, Coun Refibies. 


fat. Ue whifpes with the Genesall, end knowe his 
a of all drumees, 


we sear 0 


ure. 
Par. Ne ne more 


onely vo feeme to deterve 














Se Geena deeuier Go ceces eae ood 
e great fire, ever 8 

arc bu tocche is che Prince of the world, lec his Ne- 
bilitse remsaine in’s Court. lem for che houfe with the 
nacrow gete, which I take to be toolicele for pompeto 
cncer : {ome that humble themfelees may, bur the ma- 
nie will be teo chill and cendes, and cheyle bee for the 
flowrie way that leeds co the broed gate, and the grest 
fire 


Leaf. Go thy waies, | begin co bee 6 wearic of chee, 
and I cellehce fo before, becanfel would not fall out 
with thee. Gothy wayes, let my borfes be wel look'd 
too without any crickes. 

Cle. If | put ony crickes vpoe em fir, they thall bee 
Iades trickes, which are theis owne right by the law of 
Nature. ext 





end indeede he has no 
; Dike bim 


» his Highneffe hech promis'd me to doc it, and 
te wp the difpleafure he hath conceined agsinft 
“enya no fistes macter. How do's your 
iplikei 
With veriemach content my Lord, and I with 
parsed Bagrciren 

Laf. His Highnefie comes poft from A¢arcells of as 
able bodie as when he number'd thirty, will be heere 
to morrow, of I sm deccia d by him that in (uch intel- 
ligence hath feldome fail'd. 

La Iereioyces me, that | hope I thail fee him ere! 
die. Ihawe leccers chat my fonne will be heere to night: 
I dhall befecch yous Losdthip to remaine with mec, til! 

meete togecher. . 
~ Madem, I westhinking with what menners I 
cnight (ofely be admitced 
iy Youncede bus pleade your honourable priui- 


e. 
bef Ladie, of chst I have mades bold cherser, but 
I wy God, it holds yer. 


Ever Clawne 


Cle. OMadem, yondersmy Lord your fonne with 
a parchofiveluct on's face, whether there bee « {car vo- 
der’c or no, the Veluet knowes, but 'tiss patch 
of Veluet, hislefe checke isa cheeke of ewo pile ends 
halfe, but his right cheeke is worne bare. 

Lef. A (carve nebly gor, 

Or anoble {carre, is 3 goed liu'tie of hoger, 
So belike is cha. 

. But itis your carbinado’d face 

Let vs go fee 

onne ] prey you, Jlong totalke 
Wish the poug ooble fouldier, 

Clowee, ‘Faith there'sa dozen of em, with defiesee 
fine hate, and moR courteous feathers, which bow the 
head, and nod at cueric man. 

Exum 





2¢2 Al's Welltbat ends Well, J 


Perches? +f SSuR say are Mecaphos Presb ges 






eA Hus Quintus. 












Enter bhiken, wwiddew, and Dies , wah 
Anedans 


swe 
Fel, Bas this 
Muft wees your 







Be bold yea do fo i 
w 
Asnathing can viseete you. 1p happie time, 
Thi ered abet. 
io man ame to hi ; 
ihe would pend flies exve 
Cent. 
Court of France. 
there. 


Pre the nan Preforne Fe, that you ore Hot faloe 
om the report goodncfie, 
And therefore wich mod fhe cershm 
Maas nice menners by, I put you to 

vieo owne vertues, for che which 
1 tholl contmoe thenkefoll = 

Gent. What's your wil? 
7 Fn nen ye 

° poore petition to the King, . 
And ayde me wich fore of power: yos hese 
Teo come into his prefence, 

Ge». The net heere. 

Hel. Nor heere fix? 
He hence reas disit aight, 

ce remou’ ight, end wich 
Then is his vfe. ee 
Wed. Lord how we leofe our pai 
eee oe ye, 
time feeme fo aduerfe, and 

I do beftech you, whither is be aia 

Gent. Marcie = I cakeit co 


Whither! j 
Hed. ldo befrect fir 





























fn Ando lind dat 
. And you (elfe to be well 

si aaa We oli hole geiee, Gorge 
prouide. 












of her ftrong difpleafure. 
Cle, Trucly, Fortunes difplesfure is bur Mustith ifve 
{enell fo ftrongly as thew Roofs 5 will hencefoorth 


ia! Fortooes buct'ring. Pre thee alow che 
Per, Nay you neede 

bebe ane bce not 0 fop your nele Er: 3 Speke 
Cla, Indect fa, yoes Mecaghor Mince, 3 will flop 

thee 

Rap; 




















Cle, Heese’ a pusre of Feccenes fic, or of Festunes 
Car, bas nce a Miniter, chet he’s Gelne inco the vaclesne 


Heue 
Lef. Alichat bess, bach reference ee 
Kia. Then thall we hove saxatch. 3 


Cater (ome Bertram. 
laf. He leokes well one 
be geod Lady, Kin, Lamnot sdey of feafon, 
romped ? There's 9 Cardecuc for you: Letthe | For thos maift en fen-thinc, and a haile 
Iuftices you sod fortune friends 5 1am for ovher stair brendirpleskindail, ist precy: 


Par, ibeleech your heneur to heare mee enc Gogie 


a more : Come you thelt 
plea is 


Par, by neme my geod Lord is Parreies. 

Laf. You begge more thea word then. Cox my pof- 
give meyeurhsad: How does your dramme? 

Par. Otny good Lord, you were the fish thet found 


mer, 
Lf, Wes l infooch?Aad I wes che faff chet loft chee. 
iis raded tog Load co bring anc in fone groce 
me ent. 


Scorn'd 8 fsise colour, of expreft it Aolne, 
Extended ot comradted ail proportions 
Toamoht hideous ebicA. Thence came, 
ie Meeidarr bahar tatap| chara teaila faa 
Fieurf. Ensen King cid Lady, Lefew, the two Freeh Seance ° ‘d; was io mine 
bei panties The deft ther did offend hk. a 
Kia, We toft's lewel! of her, and our efoceme Ken. Well exces'ds 
We made much poores by it : but your fonne, That chow didft louc her, firikes fome {cores swsy 
As mad in folly, lack'd che fence ce know From che great comp : but lowe thet comes too Ista; 
Her cfiimetion Like a remorfefall pardon flowly carried 
To the grest fender, tarnes a fowte 
Crying, that’s good that’s gone : Our refh faats, 
Make triesall price of (erious things we have, 
Nex koowing them, vatill we know their grave 
Ofc ous difptesfures to our felues voiult, 
our friends, end sfter weepe their duft: 
Our ewne lowe pay eat to fee what's den,e 
While thamefell hate fleepes out the afternoone. 
Be chis (wees Heleus knell, snd new forget her. 
Send forth yous smoroes token for faire Afendiiw, 
The maine confencs s1¢ hed, and heere wee'l fay 
To fee our widdowers fecond marriege day 3 
Which betser chen the firt. O deere heauen bleffe, 














2§2 -  AllsWell that ends Well. : 


Thas fhe may come, By ary old beard, , Vanguith'd thereto by the faire grace anid! 
And cu'ne haire that's on't, Helen that’s dead OF poore fappisns, who Cie 
Wee a (weer creature : fuch o ting as this, Is heere extending : hes e lookes in fief 
The laft chat ere I cooke ier leeue at Court, Wizh sa importing vifege, and the told me 










1 faw vpon her Ginger. Ia a (weet verbal} e, it did cencerme 

Ber. Hers it wasnot, Your Highneffe with ber feife. 

Kg Now pray you lee ane fee it. Por mine eye, A Late 
While I was fpeaking, oft was fafien'd eno’: Upen bis seany ations to mmarvie nese when bis wift was 
Lehn, btredrsamlonenstoe- aa aaaoae dead, I bark 204 tt, be weane we. Naw « the Comat Ro! 
T bad her ifher forrunes ewer foode fica 4 Widdewer, bs vawes are to mice, ahd my 


Of whae Choald Bead her oft? 


ve hs Cousntrey for 
‘ ; and apeore Maids ondem. 
How ere skis yoe iemben ty ins ce Diana 


















i ilet, 
The ring waeneuet hers. | Laf. sia wek beens abe elses 
08 La, Sonne,on my life for chis. Ile none ofhim. 
I haue feene her weare it, end che recken'd it Kos. The hesueas have thought well on thee Lafrw 
Asher lives rate. To forth chis difcou'ric, feeke thefe finors * 
Laff. [acm fore | faw her weare ix Ge yo end bring egeine che Comm. 
Ber. You are decciu'd my Lord, the newer faw ix : Enter Bertram. 
Ja Florence was it frome throwne mec, Tamm 0-feard the life of Helles (Ledie) 
Weep'dia a paper, which contain'd the name Was fowly {narche. 
Of bec chat threw it : Noble the wes,end theaghe Old Le. Now iuflice on the doers 


I food ingag'd . bur when I had feblenb'd Kaz. I wonder fi, fic, wives are moafters to you, 
Tomine owne fortune, end inform’é her fully, And that you fiye chem ss you fweare chem Lordfhi 
Teould not safwer in chet courfe of Honows Yes you defise tomarry. What women's thas ? 

As the had mede the owcrusre, Gee cea 


In heawie fatisfaGiion, and would newer Burr Widdew, Diana, and Parvelks. 

Receise the R Dia. | sm my Lorde wretched Florentine, 
Kin, Platus ; Derived from the encient Copiler, 

That kaowes the tin€ sad makipiying med'cine, My fuite es Ido vnderfiand you know, 

Hath not in netaces myfierie more icience, And therefore know how farre I may be pittied 

Then I hawe in this Ring, Twas mine, ‘twee Helres, wid, Lumber Mother fir, whofe age and honous 

‘Whe cuer gauc it you : theo if you know Both fuffer wnder this complaint we bring, 


And both fhall ceafe, without remedie. 
























i to your felfe in bed, 
Where you hove neucs comune : of fent ik vs Dit, Why do youlooke fo 





Kia. Thou fpeak'ft x ‘falfely : as I love mine Honor, 
Aad mak R conneflorall feares co come inte me, 








Which I would faine th x our, ifle fhould prove You give eway my fife, which is knowne mine: 

Thes thoe art (o inhamane, ‘twill not proue fo : For ! by vow am fe embodied yours, 

Aad yet! know nor, thou didft hace her desdly, That the which marries you, mal masrie we, 

Aad fie is dead, wbich nothing bet so clofe Esther both of none. 

Her eyes my felfe, could win meto beleewe, Laef. your reputation comes too fhort for my daugh- 
More then to fee this Ring. Take hin away, ter, you are no husband for her. 

My fore-paft proofes, bow cre the marter fall ‘Ber. My Lord, this isa fond and defp rate creature, 
Shall raze wy feares of Inthe vacticle, Whom fometime } haue lsugh'd with: Les your highnes 
H vainly fear'droolinke. Awsy wih him, Lay a more noble vpon mine honour, 

Weel fit chis newer farther. Then for to thinke chat I would Gnke ix heere. 

Rer. ives ele Kin. Sic for my vhooghes, you haue them il co friend, 
This Ring was cuer hers, you fhell 3s eafie Till your deeds chem fairer : prowe your henwe, 
Prowe that 3 hasbeaded her bed in Florence, Then in eny though it ties. 

Where yet flee ncwes wae. Dias. Good my Lord, 
Ewer a Geutkeanen, Aske him vpes his oath, if hee do's chinke 

Kieg. 1 am wrap din difmall thinkings. He had not any vi : 

Gee. ee ree Kin, Whar faift thou to her? 
Whether I hawe beene too oc ne, Tknow ner, Be. ee 
Here’: 9 petition from s Florentine, And was a common gamefter to the C 
Whe hath fox foure ot five removes come fhose, ‘Dis. He do's me wrong my Lord : 


were fo, 
He might have boughs me at 6 common price. 








a a 
Denot beleeue him. O bebold uhis Ring, 
Whole beph refpe@ afid rich valdinee 
Did lacke s Paraleil : yet for ail thac 
He gsueit cos Commoners eth Campe 
If Toe one. 

Cam He blufhes, and’cs hie: 
Of fixe preceding Ancefiors, that Femme 
Confer'd by reftamens to'th fequenc iffue 

Hath it beene owed and wore, This ts hes wnfe, 

Thes Ring’s a thoufand proofes 
Kuz. Me thoughts you faide 

You fae one heere in Court could witneffe sc. 
Die. 14ié my Lord, but toath om to prodace 

So bed an infirument, his names Parroles, 

. Tfae tbe man co dey, :fman he bee. 
Kaa, Finde been, ond bring him hether 
Ref. Wher of hit : 

He s quoted for 3 moft perfidious flaue 
Wiah oll cde {poes a’ch world, tazs and deboth 4, 
Whole aecure fickens : bat co fpeake a creth, 
Am I, or chat os this for whathe veer, 

Thac will fpeake any thing, 

Km. She hach chat Ring of yours 
Ref, Uthinke the has; certawme sc 1s Hyh'd her, 
And boorded her ith wanton wey of ight 

She koew her daftance and did angle for mec, 
Madding tny cogernefie with her reftrain, 

Asall enpediments m fancies courie 
Are moctues of more fancie, and ia fine, 

Her infuse comening with ber moderne grace, 
Subdda’d me to her cate, fhe goc the Ring, 

And 1 had thet which soy snleriour mig 
Ac Market price haue boughs, 
Due. | rw be patient . 
You that have ose & aGsft fo noble wife, 
wh me. ip yet. 
ile Tos valent toate’ hesband) 
| Send for yous Rung, } wilt cecernc u home, 
And gue mc came 3g 10¢. 
+ Ref, Thane ie noc. 
Kes. Wha Rung was yours I pray you? 
Deas, Sit mach like che fame vpon your finger 
Ree. Know you this Ring, this Ring wes his of lace 
Die. And chis was itl gave him bemg a bed. 
Ka, The ftory shen gocs falfe,you threw 1 bun 
Ovt of s Cafement. 
Drs. | hove fpoke the crath. Enter Parebes. 
Ref, My Lord, } do coofeffe che nng wes hers. 
Kas. You boggie threwdly, cucry feather flarts you 
Is thas che man yoo (peake of ? 
Die. Lay Lord. 
Ku. Tell me firrab, but tell me true I charge you, 
Not fearing che difpleafure of your maiter . 
Which on pour iuft proceeding, Ile ere of, 
By ia ued by chus wounan heere, whac know you ? 

Pa, Soplesle your Maiefty, my mafter hach bin en 
honoursbleGentlernan = Triches hee hath hed in um, 
which Gentlemen heue. 

Ka, Come, come, to'th’purpole : Did hee towe shie 

? 


woman 
Par. Fekh fis be did loee hes, bat how 
Kn. How! you? 
Pa. He did Lous her fe,ss a Gene. loves s Women 
&sa, How 1s chac? 

. Pa. Helow’d her fiz, and how'd her not. 
Kee, As chou art 8 koaue and no kneue, whet an cqut- 








ok Ils Well, that Ends Well. 2 


uocall Compenion is chis ? 
Par. lame peose man and et your Maiefties com- 


mend. 
Lf, Hee's a good drumme my Lord, but a asughele 
Orator 


Diee. Do you know he ift me raarriage? 

Pa. Faith t know fare thes Ne fpeake. i 

Kea, Bat wilt thou noc {peske all chou know’ft? 

Par Yesloplesle your Maicfty : I did goe bevweene 
them as I (aid, bur more then that be lowed her, for in- 
deede he was madde for her, and talkt of Sachan, and of 
Limbo, and of Furies, and 1 know noe what: yet I wasin 
thae credit with chem at shat time, that] koewe of chair 
going to bed, and of other motions, as promi(ing her 
merniage, end things which would derive mee ill will to 
Speake of, therefore I will not ([peake what I know. 

Kia. Thoo haft fpoken all alreadie, vnleffe thou cant 
Say chey are maried, but chou art coo fine in chy euidence, 
therefore Rand sfide. This Ring you fay was yours, 

Dia. i my good Lord, 

Kie, Where did you buy it? Or who gaueit you? 

Dea. it was noc giuen me, nor | did not buy ix. 

Km. \Whe lent you? 

Dasa. ic was aot lene me neither 

Ken. Where did youfinde ic chen? 

Die. | found it nor 

Kin. Ifit were yours by none of all chefe wayes, 
How could you give st him? 

Dea I ncuer geue it him, 

Laf. Trus womans en eafic glowe my Lord, the goes 
off and on ac pleafure. 

Kus. This Ring wasmine, I gave bis firth wife. 

Dia. It fs yours or hers for ought I know. 

Kin. Toke ber eway, Ido not likeher now, 
Topmfon with her : end away eth him, 
Vnileffe thou celft me where thou hedfi this Ring, 
Thou dieft withio this houre. 

Dee. Ite neves ceil yo. 

Kim, Take ner away. 

Ka. bchake thee aoe. ee eas Cuftomer, 

Dis. By love if ever I knew man ‘twas you, 

Kmg. Wherefore baft thou eccufde him al this while, 

Des. Beesole he's guiltie, and he isnot guilry : 
He tnowes J amno and hee'l {weare coo’s 3 
ae israel oe 2 ee 

reat Ki Prrhgcharot ti life, 

Iain exther Maid, ot elfe fat 
Kie. She does abufe oar cares, co pee with ber, 
Die. Good mothes ferch any beyle. Stay Royall fx, 
The leweller thet owes che Ring is fenc for, 
Aad he thall farety me. Bux for this Lord, 
Whe hech sbus'd me as he knowes himfelfe, 
Though yet he never harm‘d me, heere | quit hins. 
He knowes humfelfe my bed he beth defil'd, 
And at that time he got his wife wich childe : 
Dead though the be, the ferles her yoog one kicke s 
So Pekbtibt Ueyia pcre aia 
And sow che mesning. 


Eater Ficlen and tidden. 


Be sie aside vets 
es che truer mine ? 
Wire a Ihe? i er 
» Nomy good y’ Ti 


















2 Alls Well, that Ends Well. 


Tis burthe thedow of 2 wife youfar, an | Let vs from polnt to point this floric koow, 
The neme,and not che i To make the even crutch io pleafure flow: 
Ref Both, both,O par If choo beef yet a frefh d flower, 
Hel. Obmy od Lord, when J waslikethis Maid, | Choofe thow thy om roar walle ye rid dower. 
I found you rous kinde, thereiryaur Ring, For Ican gueffe 
And looke you, heeres your letter : this tz feyes, Thow kepeit e niger ‘a = che inne 
When from my finger yes eee thie Rung, Of andaibe the (ecto 
And isby me ui childe, &c. This is dooe, Refolduedly eaprefies 


Will you he mice now you sre sae lata pecperey sa dapat sa phaey, mecte, 
Ref. UWhe my Liege canmake me know cus cleadly, | The bitter paft, more welcome is the fweet. 
De lowe her dearely, ever, cuer dearly. Fleur fb, 
Het. Sfic appeare not plane, and prove vntree, 
Deadly divorce fep becweene me and yo* ie fats Pash ln 
O my deere mocher do J {ce you tiuiag ? Abs Cade 4 
Laf, Minc eyes fmell Onions, | (hall weepe anon s That you expreffe Coment : rehennerd 
Good Tom Drumm lead me 2 hendkescher. Wab fed to pleafe you, day excosdang day 
So J chenke chec, waite on me home, Ile make {port with | Ours be your patsence then, and yours our parts, 
thee ; Let thy curthes alone, chey are fcurny enes. Tour gentle bands lend v1, and tak ow bearis,.Bxeun oran. 








FINIS. 














TwelfeNight, Orwhat you will. 





Atlus Primus, Scena Prima. 





Eater Orfiee Date of Nigra, Carve seud other 
Lords. 


Bae, ; 
kebe che feod of Lowe, 
Gararacdicle | katokg” 
The mey icken, end fo dy<. 
Thae i bed a dying fell: 


ae Me the (weer re | 


O, « came ore my care, 
Ther orcathes abanke of Vielets ; 
Sccolng, ond gwieg Odew Zoough, ac more, 


10 net fo ferent How, 90 « wee before. 












O fpr of Love, how e and frefh ost chen, 
. tt, 
Recesecth as the See enters chere, 


Of wha: valediny, and pitch fo ete, 
Bux folles mate sbacemenc, sed low price 
Euan on 9 eniaune ; fo full of fhapes s0 fect, 
That alone, rshigh fanatical! 
Ca. Will you go buns my Lord? 
‘Da. Whe: Carn? 
Ca, The Han. 
De. Why fet do, che Noblefi thar I hone: 
D when mune e7es did fee O/saia Sch, 
chougi the purg 4 the syre of peftilences 
whens woe t tarn’d mo s Hort, 
And my defsres like fell end creel] hounds, 
Eee Gace partes me. How now whet newes from her! 


Wd. Soplesle ray Lord, I nor be admmixted, 
ax eas tet baxdocsd 4ateeares oc steve 
The Blement ic (eife, cll fenen yeares hese, 
Shel act beheld hes face ot ample view ! 
But ike e Cloytivefe the will vesled walke, 
And waser once 2 day ber Chessber round 
With cye-effeading brine s all ins to feafon 
brechers dead Jour, which fhe weeld keepe freth 
And lefting, in hes fod remembrance. 

De. O the that hath s heart of cha: fine frame 
Topey chis debt of love ins co absorber, 
Hew will the tone, when the rich golden thafe 
Math kilf'd the flocke of all effe@tsens cife 
Ther we en her. When Liner, Beane, sod Heer, 
De ee ee menes, wee ecrld Cree Ps 
Hes {weese perfeftions wih one felée king + 
Away before me, to ferent beds of Flowres, 

theegns lye rch, when canopy'd with bowres, 





















Scena Secunda 





Emer Viele, Cataine sad Salers, 


Vie, What (Priendspis this / 
Cap. Thists Iliyne ie 


Vie, And what thoeld | do we Mlyns? 
My brocher he is a Bitz wm, 
Perchance he is not drowa'd : Whac thinke you faylors? 
Cap. pied aspiaar reat bo} baelewredadalaarae 
eet Care eee © perchance mey he be. 
Ca. Tcve m, and co corafort you with 
AGere your felfe, after our fhip did fplic, 
When yoa, ead thofe poore number faued with you, 
on our drising bose: | few your broches 
M prowdenc on perill, binde hisatelfe, 
Cone hope both ceschiog bic the pradtife) 
# ftzong Mafte, chet lie d vpon che (es: 
Where litte Oriew on the Dolphines backe, 
i faw hime hold scqus:ocance wich the waues, 
So long 06 1 could fee. 
Use. For {eying fo, there s Gold: 
Mine owne vofoldeth to 
Whereve chy (peech ferves for saharile 
The fike oft. Kaow't chou chis Coentrey ? 
Coys passe wel ox sts ore end bore 
Nox three heares crausile from this very places 


Vis, Tee goerteey error 
Cap. Ancbie Duke ln netare, as in name, 


re. Wher iets name? 
Ov fae. 

Veo, Orfine : \hawe heard coy facher pame him, 
He wess Lor then, 

Cap. And fo 1s now, o¢ was fovesy late + 
For but emoanth ego |] went from hence, 
eee ere ta murenare (06 you knesp 
Whar ones do, che lefle he 
Thor bead Gerke he lowe of fuse Ble 

Tia, What's thee 2? 

Cap. A vertsous maid, the deughter of s Count 
Thst dide Lome cwelaemonth fince, chen leaving her 
In the Aion ofhis fonne, he: brother, 

Who ihortly alfe dides for whofe deere love 
(They Gay ) the hath sbiur’d the fighs 
paar hae weds henry 

Vee. Ovhact fered ches Lady, 

Aad might not be delrecred te 
Ya 


orld 


256 


Till | hed mede mine owne occafion mellow 
What ray eftace is. a : 

; were herd co compafle, 
ecotle the will admit no handy of Lite, 
No, sot che Dukes, 

Veo. Theses s faire behawour in chee Capraine, 
And chough th ec fature, with « besuteous wall 
Doth oft clo fe in polluaon : yet of thee 
| will beleewe thou heft s made chat fuites 
With ead fae sod cunwerd charrsGer. 

1 prethee (sad He poy thee boenseoety 
Cooceale me what I am, and be my syde, 
Por fach difguife as haply thell become 
The forme of ary intenc. Le ferue chus Duke, 
Thow thal prefent me as on Eunuch co him, 
It ensy be worth thy pames : for | can ting, 
And {peske to him in many forts of Mufiche, 
Thas will allow me very worth his feruice. 
What elfe may hap, co tame J will commme, 
Onely thape thou chy filence co az wit. 

Cap. Be youhis Eunuch ead Mate !lebee, 
When my congue blabs. chen let mune eyes not fee, 

Ule, I chanke chee: Lead me on. 





Scena Tertia, 





Carer Sx Toby, and Maria. 
Sir To, Whac aplegue meanes my Neece to take the 


death ofhes brother thus? 1 om furecare’s an enemicto 
life : 


Ma, By 
soights : your 
to your ill houres. ees eg 

Teo. Why let her except, before excep 

Ada. 1, but you mufi confine your felfe within the 
mode lines of order, 

Te, Confine? ealace icin lhcap htt then I om 1 
thefe cloathes are good enough to drinke io, and fo bee 
thefe boots too : snd they be nos, fet them hang them- 
(elves in their owne ftraps. 

Da, That quaffing and drinking will endoe you . I 

Lady caike of st yefterdey : oad of 8 foolifh 
he yor saps i in one nighe here,co be hus woes 
A ? 


troch fir Toby, you muft come in earlyer 


heard 
h 

age 3 Who, Si 

Ada, The, 

To. He's astall amanes anys in Myre. 

Ade. What's cthacco th’purpofe ? 

To. Why he ha's three thoofend ducaress yestes 

Ma. 1, but heel have buc a yeare in all thee ducates s 
He'sa very foole, ends prodigall 

Te.Fie,thar you'l ley fo : he pleyes o'th Viol-de-gam- 
boys, and {peaks three or four languages word for word 
without booke ,& hath all the good gifts of necure. 

Ma, He bath indeed, almoft nacurall : for befides char 
be’s a foole, he’s a great quasreller : and but shat hee hach 
the gift of s Coward, eo allay the guft he hash in quarrel- 
lung, ‘tis choaghc among che p t, he would quickely 


have the g* of s graue. 

Tob. By this bend they are fcowndrels and febfire- 
ors chat fay fo ofbim. srethey? 

Ma. They that sdde moreour, bee's drunke nightly 


ta your company, 
To With drinking healchs to my Neeoe 1 MMe drinke 


n,my Lady, cakes great exceptions | 


Twelfe N ight, or, W bat. you will, 


co ber as long as there is a paflage in my throu, & drinke 
ba Miycia : he's a Coward and s Coyfirill chae will not 
drinke co my Neece. cilll bes brasnes carne o'th toe, like a 
perith top. Whec wench? Caffsisane walge:for here coms 
Emer S& Mado, 
Aad. Sit Toby Belch. How now bx Teby Belch? 
Teo Sweet be Andrew, 


Te, My Neeces Chember-msid. 
Ata.Good Mifizis sccoft,| defe betsez ace 


“7, 
Tc, Youmuftake knight: Accof, is fron: her, boord 
her, woe her,afayte hes, 

Aad, By my uoth | weuld noe endertake ber wn this 


bases gs 5 Is chac che meaning of Accofl? 
444. Fer you well Gentlemen 


Te. And chow let pert fo Sit Andrew, would thou 
migheft newer deaw (word 

fed, And you port [o mifiris, | would | mighs sever 
draw (veo:d agen : 1 are Lady, dec pou thmnke you b: 
fooles in band ? 

CMa. Sir, [hewenot you bythhand. 

aia, Marty but you hawe, end heeres my hand. 

Ala. Now fe, chougts is free : | prey you being your 


hand to’eh barre, end les ¢ drinke. 

Ae. W (fweet-heast? ) What's your Meta- 
phor? 

MG, I's dry fre. 

aed, Why I thinke fo: | smnot fechen sff2, bee } 
can keepe my dry. Bus what's your seft ? 

Aa. A dey eft Sie, 


And. Are you full of them? 

Ada.t Su, | heuc them ac my fingers ends: merry new 
I ber go your hand,} am barren. Bxvu & 

Te. Oknight, chou lack’ a cop of Canarie: when did 
J fee chee (0 put downe ? 

on, Neuer in pour life { thinke, vnleffe you fee Ca- 
asne pa mcdowne: mee thinkes formermes | have no 
more wit chen e Cheiftian, or en ordinary man he's : bur [ 
om e great cater of beefc, and I beleeae thas does harme 
Co my wee. 


Ta pe phen 

fn. And ithougix cha, I'de forfwearei:, fhe cide 
home co morrow fit Toby. 

To. Puv.qney ny deere knight? , 

Ala. What 9 perquey? Do,os not do? I would I had 
beftuwed chat time in the congees, chat Ihave tn fencing 
dancing, and beare-bayting sO bad 1 but followed the 
Arcs, 

Ta Theo hadft chou had en excellent head of haire. 

An, Whv, would chet hauemeaded my hewe ¢ 

Te. Peft queftion,for thow feeft it will nor coole ny 

40. Bax it become we wel nor? (narwre 

Te. Excellence ichengs like flax oua diftatfes & 1 
to fee a hufwife coke chee becween her legs, & {pin it 

ofe.Faith Ne home to morrow fir Tob7.your mece wil 
not be fcene,or if fhe be it’s four to one fhe] none of me 3 
the Connt homielfe bere herd by, wooes her, 

Te. Shee'l none o'th Count ,fhe'l noc march shewe hit 
degsee,nercher in eftace yeares,nor wit ; 1 haas heerd her 
fweart, Tutcbere's hfe in’t inan. oe 





Aad, le fsy 2 moneth 
Arangch auade ith world : | 
eels tomecune t ako 

Te. Act thou geod ar chefe kicke-chawfes Knight ¢ 

Aud, As any mania Illyria, whacfooner be be, ender 
the degree of wy betters, & yet Iwill not compare with 
ap cid man. 

To. Whacis chy excellence ina galliard, tight? 

dud. Fasch, f an cut 3 caper, 

Te. And i can cur the Muncon toot. 

Aad. And | thioke | haus the backe-criche, imply as 

as any aso im I yna. 

Ta Wherefore ase thefe hid ? Wherefore heve 
chefe gifts s Cortsine before em? Arechey likeco cake 
dof, like aufirss Afa/s pidare? Why doft thou not goe 

' co Charch m aGolliard, snd come homens Carranio ¢ 

My verre walke (hould be s ligge : | would net fo much 

3s make water but ins Sinke-s-pace: What dooeft thou 

ne sne ? fit 2 world to hide verrues m > [ did thinke by 
the exceilent confluwtion of thy legge, 1 was form 'd wn- 
der the farre of 3 Gallvard 

And, |, “11s flrong, ond it does indifferent well ina 
dam’d cotour’d Rocke. Shall we fic about forme Revels ? 

Te. What thall we do cife : were we not borne wnder 
T sures? 

Aah. Taeres? That fides end heart. 

To. No fis, Ris leggs end thighes : lec me fee thee ca- 
per. Ho, bigher :ha,hs excellent. Exons 


ight im Maskes and Re- 






















Scena Quarta. 





Enter V eleatixe, and Viola in mans attire. 

Wal. Té the Ouke continue chefe faveers towards you 
Cefarie, you sre like co be much adusne'd,he hath known 
yow bus three dayes, and alzeady you are no fisanges. 

Fie. You encher feare hrs humoas, or my negligence, 
chat you call m queftion the continwance of his lowe. fs 
he treonftan: fir, in his feuoers.  Usl, No beleeue ae. 

Eater Deke, Curie and Atrendants, 

Vee. | chanke you. heere comes che Count. 

Dake. Who lew Cefarsehos? 

Fee. On your artendsace my Lord heere. 

Da. Scs0d you e-while sloofe. Ceferre, 

Thos knowft no Icfle, but sil : | have vnciafp'd 
To chee she booke even bofad ves foule. 

¢ good youth, ethy vaco her, 
Be net dent'de vcceffe, frend st hes davis: 
And cell them, there chy fized foot thall grow 
Till shoe have sudience, 


Vee. Sare my Noble Lord, 
If flee be fo sbendon’d to her forrow 


Dau, Be clamorous,and lespe afl ciuiil bownds, 
Rother then make vnproficed cetume, 
Wea. = band {peake with her (my Lord) what chen? 
Ow. Ochen, enfold che pafsion of my love, 
Surprize ber with difcourfe of my deere faith; 
Jt hall become thee weil so 9& my woes. 
She will atcend tt beteer in thy youth, 
Then wa Nuntio’s of more grave 
Pee i chanbenot fo, my Lord. 
Do.” Deere Lad ,beleeue it ; 










yet belye chy happy yeerer, 
That fay thou art amsn : Disses lip 
1s noc more {mooth, end rubsous : chy {reall pipe 
1sas the masdens organ, thrill, and 
Aod all is femblatiue s womans part. 
I know thy confieliation ss nghs ept 
For chis ¢ : forme foure or five attend him, 
All if you will : for 1 my felfe am bef 
When leaf? in companie : profper well in this, 
And thou (halt live as freely as chy Lord, 
To cat] hes fortunes chine. 

Vie. Ie do my belt 
Towoe your Lady: yet a betrefull Arife, 
Who ere | woe, my felfe would be his wife. 


Scena Quinta. 


Paco. 


Eater Maria.and Clewer, 

fa, Naz, cither cell me where thou hat bin,or } will 
Not open any lippes fo wide as a brilele mey encer,in way 
of thy excufe : my Lady will hang chet for thy sbfence, 

(a Let hes hang me ; hee thas 1s well hang'de in this 
world, needs co feare no coloers. 

Ma. Make chat good, 

Clo, He thall fee none co feare. 

Af4, A goodlenton aniwer: I cencefi thee where y 
(sying was bore, of I feare no colours. 

Clo, Where good miftris Af ary ? 

Ada, lo che warts.& tbat may you be bolero fay te 
your foolerse. 

Clo. Well, God glee them wifedome chet hewe te : 62 
thofe chet ere fooles, let them vfe ther calems, 

da. Ver you will be hang’d for being fo long sbfent, 
or to be tura’d away : 1s nor thar as god ats hanging to 
you? 

Clo. Many 2 good hanging, prevents s bed mariage: 
ond for curning away, lec fummer besre 1¢ out. 

Ma. You ste refohue then? 

Cle Nox fo neycher, bet Tam refolu'd ontwo 8 

Dfa. Thatif one breske,the other will hold: or ff both 
breake, your geskins fall. 

Cle. Apt in good faith, very apt: well gothy way, if 
fir Toby would leaue drinking, thou wert as witty 8 piece 
of Enes fleth,es any in Iliyrss 

Ma, Peace you rogee.a0 more o ther: here comes ry 
Lady s make yourescufe wifely, you were beft. 

Enser Lody Olimia, with Matnelre. 

Cle, Wit,and’t be thy will, put me imo good fooling . 
thofe wits thacthioke they have thee, doe very oft prove 
fooles: snd I therem fore I lacke thee, msy paffe fer a 
wife aren.For what faies Betres a witty foote, 
then a foolith wit. God bleffe thee Lady, 

Ol. Tske the foole away. 

Cle. Doyou nar heare letlo.ves take sway the Ladie. 

Ol, Go coo, y'are s dry foole : Ile ne more of yauzbe- 
fideryou grow dif.honeft, 

(le. Two faults Madona,that drinke & good coenfell 
wil omend : for give the dry foole drink, thenis the foole 
not dry: bid che difhoneft man mend himfeif, fhe mend, 
he is no longer difhoneft ; ifhee cannot, let the Borcher 
mend him : any thing thee’s mended ,1s bur patch’d: vertu 
chee cranfgrefies, 19 bat patche with firme, and fin thse o- 
mends, js bur psrche wich vercue. If chet thes finple 
Sillogrime will ferue, fo: ifit willnot, evhacremedy ? 

Y3 As 













Aschere is no true calamicy, fo beauties a 
flower ; The Ledy bad take away the foole, therefore I 
fay ,teke hes awsy. 

 Sit,] bed chem cake a you. 

Cle. Miflptifion in the higheft degree. Lady, Corals 
won facet monatheme : that's as much co fay, as I weare not 
motley in my brane : good Afadena, give mec leawe co 
proue yous foole. 

Of. Can you doit? 

Cl, Dexterioully, good Madons, 

Ol. Make your proofe. 

Cle. I catechize you for it Madona, Good my 
Moule of vercve anfvwer mee. 

Ol, Well Gs, for want of ocher idleneffe, Ile bide your 


proofe. 

Cle. Good Madona, why mournft thou ? 

Ol. Good foole, for others death. 

Cle. Vchinke his foule 1s in hell, Madonsa, 

Of. 1 know his foule is in heaven, foole. 

Cle The more foole(Madona) to moure for your 
Brothers foule, being io heaven. Take away the Foole, 
Gentlemen. 


Ol, What thiake you of this foole Afatnolse, doch he 
not mend? 

Adal, Yes, and fhali do, cill che pangs of death thske 
hien : Iofirrnecy that decaics the wife, dosh eucs make the 
berrer foole. 

Clow, God fend you fir, afpeedie lafirmity, forthe 
better increafing your folly : Sir Toby will be fwrorn chac 
J am no Fox but be wil not pafic his word for two peoce 
that you are no Foole. 4 

Ol. How fay you tothac Afalaelse? 

AMal, \ maruell your Ladythip takes delight in fuch 
o barren rafcall : 1 faw him pur down the other day.with 
an ordinary foole, that hasno more brane thens flone. 
Looke you now, he’s out of his gard already vales you 
leugh and minsfter occalion co him, he 1s gag'd I proteft 
Jcakethefe Wifemen, chat crow fo at thefe (es kinde of 
fooles, no becter then the fooles Zanes, 

Ol. Oyouare ficke of {elfe-loue Afeluolse, andsafle 
with a diftemper'd appebte. fo be gencrous, guileffe, 
and of free difpofitson, & to take thofe things fur Bird. 
boles, chac yoo de.me Cannon bullets: There ss no (lane 
det 10 an allow’d foole, though he do nothing but rayle; 
nor no rayling, in a kaowne difcreet man, though hee do 
sothing but reprove ; 

Cle Now Mercury incue thee with feafing, for thou 
fpeak'ft well of fooles. 

Emer Mana. 

(Mar, Madam, ibere ss ac the gate, a young Gentle- 
enan, cauch uefires ro Ipeake with you 

OL Prom the Count Orfao, ss it? 

aie I know not (Madam) ‘us's faire young man, end 
well sccended. 

Of Who of my peuple hold him in deloy ¢ 

Me Sit Taby Madam, your hiniman. 

Of. Fetebhimoff | pray you, he (peskes nothing but 
madman. Ficonlim. Goyou Adatmolee; If: be a fuie 
from the Count, lam ficke, or sores home What you 
will, to difmulfe it. Exe Adalec. 
Now yee tec fer how your fooling growes old, & peo» 
ple diflike ut. 

Clo Thouhaft (poke for vs (bladons’ as if thy elde 
fonne thould be a foole : who fe (cull, loue cramme with 
branes, for heere he comes. Enter Sir Toby, 

One ofthy kun has amofl weake Pra-mnater, 





Ol. By mine honor belfe drunke. What is be az che 
ge Cofin? 

Te. A Gentleman. 

Ol. A Gentleman? Whac Gentleman? 

Ta TisaGeoclemsn beere. A plague o’thef pickle 
bertiig: How pow Sot. 

Cle. Good Sit Toby. 

Ol. Cofin, Colin, how haue you come fo earely by 
chis Lechsrgie? 

To Lerchesic, | dee Letchery . there's one ot the 


ate. 
E Ot Imesry, whasis be? 
Te. Let him be che diuell and be will,] case 19¢ 
me faith fay 1. Well, it’s all one. =e 
ou. “s adrunken man like, foole? 


Cle. Like a drown’d man, a foole, and a maddc man : 
One draught abour heate, makes him 3 foole the fecond 
rnaddes him, and a third drownes him. 

Of Gorchou and feeke the Crowner, and let hem fiece 
o’my Coz : for he sin the thud degree of drake: bee's 
drown'd : go looke afces tum. 

Cle. Heis bur mad yec Madonsa, and the foole thall 
looke co the madman. 

Ema Malushs. 

Mal Madam, youd young fellow (weareshec will 
{peake with you. I toldhun you were fiche,he takes on 
hin to viiderftand fo much,and therefore comes to [peak 
with you. [told him you were afleepe, be feems to $0 
atore knowledge of chat too, and therefore comes to 
foeake with you. What 1s to be fad co hin Ladic, hee’ 
fortheo again® any deniall 

OL Tell him, he Hell not (peake with we. 

Mal. Has beene cold fo: and hee fayes heel ftand ac 
your doore like a Sheriffes poft, and be the fupportet to 
a bench, but heel fpeske with you, 

Of. What kinde o’man ts he? 

Mad. Why of menkiade. 

Of What manoet of man? 

Mal, Of verse sll mannes . hee fpeske with you,w 
you, or no 

Ol. Of what perfonage, and yceres 1s he? 

Atal. Nor yct old eoough for a man,not yong enoug! 
for a boy : a8 3 (quath is before tis gato s Codhing 
when tis almoitan Apples Tas with sa Nanding wa 
ter, betweene boy andman. Hess vere well-faucur ¢ 
and he (peakes verre (hrewithly : One would thinke 
mothers milke were {catfe out of hum, 

Of Let him spproach : Call in my Gensiewormaa. 


Mal. Genslewoman my Lady calles, Exe. 
Ener Marsa, 
Ol. Give me my vaile s come throw 1 ore my face, * 
Wee'l once more heare Or fae: Embaihe. 


Enter Usolensa. 

Vie. The honorable Ladie of the houfe, which as (be ? 

OL. Speake ro me, | thal aalwer for her. your will 

Wee, Moft ssdian. exqurfire,and vnmarcheble beas- 
tee. Ipeay you cell me if chis bee che Lady of che houfe, 
for 3 neuer Awher. I would bee loath cocalt away my 
fpeech : for befides chat st is encellencly well pend ,J have 
taken great parnes to con et. Good Beauties, ler mee fa- 
Aaineno {comes 3 am very comptible, euco tothe Icaft 
{miftes vfage. 

Ol, Whence came you fe? 

Veo. 1 can (ay littke more chen | have ftudied, & chac 
queftion’s out ot my part. Good gence one, giue mee 
modelt aSurence, Lyecbede Ladke of che boufe, char 


















Of. If 1 do not vlarpe my felfe, | am. 

Us, Moft certaine, if yoo are the, you do efurp your 
{elfe . for what is yours to beflowe, Is, nor yours to re- 
ferve, But chisisfrommy Commiffien: | willon with 
my (pecch in your praife, and chen thew you the hesrt of 
my me Rage. 

Of. Come co what s mportant in’t I forgiwe you 
the praife. 

Vue Alas, I cooke great panes to fludic st, and tis 
Poeucall. 

Ol. Icus che more Inke to be feigned, I pray you keep 
itin.J heard you were fawey at my gatcs,& allowd your 
approach rather to wonder at you, then to heare you. If 
yoube nor mad, be gone :if you haue reafon, be breefe 
*cs ues char came of Moone with me, comake one in fo 
skipping s dialogue. 

hd Will you hoyft fayle fir,here lies your way 

V0, No good fwabber, | am to hull heres little lon- 
ger. Same mollification for your Gians, fweece Ladie ; 
cell me your minde, | am 8 meffenger. 

O! Sere you have fome hiddeous matter to deliver, 
when the curcefie of x19 {0 fearefull Speake your office. 

Ve Ialone concernes your case: I bring no ouer- 
ture of warre, no taxation of homage; [hold che Oly fe 
ia my hand : my words are ay full of peace as matter 

Ol. Yer you began rudely, What are you? 

What would you ¢ 

Wie. The rudeneffe ther hath appear'd in mec, houe I 
learn d from my entereatament. What lam, and whae | 
would, ase 91 fecr et as inaiden-head. to your eares, Di- 
ainity; toany others, prophanation, 

Of Gine vs che place alone, 

We willheare chis divinitie, Now fir,whacis your test? 

Vis Mofitfweer Ladic 

Cf A comfortable dofirine, and uiuch mey bee {aide 
ofit Where hes pour Test? 

Veo 1a Orfwecs bolome 

Of Inhwbofame In what chapter ofhis bofome * 

Kia Toanfwer bythe method in the firft of his hart, 

Of O, I hase ceadit: it isherefie.Haue you no more 
to fay? 

Veo. Good Madocn. let me fee your tace. 
| OF. Have you any Cornnn(son from your Lord, to 

Regotiare with my face : you sre now out uf your Tene 
but we will draw che Curesin, and thew you the pidterc. 
pia you fie, fuch sone t was this prefernt Ift noc well 

? 






























Ue Exceltently done, sf God did all. 
ao Tis in graine fir, ‘cwill endure winde and wea- 

ther 

Vee. Tisbeaucy truly blenc, whole red and white, 
Natures owne {weer, aad cunning hind lard an 
Lady, you ase the croeil & thee sliue, 
If you will leade chete gracesto the creve, 
And leaue che world no copie 

Of Ofie,1 willnor befo bard-hearted I. will give 
ou diuers fcedules of my besuzie. It thalbe Incentoried 
and every particle and etenfile labell'dtomy will. As, 
hern ewo lippes tnicdhfferent redde, Item two grey cyes, 
with ads to them: Item,one aecke, one chin, & fo forth. 
Were you fene hither co praife me? 












4 yOu will. 

om Tee youw 
Buc if you were che diveli, you are ferre 

My Lord, and mafter Joues you : O fuch love 


The non-pared of beautie. 
Ol. How does he love me ? 
Vie, With adoratrons, fereill ceares, 





Yet I fuppofe him vercuous, know him noble, 
Of great eftace, of freth end Nainleffe pouch 
In voyces well divulp’d, trce, learn'd,and valiane, 
And in dimenfion, and the thape of nature, 
A gracious perfon ; But yee | cannot loue him 
He might have cqoke his anfwer long ago. 

Vie. \f1 did louc you sn my mafters flame, 
With fuch a (uffring, fucha deadly bfe- 
Jn your demail, 1 would finde vo fence, 
] would not vaderfland 1. 

Ol, Why, what would you? 

Vw Make me a willow Crbine ar your gate, 
And call spon my foule within the houfe, 
Werte loyall Cancons of concerned love, 
And fing chem fowd even in the dead of night 1 
Hallow your nsme tothe reverberace hilles, 
And make the babling Gofsip of the aire, 
Cry out Olsasa: O you thould not reft 
Becweene the elements of ayce, and earth, 
But hh fhould pictie me. 

L. Youmight do much: 

Whacis your Perentage / 

Vie. Aboue my foscunes, yet my Asters wells 
I ama Gensleman. 

Ol Get youto your Lord: 
I cannoc love him ; Jet him fend no more, 
Valeffe( perchance) you come so me agene, 
Torell me how he cakes tt: Fare you wells 
I chanke you for your paines: (pend this for mee. 




























My Mafter, uot ty felfe, lackesrecompence. 
Loue make his heart of fline, that vou fhral love, 
And let your fervour like ney meters be, 
Plac di concempe . Farwell feyre cruelce. 

Ol, \Whacis your Pacencage? 
Aboue my fortunes, yet avy fate is well, 
Tam aGenileman [le be iworne chou art, 












Valeffe the Maiter weretheman, How now? 
Euen fo quichly may one catch the plague ? 
Me thinkes I feele thas youths perfectious 
With an inusfible, and lubtle dcaith 
Tocreepe in at ininecyes. Well, lec be. 
Whac hoa, Afalnelre, : 
Easer Maluole. 

Adal Heere Madam, at your ferunce. 

Of Run after that fame peeusth Meflenger 
The Counces man: he lefe this Ring behinde him 
Would I, of noc . cell him, Ile none of sc. 

Defire hom not co flaccer with his Losd, 

Nor hold him vp with hopes, | am not for him- 
It chac the youth will come this way to mutrew, 
Ne give him reafonsfor's hie chee Atuseolea. 

Mal Madam, | will. 

Ul 1 dol know not what, and fesre to finde 
Mine eye tow greata flacterer for my mindes 
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Cyou are, youare too proud: 


Could be but reconspenc'd, though you were crown d 


With groanes that thunder loue, with fighes of fire. 
Ol. Y our Lord Joes know eny aund,] cannot louc hun 


Vea.™lamno feede post, Lady; heepe your purie, 


Thy tongue, thy face, shy mbes, ations, and (pings. 
Do gine thee five-fold blazon . not too fall fote, folt, 
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Fan. 










bate 






Binds, diches prizae. 


Atlus Secundus, Scena prima. 


Emer Antonis & Srbcfian. 


Mat. Will you fizy no longer : nor will yoa not that 


port pa fine dark 
. ience, no: my ferres 
oi) pal sine my face, might perhaps 
yours; chesefore I (hell crane your > 
chaz ras dnt clenactee 0 bad recom- 
¢ for your love, to them on yeu. 
\ Aslampatan de wthither you are bound. 

Seb. No footh hs: ary decerminste voyage is mecre 
extreaagancie But I perceive in you fo excelient s touch 
of modeftie, chat you wil not excert from me, what 1 am 
willing to keepe m : therefore it charges me in manners, 
therather ro exprefle my felfe: youmuft know of mee 
thea Asteaie, uvy name are pad wish I call'd Rode. 
rige) ny facher wasthat Schaef ian of Wefalme, whom I 
know you hase heard of. He left hehinde him, my felfe, 
and afifter, both borne in sn houre : ifthe Heanens had 
beene pieas'd, would we had foended. Bat you fir, ale 
ter'd thar, for fome houre before you tooke me from the 
breach of che fea, was my Ges drown'd. 

Ala. Alas the day. 

Seb. A Lady fic, chough it was faid thee mach refern- 
bled ae, was yet of many uccaunced beearifel bus chogh 
Teoald not wich fuch eftimable wondenover farre be- 
leene pari by thus farce I will beldly peblith hes, thee 
beres e chae could not buccal) faire : Sheeis 
drown 'd elceady fic with fale water, though I feemeto 
drowne her remembrance ag sine with more. 

An, Pardon me fir, your bad entertainment. 

. Seb. O good Aatense, forgive me trodble. 

Ant. \f you will ace guar he te or my love, lec mee 
be your feraan. 

Seb. Ifyou yall not endo what you haue done, that is 
Kid him whom you havc recouer'd, defire it nor., Pare 
ye well aconce, my bofome is full of kindneffe, and { 
sp yet fo neere the manners of my mother,that vpon the 
teat occafioa more, mine eyes will tell tales of me: } am 
bound ro rhe Count Orhino’s Court farewell. Ex 

At. The gemileneffe of all che gods go with thee : 
I bsue many enemies in Orfino’s Court, 
Eife would I very thorily fee thee there: 
Bus come what may, | do sdore chee fo, 


That danger fhall feeme fport, and I will go. Exit. 


Scalia Secunda. 


Enter Viela and Malaclia, at fencvall deeres, 

Pe LETC ORTON CGR REG, with the Couateffe O- 
suia 

Vie. Guen now fir, one moderaie pace, | haue face s- 
riu’d bur hither. 

Mat She revurnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
heue foued meemy peines, v0 taken ® away your 
{clfe.She sdde moreover that yeu (hould pur your bord 


Vie. She cooke che Ring of me, [le none of ix. 
Adal. Come fe, iflaly threw ic to her : and 
be fo recero'd: If ic hee worth foo- 


She loues me fure, the 

luulece me in this chertith : 

Nove of my Lords Ring ? Why he fent her none} 
Lam che man, ifit befo estis, 

Poore Lady, the were better love a dreame: 
Dilgeife, 1 {ce chow art e wickedoeffe, 

Wherein the ent cncmie docs auch, 

How eafie is it, for the propor talfe 

In womens waaca hearts to fer their formes 
Alas, O frailcie is the caufe, aot wee, 

For fach ss we are mode, Wfach we bee: 

How will this fedge? My msfter lones her deerely. 
Aad I (poore monfter) fond afmech on him: 
And the (miftaken) feces to dotc on mes 
What will become of this? As | am men, 

My Asse is defperate for roy anaifiers loves 

As I sm woman (now ales the day) 

What thriftleffe fighes thall poose Okete breeth ? 
Otiwe, thou auf votengie this, noc I, 
Itistooharde knot for me t’vnry. 


Scena T ertia. 


Estcr Sir Toby, and Se Andrea. 

To. Approach Sit endrew : notco beea beddesfter 
midnight, is to be vp becimes, and Dekicude fargere ,thow 
know'ft. 

Ad. Ney by my troth I know set: but I know, to 
be ep late, isco be vp late. 

To, A felle conckshen: I hate ices sn void Canne. 
To be vp efter anidnight, end to goto bed then Is easly: |- 
fo that to go cobed cet caida! isto geeto bed be- 
times. Does not our laure confit of the foure Ele- 
ments? 


Aad. Faich fo they fey, but I chinke tt rather conhtts 

of esting end drioking. 

Te. Th'art a (choller ; let vs therefore ate end dake, 
Marien | (sy, Roope of wine, 

Ester C lewne. 

Aad, Heere comes the feole yfaith. 

Cle. How cow my bests: Did you neuss fee the Pic- 
cure of we three? 

To. Welcome affe. now let's haue ecatch. 

Aiod. By my rroch the foolg has an excellent breaft. 1 
had rather then forcy (hillings I had fuch s end fo 
fweer o breath co fing as the foole has Infooth thou we 


in very gracious g left nighe, whenthow fpok'f of 
P eon, of the Capi ing the Gial of 
SES sessty petty erate ro 

¢ 
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for thy pprpoeniele Ta Wedid keepe time fir ia ous Catches, Soecke vp. 


Cle. I didi _ 3 for Adalache: nole 
3 G0 Whip-flocke. M a white hand, and the 
Bccausec. we an boeds- le tales 


Ae. Excellent: this is che bef fooling ’ when 
ed 13 done: Now afong. 
Te. Come on, these is fue pence for you. Ler's hsue 
r 
Ae, There's s reftrill ofme too : ifone kaight give s 
Cle, Weld yeuhaue  love-fong, or 2 fong of good 
Rife? 
Te. A love fong, aloue fong. 
fz. 1,1. Tcare 20 for good life. 
Clowns fags 
O Af fires mime where are you reanag ¢ 
O fray and beare, your srue lonss comeng, 
That con frog both bug b and lew. 
Trig we pretese fweeting . 
Jocerneys ened ra loners geceting, 
Emery wife mans fore doth boon. 
Aa Esceilem good, sfauh. 
Te Good, good 
Cle. Wha: 11 lene;tts wot beeveafier, 
Prefent wath, bark prefers langlter 
Wher s 50 conve, 2 fib vefure. 
Jn delay sbeere lutswe z 
Then come kofe me and twentia: 
Tearbs 0 wid wer endure, 
As. Arnecilsfivoes voyce, ss | arn tree knight, 
Te Acontagjous breath. 
Aa, Very (weet, and 
Te. To beare by che nofe,it 19 dulcet in contagion, 
Bus thal] we make the Welkin dance indeed? Shall wee 
rowze the night-Owle in 9 Catch, chat will drawe three 
foales ow of one W cover ? Shell we do that ? 
Aad. And you lowe me, let's doo's : | am dogge eta 


joas ifaich. 


Cle. Byriady fic, and fome dogs will catch well, 
ete, Moft cercaine: Lee ous Catch be, Thee Knane 
Clo. Held shy peace, then Knane knight. } thal! be con- 
Arain’d 1n’e. co call thee kneve, Kaige. 
Aa. Tia nor the fir time I heue confirsined one co 
call ac knswe. Begin foole : it begins, Held rby peace. 
Cle ithall never begin if I hold my pesce. 
Aa, Good ifaith : Come begin. Catch fang 
Eater (Maris. 

Mar, Wha acacerwalling doe you keepe heere ? If 
ny Ladio howe noc call’d vp her Stewerd Afa/eclio, and 
bid him curne you out of dooses, severtraft me, 

Te, My Lody’s a Casapan, we are politicians, Dfalaclies 
a Peg-a-ramfie, and Terese merry men be wer, Am not | 
cous? Ara J not of her bleod : tilly vally, Le- 

die, There dwels a man in B ; ; 

Cle, Bethrew me, the knights in admisable foolin 

An. Ihe do's well if he be difpos'd, andfo 
do I too : he does it wich a beccer gcace, bu Ido it more 
nets ail. 

To Othe twelfe dar of December 

Ble, For the loue 0 God peace. 

Later Matwelse. 

CMal. My mafters are yourped? Or what tre you? 
Hause you no ant manners, norhoneftic, but to gebdie 
hhe Toles atrhes cime of night? Do yoe make an Ale- 
houfe of my Laders bosle, that ye fqueak owt your Coal. 
ec Carches without any mitigation of remorfe of voice? 
Eethere no refped of place, perfons, nor tiene in you? 


Adal, Sie Toby, | maft be round with you. M 
bad me cell you, ths: though the herbors oa ashe raw 
enan, fhe's nothing ally’ co your diloeders: If you can 
feperace your felfe and your mi(demesnors, you are wel- 
come to the houfe ; if not, and it would pleafe you co take 
leaue ofher, the is very willing tobid vou farewell, 

Te. Parewell deere heart, I auf oceds be gove. 

Ata. Nay good Sit Teby, 

Clo. His eyes do thew his dayes ase al@oft done. 

Adal, 1st even fo? 

Te. Bar I will never dye. 

Cle. Sit Toby here you lye, 

Mal. This is mach credis to you. 

To. Shall | bed bsm go. 

Clo, What aed of 00 de ? 

To. Shal | bid bem go, and fpare uot 

Cle, Onepe,nono, you date uot 

Te. Ouco'tune fis, yelye : Art any more then s Scew 
ard? Doft chou chinke becaule chow att vertuous, chere 
thall be no more Cakes and Ale? 

Cle. Yesby S.Aane, sad Ginger thal bee hotce y‘th 
mouth too. 

To. Thiecti'chcight Goe fir, cub your Charne with 
crome, A of Wine Adarie. 

Mal, Millsis Mary, if you priz'dmy Ladies faaour 
et any ching more then conrempr, you would not give 
meencs for this vnciuill cule ; she fhall know of it by chis 

Exs 

Mer. Go thake your cares, 

An, Twereas good a deede 28 0 drink when « mans 
a hongrie, to challenge him the field, and chen co breake 
promife with him, and make a foole ofhim, 

To. Doo'c knight, {le write cheea Challenge : or Ite 
deliver thy indignation co him by word of mouth. 

Afar. Sweet Sir Toby be patient for to night: Since 
the youth of the Councs was to day with my Lady, theis 
much out of quiet. For Monfieur Maluolio,let me alone 
with him: If] do not gull him isto sn ayword, snd make 
him 8 common recreation, do not thinke I have witte e- 
noogh to lye Araight inmy bed: ] know J can do It. 

Ta Poffeffe vs, poffeffe vs, cell vs fomething of him. 

Adar, Marcie fir, fometies he is a kinde aiPuntane: 

Am, O,if l choughs thas, Ide beace him ike a dogge. 

Te, Whas for being a Puritan, thy exquifite seafon, 

deere kuiphe. 
fn. oe exquifce reafon for’t,bar I haue reafon 


goed ; 

Ma. The diu'll s Puricane cher heeis, of any thing 
conftantly but 3 time-ple afer, an affeetion’d Affe. that 
cous State without booke,and veters it by great fwarths. 
The beft perfwaded ofhimfelfe : fo cram’d(as he chinkes) 
wich excellencies, thac icis his grounds of faith, chac ol! 
that looke on him, loue hin : and on chat vice ia him, will 
my ag finde notable caufe to worke. 

Te ac wilt thou do ? 

Mar. \ will drop in his way (ome obfcure Epifiles of 
loue, ia by the esaeus ofhis aaa Be or of his 

¢, the manner ofhis gare, the ure of his eye, 
fotteeed, and compleftion, he thal finde himfelfe ooh 
feelingly perfonated, 1 can write very like my Ladie 
your Neece, on a forgotren mater wee can hasdly avake 
diftinGion of ovr hands. 

Te. Excellent, 1 (ell » deuice. 

An, Thsu't inmy nok too. 

Zo. He fhall chinke by che Letters that ches wily 

thag 
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that they come from my N bat {hee’s in love 


wich him. 
Ma. My ‘els indeed a horfe of chat colour. 
fa. And ¢ now would make him an Affe 


citar. Afle, I doubt nor. 

Ae, Otwill be sdmirable. - 

Mar. Sport roysil ! werrant you: I know my Phy- 
ficke will worke with him, I will plant yoatwo, and 
the Foole make a third, where be thall the Letter: 
obferue hisconftruction ofit : For chis sight to bed, and 
dreame on the event: Farewell. Exis 

To. Good aight Pewebifilea. 

As. Before me fhe's a geod wench, 

Tp. She ea beagle crue bred, and one that adores me : 
wha o’thac ? 

An. 1 was ador'd once too. 

To. Ler'stobed knight : Thoo hadft neede {cad for 
fore money. 

An. If] cannot recouer your Neece, J ama foule way 


out. 
Te. Send for moncy knight, if chou halt ber not ich 
end, call me Cat. 
Au, If 1 do not, never craft me, take is how you will. 
Te. Come, come, lle go burne forme Sacke,tis too late 
to gotobed now : Comeknight,come kaugh:. 9 Exranr 





Scena Quarta. 





Enter Dake, Vel, (urio and others. 

Du Give me fome Mufick; Now good morow frends. 

Now good Cefarse, but that peece of fong, 
Thar old and Anticke fong we heard loft night ; 
Me thought it did releeue my pathon much, 
More rib syres, and recollected cermes 
Of chefe briske and giddy-paced umes. 

Come, but one vesfe. Bee : 

Cur, He ie not heere (fo pleafe yous Lordthippe) chat 
thould fing it ? ere Pe) 

Da, Who was ic? 

Cur. Fete the Ielter my Lord, a foole chat the Ladie 
sear Father cooke much delight 10. Hess about che 
houfe. 

Da. Seeke him out, and play che cone the while. 

¢ . 
Come hither Boy, if euer thou thale love sect 
In che fweec pangs of it, remember me 3 
For fuch a J am, oll true Louers ere, 
VoRaid end skittith in al] motions elfe, 
Sarre in che confant image of the creature 
That ts belou'd. How dof thou lke chis tune? 

Vio, te giuess veric eccho to the feace 
Where lou is thron’d. 

Da. Thov doft (peake mafterly, 

Mr life vpon't, yong though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid vpot fome favour thet it outs : 
Hathic not boy ? 
Vie. Alictle, by yous fauour. 
De What kinds of woman ift § 
Ose, Of your compleAion. 
Da. She is not worth heethen. What yesres ifaith? 
Vso, About your baci my Lord. 
Du. Too old by hesuen: Let Ail) the woman take 


Aselder then her felfe, fo weares fhe to hiay 

Se fweayes fhe leuci! ir ber husbands heart : 

For boy, however we do praife our felues, 

Our fancies sre more giddic and vnfirme, 

Bote wee re erree oe loft sod wore, 


Fer women sre as Rofes, whole faire howre 
Being once difplaid, doth fall thas verie howre. 
Vie. And {fo they are alas, thar they ere fos 
To die, even when they co grow. 
Emter Curie & Clave. 
Da. O fellow come, the fong we had laft nighe : 
Marke it Cefario, it 23 old and plaine s 
The Spinfters sad the Knicters inthe sun, 
And the free maides chat weave their thecd with bones, 
Do vfe to chaene it:: it is filly fooch, : 
And dailies with che lanocence oflour, 
Like che old age. : 
Cle. Ace youtesdy Sis? 
Dake I preches fing. Macks. 
The Seng. 
ome aanay, coms away deash, 
Aad in fad cxpreffe lat nee be Laide . 
Fye away, fe away breath, 
1 am flaine by a fasre cruel anaidet 
Ay flr send of white Pack all with Ew.O prepare tt. 
My part of death no one fe true ded foare th. 


Not a flower net a flower foeste : 
On ary blacke coffis, (et there be fircwne : 
Neat a friend, wos a friend grect 
My poore corpes, where nay bones foal be tkrewne : 
A shenfand thenfand figles 10 {aus lay mao where 
Sad trus loner weucr find wry grame to werpe vhere, 


Da. There's for thy paines 
Cle. No paines fir, ] take pleafure in finging fr. 
Da. Me pay chy pleafure chen 
Cle. Trucly Gir, and pleafuse will be parde one wme,or 
another, 
Da, Giue me now leaue, to lease thee. 
Cle Mow the melanchelly God protea thee, snd th ; 
Trilot make thy doublet of changeable Tafface, for thy 
minde is a very Opall.1 would hsae men of fuch conflan- 
cie put co Sea, hac cheir bofineffe might be euery chung. 
and theit intent euerie where, for chat‘e1., that alwaycs 
makes a good voyageof nothing. Farewell, Exw 
Ds. Lev all the reft give place : Once more Cefaree, 
Get thee to yond fame fouera} : 
Tell her my loue, more noble the world 
Prizes not quantitie of dirtie lends, 
The parts thet fortune hath beflowd vpan ber : 
Tell her I hold as giddily es Portane . 
Bus 'tis thar miracle,snd Queene of lems | 
Thac nature prankes her in, ertsacts my foule. 
Vie. But if the cannot loue you Gr. 
De. It cannot be fo anfwrer’d. 
Vie. Sooth but you muft 
Say chat fome Lady, as perheppes there is, 
Hath for your loue as great s pang of heart 
As you haue for Olevia s you cannot loue her: 
You tel her fo: Mut the not then be anfwn.'d? 
Dw. Theseisno womans fides 


9°" ~~ . 


Twelfe A ight, or, What you will. 263 
Cen bide the besting of fo ftrong e paffion, alted refpeQ, then any one elfe that followes her. What 


Be eer Sort pine 7 Dest ne woreses beset fhould | thinke on’e? 
So ngge, to hold fo much, they lacke retencion, Te, Heere’s an over-weening rogue. 
Alas, theit love may be call'd sppetite, Pa. Oh peace: Cootemplation makes 8 rare Turkey 
No motion of the Liuer, but the Pallac, Cocke of him, how he sets vader his sduane’d plumes. 
That Suffer furfet, cloyment, aod revole, And. Slight 1 could fo beste the Rogue. 
Bet aioe is all as wei as the Sea, Te. Pescel fay 
Asd cen digeft as much, make no compere Mai, Tobe Couns Af alacleo, 
Betweene that leoe a woman can beare me, Teo, Ab Rogue. 
And thet I owe Olsma. Aa. Piftotl hiea, piftodl him. 
Use, I but I krow To. Peace, peace. 
Da. What dof chou knowe ? Mal, Therers example fort: The Ledyof the Stre- 
Visa, Too well whatlove wemen tomen mayowes | cby married the yeoman of the werdrob 
lo faith they ere as truc of heart, 9s we. An. Fic antum lezabel. 
My Father hada daughter low'd a men Fe. O peace, now he's deepely mn: looke how imagt- 
Asn might be perhaps, were 1 a woman asticn blowes hum. 
I thould yous Lord thip. Mal. Haring beenechece moneths awcried to her, 


De. And what's her hiftory ¢ 

Ve, Ablanke my Lord : fhe newer told her love, 
Bet let concealmens like a worme ith budde 
Feede on her damacke cheeke < the pin'din though, 
Aad wth a sad yellow melaocholly, 
She face hke Patience on a Monument, 
Semling ac grecfe. Was noc this lou mdeede ? 
Wemen may fay more, fweare more, bus indeed 
Ous thewes are more then will : for (ill we prove 
Moch ie our vewes, bat litle in our loue. 

De, But dide thy (fer ofher loue my Boy ? 

Vie. Lam all che daughters of my Fashers heale, 
And all che brothers too. and pet 1 know nox 
Sut, thall | co chis Lady? 

De. Ithac’s the Theame, 
Toherinhefte. give her this Tewell . fey, 
‘My love can gsse no place, bide no densy. exrast 


Scena Quinta, yer pesce. 
Afal. Lextend my hand co him thas 3 quenching my 
fermisar (mile wich en auftere regard of controll. 


fitting in ate, 

Te. O Br a fione-bow to bit him in the eye. 

Mal, Calling my Officers eboucme, mrmy branch'd 
Velue gowne : hang come from a day bedde, where I 
haue left Olcme (leeping 

To. Fae and Brimfone. 

Fe. O e, peace, 

Md. Aad thea ro hawe che humor of Rate : end afer 
ademure cresaile of regard : telling them I knowe my 
place.aeT would they fhould doe theirs: to aske for my 
kinfmen Toby, 

To. Bolces and thachles. 

Fa. Ohpeace, peace, peace, now, now. 

(Mal. Sesuen of my people with sa obedient Rarc, 
make out for him I frowne che while, and perchance 
winde vp my watch, or play wich my fome nch lewel) : 
Teby approaches; curthes thereto me. 

To. Shall thw fellow hue ? 
Fa. Though ous filence be drsvene from vs with cars 


SE I 


fxter Sa Toby. Sit Andrew od Fabsan. Te. And do's oat Toby take you ablow o’the lippes, 
To. Come thy weyes Signior Fabuan, then? 
Feb. Ney Ile come : if 1 loofe s (cruple of this fpore, Afal, Saying, Cofne Toby, my Fortunes hauing caf 
let me be boy!’d co death with Melanchelly. me on your Neece. grue me this prerogauue of fpeech, 


Te. Wouldft chou not be glad to hauc the niggsrd- Te. Whats, what? 

ly Rafcally theepe-buer, come by (ome notable fhame? Mal. You muft amend your drankenneffe . 
Fa, I would exul: mao : you know he brought me out | - Te. Out fcab. 

efsuowt with ary Lady, sbout a Beare-baiting hecre. Fab, Nay pacience, or we breake che finewes of our 
Te. Toanges him wee'l have che Besre againe, and | plot / 

we will foole him biacke and bieve, fhail we aot br Ae- Mal Belides you wafte che cresfure of your time, 


én? with a foolth knight. 
As. And we donot, it is pittie of our Lues. Aad, That's mec I warrsnt you. 
Eater Maria. Mal. Onefir Andres. 
Te. Heere comes the lintle villaine : How now my Aad, Linew ‘ewas], for meny do call mee foole. 
Metle of ladiaf Mal, What employmenc haue we heese? 


Ada, Get ye all chree into the box tree: Matlnslie's Fa. Now's the Woodcocke neese the gin, 
comming downe this walke, be has beene yonder ithe To. Oh peace, and the {pirie of hamess incimece res- 
Senne praGifing behausour to ns own fhadow this hslfe | ding aloud to him. 
houre : obferve him for the loue of Mockene: for | know Meal. By roy [ile chisis my Ladies hand: chefe bee her 
tine Lewes wil make s contemplative Idect of am. Clofe | very (s.her Us, and her Ts, and chusmakes thee hee 
in the name of iesfting, lye thou there for heere comes | great P's. It 1s 1n contempt of queflion herhand. 
the Trowt, chee mufl be cought with uckling. Exw Aa, Her Cs, hee U's, and her Ts: why that? 

Eater Malucle. Adal. To the vubpowne belea'd, this, ond my good Wifecs : 

Mal. “Tis bur Forrune, all 1s forume. Adarsaonce | Her very Phrafes: By yout leaue was. Soft,snd the im- 
told me the did affe@ me, and | haue heerd her (elf come flure her Lacress, with which the vies to fesle ttss my 
thus aeere, thac fhoald thee fancie, t fhould bee one of Ody: To whom fhould this be ? 


my compicfson, Befides (he viesme wah a more cx- Fab. Thus winnes him, Liver and all. ae 
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Mal, lene knowes Mone, bus whe, Lips do ust meets, we 
sean waft know. No men muft know, What followes ? 
The oumbers atter'd : Noman moft know, 

If chs thould be thee Afalselio? 
Te. Marne hang theebrocke. 
Mal. [usay command obore f adore, bus flencs like a Lu- 
crafe kaif 
With bloodleffe ftvoks mur bears deth gore, A. 0, AS. dab 
foray ay life. 

Fa. A fulhian nddle. 

To. Excellent Wench, fay I. 

Mal. M0.A.1.: doth teas my life Nay bus fict 
let me fee, bat me fee, let me ler. 

Fab. Whatdith a poyfon has the dreft him? 

Te. And with what wing che Rathon checkes at it? 

Mal. [ may comremand,where { adore 3 Why (hee may 
command me. I ferve her, the is my Ladie, Why this is 
ewsdent co any fornall capaciie. There isngobd 
in chas, and the end : What fhoeld rhac Alphaberical! po- 
firon portend , if J could meke that refemble fomething 
wn me ?Softly, AL.0.A. 

Toe Ol. make vp that, he is now ac a cold fenc 
Kab, Sowter will cry vpoo't for all this, chough it bee 
es renke as aFos 

Mal. M. Malesia, Af, aby tha begins my name. 

Feb, Didoot | fay he would worke ux ous, che Carre 
ts excellent oc faules, 

Mal. 23. Bur then there is no confonsncy sn che fequell 
that fuffers vader probstion : 4. fhould follow, bur O. 
does. 


Be. AndO thall end, Ihepe 

Te. 1. 08 Sle cudgell him, and make him ery 0. 

Aad. And theo /. comer behind. 

Fa. I, and yauhsed any eye behisde you, you might 
fee more detzaAtion at your esles, then Forcunes beter 


TM. 4 ,O,A4,UThis fimulation 1s not as che former: 
sad yc co cruth chisslicele, 1« would bow ro mee, for e- 
very one of thefe Lerrers ere in my name. Soft ,here fol- 
lowes profe : /fthu fall ince thy band, reneine. In muy lars 
J am aboue thee, but be notaffraid of greatneffe: Some 
rib become great, fome atcheeves Mactan and fome 

¢ greatnefie thre + em Thy fates t 
bead: ie thy blood fon embrace pore arpa 
vre thy felfe to what thou art like to be : caft thy humble 
Hough, and appease freth. Be oppofite with a kinfmen, 
furly with feruancs : Let thy congue teng scguments of 
face; put thy (elfe wmcoche Ache of fingularitne. Shee 
thus adwifes chee, thet fighes for thee. Remember who 
commended thy yellow flockings, end with'd to (ee thee 
ever croffe garter'd: I fay remember, goe toe, thow art 
madc if chou defa'ft to be fo : IF nor, let me fee thee a fte- 
ward Aull, che fellow of feruants, end not woorthie to 
touch Fortunes fingers Forewell, Sheethat would alcer 
ferurces wich thee, tht fortunate vnhappy daylight end 
champien difcouers not more : This is open, | will bee 
proud, | will reade polltscke Aothours, J wall baffle Sic 
Toby, will weth groffe acquaintance, J will be point 
deuife, the very man. I do not now foole my felfe, co let 
ieegen rade mec 3 “ rails teafon excitesto chis, 
chae ady lovesme. She did commendmy yellow 
aka, $ 7 hg thee did praife my lege bang croffe. 
garter’d, and in this the manifefts her (elfe to my loue, & 
with a kinde of inianGion drives mee co thefe habstes of 
hesliking. Ichanke my fierres, Jamhappy : J will bee 
Reange, Nout, in yellow Nockings, and croffe Gerrer’d, 


cue with the (wiftnefle of on. Joue, snd ary 
ftarves be praifed. Heeress yet a poltfcript. Thaw cong 
net cheofe ben knew whe J am. If ikon eatertasnft my lout, be 
Pascale Loar thy fareles become thee wel. There. 
fore sm any prefence sll fusile , decre asy fwecte, | pretbee lout 
I chanke chee, | will lanile, 1 wil do every thung that thou 
wilt have me. Exw 

Fab. \ will oat give my pert of this fport for a penf- 
on of choufaads to be paid from the Sophy. 

Te. 1 could marry this weoch for this dewrce, 

aa. $o could | too. 

Te. And aske 00 other dowry with her, but foch anc 
ther ieft. 


Ener Mavs. 

As. Nor! nenther 

Fab, Heere comes my noble gall catcher. 

Te Wile chou fec thy fooce o'my necke. 

Aa, Or o'mane either ? 

Te. Shall I play my freedome at tray-trp, and becom 
thy bondfleue ? 

Aa. Maich,or I either? 

Tob, Why, thou halt pur him infoch s dreamme, thot 
when che image of rt leaves him, he roeft ruo mad. 

Ma, Nay bat fey true, do's 1t worke vpon him? 

To. Like Aqua vite wrth 2 Midwife. 

Mar. Ifyou will then fee che frustes of che fpact, mark 
his firR spprosch before my Lady : hee will come to her 
in yellow Rockings, and ‘t1s8 colour fhe abhorres, ond 
croffe gerter'd, a fafhion thee detefis : and hee will (mile 
vpon her, whech will now be fo entuteable co her difpo- 
Garon, being addiéted co « melancholly, es thee ss, thee it 
ceonot but corm hia into a notable concempt: of you wil 
fee 1 follow me. 

To. Tothe geres of Tartst, chow moft excellent divell 
of wr. 

Aad Tle make one too Exrast. 
Pus Mb en focunden 





eA tus Tertius, Scena prima. 





Eater Viele aed Clawae. 


Vie. Save thee Friend sad thy Mufick : doR chow five 
by thy Tabor? 

Cle. NoGr, I tee by the Church. 

Wee. Acc thou a Churchmen? 

(le. No fach matter fic, J do live by the Church: For, 


Ido hue at my hoafe, and my hosfe Rand by the 
ee hou rusift fey the lyes by abegger, if 
Va, So thou maift fey the Kings 8 et, if 

dieccli user haan’ od tha Chott Rtands by chy Te- 


bor, if chy Tabor ftand by che Church. 

Cle. Youhave faid fir: To fee this age # A fentence is 
but a cheu'nll glouecoa good witte, quickely the 
wrong Gde may be curn'd oucward, 

Vo. Nay chec's certaine: they thee delly nicely with 
words may quickely meke therm wanton. 

Cle. | would therefore my fifter hed had no name Sir. 

Vie. Why man? 

Cle, Why fir, her names 2 word, and to dallle with 
chat word, maght make my fitter wanton: But indeede, 
words ere very Rafcals, ince bonds difgrac’d them. 

Vio, Thy ceafoo mean? = 








welfe 


Cle. Travh Gs, 1 can yeeld younone without wordes, 
and wordes ere gtowue fo Jam loath to prove rea- 
fon with chem. 

Veo i warrant thoa ast s merry fellow, and car’ for 
notheng. 

Clo Not fo fw, 1 do care for fomething bur in my con- 
fr.eace fir, I domor care for you: if thar be to care tor no- 
gbeng far, 1 wouldst would make you muifible 

Uses. Art noc chow ure Lady Olune 1 foole? 

Cle. No indeed fir. che Lady OLwte has no folly, thee 
will keepe n0 foole fie, coll (he be married, and fooles are 
as hike husbands, as Pilchers sre to Herrings, the Huf 
bands che biggcr, 1 am indeede not her toete but hir cor- 

of words. 

Veo. \ {awe thee lace at the Count Orfeo, 

Cle. Foolery fir, does wafke abour the Orbe like the 
Sun, it Shines every where. I would be forry fir, but the 
Feole fhould be a1 oft wath your Mafter, as with my M.- 
fizss: Ichenke I few your wiledome there. 

Hea. Nay, end choo peffe vpon me, Ile no more with 
cheer Hold there's expences tos thee. 

Clo. Now Jove in his next commodity of hayre, fend 
thee a beard. 

Wie. By ary croch Ile cell chee, fam almoft ficke for 
ene, though I would not have it grow on my chmne. Is 
chy Lady withia? 

Cle Would aot e paise of thefe have bred fir? 


Hie, Yeu being kept together, and put ro vie. 
Cle would play lord Pesderas of Phrygsa fir to bring 
aCrefede to this Trey 


Vie, | enderfiend yor fir, ts well berg J 

Cle Themarcer] is nos great fir; begging, bets 
begger : Crefade was abegecr. My Lady 19 within fir. 1 
will confter cothem whence you come, who you ate,end 
what you would are cut of my wellun, I inghs fey Ele- 
meat, but che word is over: worne. oxi 

co, This fetlow is wife enough co play che foole, 
And to do that well, craves a kinde of wit 
He muft obferue theis mood on whom he sefte, 
The ty of perfons, and che time 
And hke che Haggard, cheeke oc cuery Feather 
Tha comes before his eye. Thisisa pradice, 
As fall of labour as a Wife- mans Arc: 
For folly chat be wifely thewes, +s fx , 
Sux wilemens folly falne, gure tsinc chert wht 

Emer So Toby and Acds cw 

Ta Save you Gentleman, 

Vis. And yoo fir.: 

Aled. Diss ven guard Meafew 

Wa. Es wonx. cufe vefire fernuure. 

offs. Thope fe, you sre, nd 1 om yours. 

Te. Wil you incounter the hoafe, my Neece is defi- 
rows you fhould encer, if your trade be coher. 

We. 1 ew bound ro your Necce fic, I meane the is che 
LR of avy voyage. 

Te. Tatte your legges fir, pur chem to motion. 

Ws. My legges do berer vasierfland me fir,then I en- 
derftand whac you meane by bidding me cefte my lege. 

Te. I meaneto go fir, to enter 

Vie. \ onil anfwer you with gace and entrance, but we 


Moft excelent sccomplith'd Lady, che heenens reine O- 


doure of yoe. ‘ 
Aad. That youth's scare Courter, rsine odovts, wel. 


Wee. dy matter bath no voice Lady, bat to your owne 





ight,or, What you wilt, 2 





moft pregnant and vouchfafed esre 
And Odours, pregnanc. and vouchiafed : Le get ‘em 
all three already. 
Ol. Let the Garden doore be flor. end Jesue mecto 
my hearing. Give me your hand fir, 
ati My duties Madam, and molt humble feruice} 
Ol. Whatis yout name? 
Vee. Cefarwos your Ceruents name, faire Princeffe, 
Ol, My (eruane hie ¢ Twas ncuer merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd complement 
y are feruant co the Count Orfiae youth, 
Ve Andhess yours, and his mult needs be yours? 
y ove feruants (eruant, 15 your ferusne Madam. 
Of. Furhin, | thinke not on him : for his thoughts, 
W ould they were blankes, rather then All d wih me 
Vie Madan, I cometo wher vour gentle thoughts 
On his behalfe 
Ol. O by your leane J prey you. 
Thad you neuer (peake againe ofhim; 
But would you vnderrake anocher fuite 
Thad rather heare you, to folicic chet, 
Then Muficke from the fphesses. 
Vue. Deere Lady. 
Ol. Giueme leaue, beleech you}: I did fend, 
After che aft enchanenent you did heare, 
A Ring inchece of you. So did | abufe 
My fete, my feruanc. and | feare me you : 
Vader you hsed conflruAion mult | fit, 
To force chat on you ins thamefull cunning 
Which you knew none of yours What might you think? 
Houe you not fet mine Honor at the Nake 
And based it with all ch vnmuzied thoughrs 
Thac cyrannous heare can thinks To one i Bie receluing 
Enough is thewne, a Cipreffe, nots bofome, 
tides my hearts fo let me heare you fpeake. 
Vie \psttie you. 
Ol That'se degree to loue. 
Vr. Nonota grizes for tsa vulger proofe 
Thac vere oft we pitty enem:es 
Of Whythenme thinkes tstime to mile agen: 
O world, how apt the poore are co be proud? 
If one fhould be aprey, how much the better 
To fall before the Lion, then the Wolle ? 
Cloke friter, 
The clocke vpbsaides me with the wafte of time: 
Be not affraid good youth, | will noc heue you, 
And yet when wit and youth 1s come to harucft, 
your wifeishketoreape 3 proper man 3 
There lies your way, duc Weft. 
Vo. Then Weftward hoe. 
Grace @nd good difpofition ercend your Ladvfhip 
yout notching Madam to my Lord, by me : 
Ol. Stay : TE prethce cell me whee thouthinkt of me ? 
Vie. That you dothuake you are not what you are. 
Ol. If Tchinke fo, I thioke the fame of you. 
Vee. Then thinke you right : T amnoc what I am, 
Ol. 1 would you were, a3 1 would haue you be, 
Wre Would 1t be beccer Madam, then | am? 
I with st might, for now J am your foole, 
Ol. Owhac a desle of fcorne, lookes besatifull ? 
In the contempt and anger ofhis hp, 
A murdrous puiic fhewes not st (elfe more foone, 
Then love thar would feeme hid: Loues mg hr,18 noone. 
Cefarve, by che Rofes of the Spring, 
msid- . honor, truth, and every thing. 
Uloue thee fo, chac maugre all oY pride, 
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266 Tvelfe 
Nee wit, nor reafen, can my pafhon hide : 
Do not extost thy reafoas from this claufe, 
For chat I woo, thou therefore haft no caules 
But rather reafon with reafon fetrer ; 
Loue foughe, it good : but given rnfoughe, is beter, 
Vie, By innocence I fwreere, and by my 
bofome, sad one 








Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andvow, and Fabian, 


No faith, Ie tas Longer 
ag older adroit, Se 
Pah. You muftacedes yeelde your rezfoo, Sir n- 


drew é 

Aud, Warty 1 faw your Neece do more fanours to the 
Counts Senting-man, then ever the beftow'd vpoo mee : 
{ faw’t ith Orchard. 

To. Did the {ce the while, old boy, tell me ther. 

fed. As plaineas! fee you now. 

Fab. This was 0 great argument of loac in her toward 


J Aed, Sight ; will you roeke an Affe o'me. 

Fab. | wi prouc it legitimate fir, rpon the Oathes of 
iodgeinenc, and seafon. 

7. And they hauc ocene grand Lurie men,fiace before 
Neab was aSaylor. , 

Fab, Shee did thew Favour to the youth ia your fight, 
oncly to exafperate you, to awake your evalour, 
to put fire in your Heart, and brimftone in your Liver ; 
you fhéuld then baue accofted her, and with fome excel- 
tent tefts, fire-new from the mint, you fhould have bangd 
the youth into dumbeneffe rchis was look'd for st your 
hand, and this was baulkc : che double gik of this oppor- 
tanitie you let time wath off, and yoa asc now fayld into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will heng 
like an yfickle on a Docchmaans beard, vnicfle you dore- 
deeme it, by fome laudable attempt, either of valour or 


policie. 

ated. And’¢be any way, ic mofi be wich Valour, for 
police Thace: I had as liefe be a Brownift, asa Volici- 
cian, 

Te. Why chen build roe thy fortunes vpon the bafis of 
valour.Challenge me the Counts youth to Sight withbim 
burt him ia eleuen places, my Neece thall take note of ic, 
and aflure chy felfe, chere is no loue-Broker in the world, 
can more preusile in mans commendation with women, 
then report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way bot this fir Andrew. 

Ae, Will either of you beare me a challenge to him? 

Te Go, write it ina martial hand, be curt and briefe: 
ts is no macter how witsie, fo it bee ent, and full of 
invention ; taunt him with the licenfe of Inke: if thou 
thou'tt hies [ome ehrice, it fhall nor be amiffe, snd as ma- 
ny Lyes, os will lye tathy theeteof paper, slthough the 
hhecte were bigge enough for the bedde of pars in Eng- 


or, What you will, 
land, fer “em downe, go sbout it, Let there bee gauile @ 
Aeogh a toy lake weagh chou write wkh e Goole-pen, 
nomacter :about ic, 

Aad, Where thall I Rode you? . 

Te, Wee'lcall chee at the Cubicule : Go, 

=) xa Sir Axdree, 
Fs. Thisis a deere Manakin to you Sit Toby. 
Ta ee 


Grong, or 
Pe. We thall haue arese Lecter from bien; but youle 

oot deliver'c. 

ae Robe ieee on 
youth to en anfwer. J thinke Ozen und weine-repes 

cannot hale them Sas Andrew jf be were open'd | 


great prefage of cruelty. 
Ene baie, 


Te. Looke where the youngeft Wren of mine comes. ) 

Ala. if you defire the {pleene, end will lsughe your | 
felnes inso Aiitches, follow me; yond pull Adahmeles is res- | 
ned Heathen, 8 verie Renegatho ; for there is no chriftisn 
chat means to befaued by belecuing righly, can cuer 
belecue fuch impofible pafleges of g Hee's in | 
ycilow flockings. ; 

Te. And croffe garter'd? | 

Mar. MoR villacoufly: likes Pedant thet kerpes a | 
sealer ier ealap liner. Jekrpaeaae econ as 
sete He does obey enery point of the Letter that I dropr, 
tobetrsyhim : He docs {mule his face into more lynes, 
chen isin the new Mappe, with the of the 
Indies : you have not feene {uch 2 ching 33 tis: I can hard- 
ly forbeare horling things a bim, I know my Ladie will 
oie: if hee doe, hee’l (mile, andtake’s for a great 
agour, 

To. Come bring vs, bring vs where he is. 

Exennt Omues. 


Fab. Aod bis oppofs the youth beares in his vifege no | 





Scena Tertia. 


{ 
Ester Schafian and Anibonie. 


Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince you make your pleafure of your psines, 
1 will 00 further chide you, 
As. \couldnax: tay bebinde you: my defire 
(More fharpe chen filed Reels) did {pusre me forth, 
And nox all loue to fee you (thoagh fo mach 
As might haue drewne one to a longer voyage) 
Bat iesloofie, what might sgooetd racer i 
Being skilleffe in thefe parts : which coa ranger, 
Vaguided, and vnfriended, often prone | 
Rough, and vohofpiable. My willing loue, 
The rather by ihele arguments of fease 
Set forth in your purfurte. 
Seb, My fande Aube, 
I can no other anfwer make, but chankes, 
And thankes : snd caer oft good turnes, 
Arce fhuffel'd off with fach vncurrant pay: 
But were my worth, as is my confcieacefisme, 





You 

























Fe oen en vean Seaing | Wonks ds? 
Shall we go {ce the rcliques of chis Towne ? 


1 did fome 
That were I cane heere, it would fearfe be anfwer'd, 
Seb. Belike oie great number of his people. 
fiat. Th offence is not of fuch a bloody natuse, 
Albeit che quality of che rime, snd quarrel 
Might well haue given vs bloody argument : 
Irenighs hove fince bene anfwer'd in repeying 
What we cook¢ from them, which for Traffiques fake 
Moft of cor City did. Onely my Selfe Rood out, 
For which if] be lapfed in this place 
I fail pay decre. 
Seb. Do not rben walke too open. 
Ais. 1c doth not fic me : hold fiz, here’s my purfe, 
In the South Suburbes ac the Elephant 
Is beft to lodge : 1 will befpeske our dyet, 
Whiles you begusle the time, and feed your knowledge 
Wich viewing of the Towne, there fhall youhaue me, 
Seb. Why! your parfe? 


Ant. e fhall & fome toy 
You rater fib he Fa : yor} ore 


I chioke ts not for idle Merkets, fir. 
Seb. Le be your purfe-beares, and leeue y 
Fox an hoare. 
fat, TothElkphant, 
Seb, Ido remember, 


Scena Quarts. : 






















Ester Clima and Maria. 


Of. Ihave fent after bim, he fayes heel come : 
How hall I feaft him ? What beftow of him? 
For yeuch is bought more oft, then begg'd.0r borrow'd. 
I fpeake coo loud : Where's Afataele, he is fad,sad ciuill, 
Aad (axes weil for a ferusnt with my forwunes, 
Where is Adaluclse ? 

ake. pda Sgr ; pie 
Bae in very range manner, He is fure po 

al. Why wher’ she matter,does bareve ? 

asar. No Madam, hedoes nothing bur fmile:your Le. 
dythip were beft to hewe fonse guard sboutyou, if hee 
in's wits. 


How now Af abuclse? : 
Mal. Sweet Lady, ho, bo, 
Ol. Saul’ft chow ? I fent for thee vpon s fad occafion, 
Dal. Sad Ledy, I could be fed : 

This does make forme ob ftrachon in the blood : 

This croffe gartering ,buc what of thar? 


Twelfe Night, or, W bat you will. 
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Ifi pleafe che eye of one, it is with me as the very troe 
Sonnet is : Pleafe one, end pleafe all. 

Saal, Why how docft man? 
What is che meter wich chee ? 

Mal. Not blacke in my minde , though yellow in 
legges : It did come sohis hands, and Commaunds fhall 
peerecnrse 1 chinke we doe know the fwege Romene 

d. 

Of. Wilt thou go to bed Afaluelse? : 

Mal. Tobed? { fweet heart, and Ie come to thee. 

Ol. God comfort thee: Why doft thou {mile fo, and 
kiffe chy hand fo oft ? 

Mar. How do you Afalaslse ? 

Malus. Asyousrequelt: - 

Yes Nightingales antwere Dawes. 

Ma, Why appesre you with this tidicvlous bold. 
neffe before my Lady. 

Mal. Beoot aftaid of greatnedfe : ‘twes well writ. 

Of, What mean thow by chat CBlahmelio? 

Mal. Some are borne great. 

Ol. Ha? 

Dual. Some accheeue greacneffe. 

Ol. What fayft chou 

Atal. And fore have greatneffe chruft vpon them. 

Ol. Hesucn reftoce thee. 

Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow flock- 

ings. 

Of Thy yellow flockiogs ¢ 

Mal aed wilh'dto palin croffe garter’d, 

Ot. Croffe garter'd? 

Ud. Gotoo, thou art made, ifchou defit’hf to be fo. 

Ol. Am Iotade? 

Adal. \fons, ler me fee thee a feruans fill. 

OL Why chists verie Midfommer madneffe. 


Enter Scruadt. 


Ser, Madame, the young Gentlemen of the Count 
Or fine's \s retucn'd, I could herdty encreate him becke : be 
accends your Ladyfhips pleafure, 
Of. We come to him. 
Good Afaria, let this fellow belookdtoo. Where's my 
Cofine 7oby, let fome of my people haue a {pecisll cere 
ofhim, I would noc have him mitcartie for the halfe of 
» oxs 
Stal. Oh ho, do you come neere me now : no worfe 
man then fir Toby to lookctome. This concurres direQ&- 
ty with the Lerrer, the fends bi on purpofe, that I may 
a Aubborne to hin: for the incites meto chae in 
Letter. Caft thy hamble flough fayes fhe: be oppo- 
(xe wich a Kinfman, furly with fervsncs, let chy congue 
ac, with arguments of flace, petthy felfe into the 
tricke of fingularicy : end Confequencly fettsdowne the 
menoner how : a3 8 {ad face, areuerend carriage, =» flow 
tongue, m the habire of fome Sir of note, snd fofoorth . 
hase lymde her, but it is loues doing,and Joue make me 
thankefull. And when fhe went aesy now, let chis Fel- 
low be look’d roo : Fellow ? not CMalnelie, nor sfter my 
d » but Fellow. Why every thing adheres Se : 
eros dramme of 3 {cruple, no fecuple of a {cruple, no 
obfiecle, no incredulous or ynfafe circumflance: What 
can be feide?N thaccanbe, cancome betweene 
me,and the full profpeof my hopes. Weil love, nol, 
isthe doer of this, and he is to be 


pa Taran Maria. 
a 
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Te . Which way is hee in the name of fandticy, If all , shee fo, fer 1 wibfoew thee we reafon for's, (Law 
the divels of hell Gedromne in lictle, and Legion hiaelfe Fe. A note,that keepes you from the blow of 




























































ett him, ct Jle {peaketohin. Te. comoff ro the Ola and in aa fight foe bs 
ast Hecre he aheete he is: how ift with you'fir? thee kindly : bus thon byeft on shy throat, chat is wes the mateer 
How ift with you man? ri ee thee for. 
Mal. Goof, | difcard you . tec me enioy my priuate: Fa. Very breefe, and to exceeding good fence-leffe. 


off. 
Adee Lo,how hollow the fiend {peakes within him; 
Bid noe I cell you? Sir Toby, wy Lady prayes youto haue 
acate of htm. 
Md. Abha, does theo? 
Te. Gotoo, go too: peace, pesce, wee mult deale 
ently wich him: Leeme alone. How do you Afalnelse? 
ow tft with you ? What man,defie the diuell: confider, 
he’s an enemy co mankinde. 
Mal, Doyou know what you tt 
(Mar. Layou, and you fpeake il of the diuell, how 
hetakessc atheart Pray God he be nos bewitch d. 
Fab. Carry his water coth’wife woman. 
Mar. Marry andicfhall be done to morrow morning 
fl live, My Lady would not loofe hum fos more then ile 







To.1 wil way-Lay thee going beme, if it be shy chance 
toksl me. 

Fa. Good, 

Te. Thom kilff me Lig a rogue anda villakee, 

Fa. Still you keepe o'th windie fide of the Law: good, 

Tob. Fartherwoll, and God baeme mercie vpen one of csr 
fouter. Fre may hame mercie vpon mine, but my bope ts better, 
and fo looks to thy felfe. Thy frsend as then vfeft bis, oy tey 
Swerme enemit, Andrew Ague-cheeke. 

To. Ifchis Letter moue him not, his leg ges cannot: 
Ne giu’thim, 

Mer, Yon may haue verie fic occafionfor't :he isnow 

_ infome commerce with my Ladie, and will by and by 

d 


Th. Go fit eA ndrew : (cout mee forhim atthe corner 

















































fay. of the Orchard like a bum-Baylie : fo foone ay euer thou 
Mal, How now miflris? feeft him, draw, and esthou draw'ft, fwesre horrible : for 
Ma. ObLord. t comes to pafle oft, that atersible oath, witha (wagge- 


To. Prethee hold thy peace, chiis1s noc the way : Doe 
you not (ee you mouc him? Let me alone with him. 

Fa, No way but gentleneffe, gencly, gently: the Fiend 
is sough,snd will not be roughly vs‘d, 

Te. Why how now my bawcoch?how dof 9 chuck? 

Ma. Sir. : 

Te. biddy,come withme. What mean, tis not for 
granity to play at cherrie-pst with fathen Hang him foul 

Hier. 

Mer. Get him to fay his prayers, good fir Toby gence 
han var sink 

Md. reyers Ming. 

Mar. Nol nla you, he will not heare of godly- 

ne 
iss Mal Go hang your felves all: you are ydle thallowe 
things, 1am not of your element, you thall knowe more 
heereafter, ble? Ex 

To. IR polsible 

Fa. if f one plaid vpon sftagenow, I could con- 
demnnc it as an improbable fidtion. 

Te His very genius hath taken the infeétion of the 
deuce man. 

Adar, Nay perfue him now,|eaft the deuice take ayre, 
and taint. : 2 

Fa, Why we thall make him mad indeede. 


ring accent tharpely twang’d off, gives manhoode more 
approbation, then euer proofe it felfe would have easard 
him, Away. 

Aud. Nay let me atone for wearing. Exe 

Te. Now will nor I déliner bis Letter : for the behagiie 
our of the yong Gentleman, gives him aut to be of good 
capacity, and breeding : his employmen: berweene his 
Lord and my Neece, confirmes no leffe. Therefore, this 
Lecter being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror 
in che youth ; he will finde it cemes from 8 Clodde-pole. 
But fir; 1 will deliver his Challenge by word of mouth ; 
fet vpon Agme-cheake snoteble report of valor, and drive 
the Gentleman (as I know his youth will sptly receiue ir) 
into a moft hideous opinion of his rage, skill, furie, and 
inmpetuofitie. This will fo fright them both, thar they wil 
kull one another by the looke, like Cockatrices. 
















































Ewser Olsaia and Usels, 

Fab.Heere he comes with your Neece, give chera way 
till hecake leaue, and prefencly after hima, 

To I wilmeditace the while vpon (ome horrid meflage 
for s Challenge. 

Of. Thsue {aid too much vntoa bert of ene, 
And lsid mine honoes too vnchery on‘t : 
There's fomething in me that reproves my fault : 


























Adar. The houfe will be the quieter, But fochs head-ftrong feud itis, 
Te. Come, wee'l heue him in a darke room & bound. | Thac ie but mockes hak 
My Neeceis already in the beleefe chat he’s mad: we may Vio. With the fame heuiourthat your paffien beares 
carry it chus for our pleafure, andhis pennance,til ourve. | Goes on my Malters greefes. 







ry paftimetyred out of breath. prompt vs to haue mercy 
ie tat Uhich time, we wil bring the deuice to the ber 
and crowae thee for a finder of ibuc fee,bur fee. 
Emer Sie Andrew, 

Fa, More matter for s May morning. 

An, Heere'scthe Challenge, ceade 1: © warrane there's 
vinegar and pepper in’t. 

Fab. 1 loflawey? 

And. 3,i021 waccent hims do buat read. 

Te. Give me. 
Towth,whatfeener thou art, thou art bat 4 fcurey folew. 

Fa. Good,and valianc. . 

To. Wonder wot nor admewre uct in thy minds why I dec ca 


Of. Heerey weare this Jewell for me, tis my pidtuse 
Refufe it nor, it hath no tongue, to vex you : 
And I befeech you come againe to morrow, 
Whar thall you aske of me that He deny, 
That honoas (faw'd) may vpon asking give. 
Use. Nothing buc this, your true loue for my mafter, 
Ob, How with moe honor may } gine him that, 










































Of, Well,come againe to morrow: far-thee-ywell, 
A Fiend lke thee might beare my foule to hell, 
Esser T by and Fabian, 





















Twelfe 
Fi, And yeu fe 


Tao, Tha defence thon haf, betake the too’r : of whet 
rapier esbllees tric ar plore ns aaa ahd 
bus full of defpight, bloody es une 
i ek de 1 acOred al dia bead, 
ter ee tear caer 

Vo. You wiftake GI sm fore, no men hath say . 
refi co me : my remembrance ls very free and tieere from 
any tana ge of offence done to any man. 

Te. You! fade oder seul aaa aba 

held your life a: ice, betake you to your gard: 
saa eepesesaih ie tea what youth, firength, skill, 
and wrath, can fornith men withall. 

Vu. \pesy you fs what ishe? 

To. He is hgh dubb'd with enherch’d Repyt, and 
on carpet confideration, but he isa dinell in privace bral, 
foules snd bodies hath he dworc'd three, sad his incenfe- 
saems at this moment ie fo implacable, chat fetisteAion 
can beacne, but by pangs of death end fepelches : Hob, 
aob,is his werd : gies o¢ cake’s. 

Vie. L will retucne sgaine into the houfe, and defire 
forme conde& of the - Damno fighter, I hsue heard 
sv dasckne osresaa vey at way perpolcly on o- 
chers, to tale theis valour : e thisiga man of chat 


To. Sine : his iadignetion derives it felfe owt of a ve- 
ry compatent imene, cherefece gct you on, and giee him 
bis defere. Backe you fhallnot to the houfe, v you 
wnde crake thac with me, sthich with as mach fafesie you 

enfwes him : therefore on, of finppe your fword 
fake naked: for meddle you afi that 6 cercsin, ot for- 
freare to weste iron tbout you. 

Feo, Thisis as encicill as ftrange. } befeech you dee 
ase this courteous office, ss to know of the Kaige whe 
my ie ee ts fomeching of my negligence, 


Genclemss, till my returac, 


euen to 
aothing of the crceafancs 


more. 
Via. I befeach you whet, menoer of man is he? 
Fab. Nothing of that wonderfull promife to read him 
his forme, os you are like to finde tum in the proofe of 
valowr. He is indeede fr, the molt skilfull, blowdy a 
focal thes you could hsue found in snie 
: will you walke cowards him, I will mske 
with hie, if] cso. 


Exeunt. 

Te. Li Resse be ecnonky reve eh poe 
a 8 a paffe with bic, rapier fcabberd,end all : 
aad he gives me che Aucke in wich fuch s mortal] motion 
chaz it is ineokable : and on the anfwer, he psyes you as 
barely, 80 your feese bics the ground they Rep on. They 
-sy he hes bie Fencer to the Sophy. 

fed. Pox c0't Ile nor meddle with him. 

Te. Idec he wll noe now be pacified, 
Fabien con {carfe hold him yonder. 


ata, PB n't, and I thought he had beese valiam, 
aad in Fence, I'de haue feene him damn‘d ere 
Fde sec him. Let him let the matter flip, and 


ohe, or, W/bat.yon will. 


nothing of ay purpole. 
¢. Fi th 
Te. f will doe la. Signicar oe ot ee 
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Be gine him my horfe, gray Copiler. 
@ ficwake thetnenes sOeedbeae: meoke 9 
thew on’t, this hall end withoer the perdition of faules, 
marry Ile ride your horfe as well 931 nde 












icectinemeaclegp areca perfweded 
Thaechis to the » T have 
him che ouths a dive.” 

Fa, bicis as boeribly conceived of ies : ead pants, & 
lookes pale,es if a Boare were at his heeles. 

Te "s po remedie fir he will fight with you for’s 
oath fake: mastic hee hech better bethoughs himof his 
qvarrell, and hee findes that now {carfe to bee worth tal- 







king of : cherefore draw for the {epportence of his vowe, 
he pretefts he will not hurt you. 

Vue. Pray God defend me : alittle thing would meke 
spe tell chem how auch I lacke of aman, 

Feb, Giue ground if you fee him furioes. 

Te. Come fit Andrew, there's 00 remedie, the Gen- 
tleman will for his honors fake heve one bows with yes: 
he cannot by the Duelo anorde it : -but bee hes prornifed 
me, ¥s heis s Gentleman and a Soldiour, be will not hurt 
you. Come en, too't. 

Ad, PssyGod he keepe his oath, 

Enter Astesio. 

Fie. 1 do aflere youtis spainft my will. 

Act. Pee vp your {word : if this yong Gentlemen 
Heve done offence Juke che foal on me : 

If you offend him, I for him defie you, 

To. You bs ? Why, what are you? 

* Ast. One fir, that for his loue dares yer do mere 
Then yor haue heard hie brag te you he will, 

Te. Nay,f you be an vadercaker,! am for you, 

EsterOfficers. 

Feb, re oe eer ome ee OR come, 

Je. Iie Hina bola ae - 

Vie. Pray Gs,put your f i leafe. 

Aled, Masry will] fir tend for choc prornis'd youlle 
mem bcos oe ey word. Hee will beare you cafily, sad 


reines 
OF This is the man, do thy Office. 
30ff, Aarhente,\ acreft thee at the (uit of Count Orfae 
4a. You domiftake me fc. 
1.0f. Ne fit, noiot: I know your fesour well: 
Se ee we ewan on fom bead 
a awe fg apacctaianrd she 
a | - This comes with (ceki ry 
Bat chere’s n0 semedie, I fhail enfwer it: is 
What will you do : now my accefficie 
Makes me coaske you for my porfe, It greeues mee 
Much more, for wher I cannet do for yoo, 
Then what befals my felfe: you ftend amaz‘d, 
Bat be of comfort... 
pic ear yeakeal, ae ee 
Amt, \ mult entreat 
Vie. Whee fis? ts nai 
For the feyse kindneile you have fhew'd me heere, 
And part being prompted by your prefent couble, 
aphll hrrebarehe hata at 
ou fomething : is not mach, 
Ile make diaiBen of ory meters wah you: 
Hold, there's halle my Coffer, 
Aut. Will you deny me now, 
If poflible chee my defercs to you 
Can leche sty be De not tcempe my mifery, 
Lea@ chat it onake me fo vnfound 8 man 
fore beeen wen hele oeres 
3 




































Twelfe N ight, or, What youwill. 


ly : Laem affraid this great lubber the World will proue a 
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That Phaue done for you. 










Ww. \kaow ofnon, kney : ] prethee cow vagird thy ftrangenes, and tell 

Not know I you by voyce, or any Feature ; me wha | fhall vent tomy Lady ? I vent to his that 
I hate ingratitude more in aman, thou att comming ? 
Then ly ng, vainneffe, babling drunkenneffe, Seb. | prechee foolith greeke depart from me, chere’s 
Or any taintof vice, whofe Rtrong cortuption money for thee, if youtarry longer, I thall give worle 
Inhabices our fraile blood. paiment, 

at, Oh heauens themfelues. Cle. By my troth thou haftan open hand: thefe Wife- 






3. Off. Come fir, 1 pray you go. : men that giue fooles money, yet themfelues a good re- 
Am, Let ane f cake slice. This youth chat you fee | port, sfter foureteene ycares puschafe, . 
Lfaatch'd one halfe out of the iswesofdeath, (here, 


























Releeu'd bim with fach fanGitie of loue; Emer Andrew, Toby, and Fabien. 
And to his image, which me thought did promife Aad. Now fir, have I metyou again : ther's for yoo. 
Molt venerable worth, did I deuotion. Seb. Why chere’s for thee, and chere,and chere, 

1. Off, What's thatto vs, thetime goesby: Away. | Arc all the people mad? 

Aas. But oh, how vilde an idoll proves this God : To Hold fr, or Ile throw your dagger ore the houle 
Thou haft Sebafras done good feature, fhame, Clo. This will Teel] my Lady ftraight,1 would not be 
In Nature, theze'sno blemith but the minde : in fome of your coats for two pence. 

None can be call d deform’d, but the wnkinde. To. Come on fir, hold. 
Vertue is beauty, but the beauteous evill Ada. Nay let him alone, lle go another way to worke 
Are empcy trunkes, ore-flourifh'd by che devil, withhim: Ilehauean sdtion of Battery egsiof him, if 

1. Off Theman growes mad,away wish him. there be any law in Illytia stbough I ftroke him firft, yer 

Come, come fir. t's no matter for thse. 
Ant, Leade me on, _ «Ext Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Wie. Me chinkes his words do from {uch pafsion flye To, Come fir, l will not let you go. Come my yong 
That he beleeves himlelfe, fodo not I: fouldier put vp your yton: you are well ficth’d: dont 
Proue true imagination, oh proue (cue, on, 

Thess { decre brother, be now cane (or bag Seb. Twill be free from thee. What would Jaow? 

Te. Come hither Knight, come hither Fabies : Weel | If thou dar'ft temp me farther, draw thy (word 
whifper ore s couplet oc two of molt fagefawes. To. What, what? Nay then I muft heve en Ounce or 

Vie. He nam’d Sebaftien : 1 my broshec know two of this malspert blood from you. 

Yet living in my glaffe : euen fuch, and fo Enter Olinsa, 

fa favour was my Brother, and he went Ol, Hold Toby, on thy life I charge thee hold. 
Still in chis fafbion, colour, ornsment, Teo. Madem. 

Foc him 1 imitace : Ohific proue, ; O/. Will ic be ever thus ¢ Vagracious wretch, 
Tempefts are kinde, snd fale waues freth in lowe. Fic for the Mountsines, snd the berbarous Caves, 





Te. Avery difhoneft paltry boy, andmore acoward | Where manners nee were preach’d rout of my fighs. 
chen a Hare, his difhonefty appeares, in leauing hisfrend | Be noe offended, deere Cefarie: 
heere in neceffity, and denying him: and for his coward | Rudesbey be gone. I prethee friend, 
Ship aske Fabian. ay Let thy fayre wifedome, not thy psfsion fway 
Fab. A Coward,smoft devout Coward, religiousin | In this vnciuill, and vnipft extent 
Agsinft thy peace, Go with meco my honfe, 











Aad, Siid Te after him againe, snd beste him, And heare thou there how many freicleffe 

Te. Do,cuffe him foundly, bus neuer draw thy (word | This Ruffian hath botch'd vp, that chou thereby 
Aad, And 1 donot. MayQt mile at this : Thou fhals not choefe bat goe: 
Fab. Come, let's fee the event. Do not denie, befhrew his foule for mee, 






Te. I dare lay any money, twill be nothing yet. Exit | He ftarced one poore beart of mine, in thee. 

Seb. What rellith is in chis ? How cuns the firesme ? 
f I bis rae elfe a : perso : 

e et fancie Rill my fenfein ; 
eA tus Quartus, Scena prema. If it be chus to aoa, Rill lee etvese 
Ol.Nay come I prechee,would theud'ft be ral'd by me 
Seb. Madara, | will 
Ester Scbaflian and (lewee, Ol. O fay fo, and fobe. : Exeont 

Cle, Will you make me beleeue,that I sm noc fent for 
you? 

Seb. Go too, go too, thou atts foolith fellow 
Let me be cleere ge thee. ’ Scena Secunda. 

Cle, Well held out yfaith: No, I donot know you, 
nor I amnot fent to you by my Lady, ¢o bid you come 
(peake with her: or yournsme isnot Mafter Ceferie, Emer Ab aria and Clowne. 
twor this isnot my nofe neyther : Nothing thatis (0,18 fo, Mar. ee pur on this gown, & this beard, 

Seb. Uprechee vent chy folly fome-where eife, tho | makehim thou srt fir Tapas the Curate, doeit 
know Anoc me. quickly. Ie call fie Toby che whillt 

Cle. Vene my folly :He has heard that word of fome Cle, Well, Ie putit on, and } will diffembie my felfe 
great man, and now applyesitto a foole, Vent my fal- | in't,end! would! were the firft that ever di ris 
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Toeffe 


fachagowne Temnot tell enough to become the 
fnéison well, not leans enough to bee thought s good 
Suudvent but to be faid an honc{t men and s good houfe 
keope: goes 00 fairely, a8 to fay, a carefull man, & s great 
fcboller. The Compentors ence. 


Exser Toby. 

To loue bielle thee M. Parfon. 

Cle. Bases dies ft Toby : for as the old hesaut of Prage 
chat newer faw pen aad inke, very wittily [syd to a Nesce 
of King G , thes ches is, is : fo | M.Parfon, 
am M. Pasfoo; for what is ches, but thar? and is, but 1s? 

Ta Tobin fa Tope. 


Chow. What boa, I fey, Peace inthis prifon. 
To. Theknawe counterfets well : a good kneve. 
Matec wibin. 

Mal. Who cals there? 

Che. Su Topas the Curate, who comes to vile Adehe- 
fio che P 

Adal, Su Topas, Ga Topas, good fis Topas goeto my 

i ae Mma te 


Ch. Ont Hfiend, how vexeft thou this 
men? T alkef ing bus of Ladies ? 
Tob. Wel (id M. 


Adal. Sit Topas, ewer was man thus wronged, good 
Ge Topas do nce chinke lam mad: tbey bawe layde mee 
beers in hideoss darkneffe. 

ees eee ee J callthee by che 
moft Acermes, for I smone of chofe genie ones, 
chez will vfe che divell himielfe with cartefie: Gyft thou 
chat houfe ws decke? 

Atel. As hell fe Topas. 

Ch. Why ishath bay Windewes tran{parant as bari- 
cadoes, and the cleere Sees ee 
23 teftrows as Ebony : and yet complaneft ches of ob- 
fireMion? 

Add. Uam ent mad fs Topas, 1 fey to you chis houle is 


Clo, Madensa thou erreft: I fay there is co datknetle 

bet ignorsace, ia which thou art more puzel’d thea the 
3ans im their 

Adal. \ fay chis houteis 8 devke as Ignorance, thogh 
Ignosance were se darke as hell; and I fay there was ne- 
ues man tbus ebes'd, | am ao more madde then you are, 
make che triall of it in say conftant queftion. 

Cle. What isthe opinica of eras LOOCEINI 
a pnt, 

of our » might happi 

inhebxes bisd. ae 

Cle, Whee chink& thoo of his opinion f 
Paces T thinke nobly of the foule,tnd no way aprouc 


Che, Fare thee well: remaine thou Rtillin darkeneffle, 
tbeu thaic hold th’opinien of eras, ere 1 will allow 
of chy wits, and feare to killa W codcocke, left thou dif- 
ee ee Fare thee weil. 

Mal, Sis Tepes, fu Topas. 

Te. My molt exquifne fic Teper, 

Cle, Nay I am for ail waters, 

Adar. Theamightft have done this wixhout thy berd 
aod he fees thee not. 

@ Te hin in thine owne voyce, and bring me word 
how thoe findft bin : 1 would we were well ridde of this 
knaeery. If he may hee conuemently deliuer'd, ] would 
he were, for] am now fo ii ola with my Niece, 
chat I cannot purfoe with any fafety this {post the vppe- 
rot .Come by and by to my Chamber. : Bet 





cht, er, W bat you will, 
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K Hey Robio, lolly Robis, tell mehow thy Lady 


my hand, helpe meee a Candie, and pen, inke,ond : 
ela will fue vo bee thankefull fo ee 

Cle, M. Slalncin ? 

Cfidel. 1 good Poole, 

(ie. Ales fir, how fell you beGides your five witts ? 

atel, Foole, chere wie neuer men fo notorioellie a- 
sage sbi ret diced Shore? Ptr nde 

ot as well : then you ese mad indecde,if yeu be 
co bec in your wicsthen stool 

Mal, Th ere propertiedmme : keepe mee in 
darkeneffe, fend Minifters co me, Affes, and doe el! they 
can co face me ous of my wits. 

Cle. Advife you whac you fay a che Minifter is heere, 
Maluohe, Ad aluclie, thy witves the hesuens reflore : en- 
deasour thy felfeco fleepe, sadleaue chy vaine bibble 
babble 

Mal. Su Topas 

Cle. Mrinesineno words with him good fellow. 
Who I fir, not I fir. God buy you good fis Topas : Mat- 

Mal. Foole, foole, foole I fay. 

Cle. Alas fir be patient. What fay you fir, I am thent 
for {peaking to you, 

Mal, Good foole, helpe me to fome light, and fome 
pare nteneoce nsec well in my witces, as any manin 


Cl, Wel-a-day, that you were fir. 
Mal. By this hand lam: foote, fome inke,pa- 
2and light : and conocy what J will fet dowae co my 
ady : it (hall aduancage thee more, then cues the bea- 
ring of Letter did. 
Clo, 1 will help you too’e, But rel me true, are you not 
mad iadeed, oc do you but councerfric. 
Mal. Beleeve me bam not.I cell chee true. 
Clo. Nay, Nencrebeleeuve a madman ull I fee his brains 
I willfetch you lighe, and paper,and inke. 
Mal. Foole, lle requite itin the h gheft degree ; 
I prechee be goue, 
Cle. 1 am gone fir, and anon Gr, 
Tle be wich you againe : 
Inatice, like to che old vice, 
your needeto fuftaine. 
Who with dagger of lath, in his rage and his weath, 
cries abha, tothe diuell : 
Like a mad isd, paire thy asyles dad, 
Adieu good man dwell Exit 





Sc ana Tertia. 





Exter Sebefian. 
This is che ayre, that 1s the glorious Sunney 
This pearle fhe gaue me, I do fecl't, andice’e, 


| And though us wotdes that cnwraps me thes, ¥ 
er 
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Yer'tis not meaneiie. Where's Aasbenie 

I could not finde him ot tne Elephants, 

Yer there he was, snd chere I found this credite, 
Thc he did range the cowne to fecke me out, 

His councell now might do me polden feruice, 
For though my foule difputes well with my fence, 
That this may be fome error,but ao msadneffe, 
Yer doth this accident and food of Fortune, 

So farre exceed all inttance, all difcourfe, 

That U am teadie to diftratt mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reafou chat perfwades me 
To any other truft, bus thac] am msd, 

Or che the Ladses mad; yet sf cwere (o; 

She could not fway her houfe, command her followers, 
Take, and give backe a@ayres, and their difpatch, 
With tech a fmootb, diféreec, and fable bearing 
As I perceise the do's t there's fomerhing in’t 
That sdecesscable. But heere the Lady comes. 


Enter Ofinis, and Pricft, 

Ol. Blame nor this hafte of mine; if you messe well 
Now go with me, ond with this holy man 
tino £ Chantry by : these before him, 
And waderneath di Raesat has sores 
Plighe ane the full sflurance of your fs 
i moft tesfious, 31-4 chaplcera foule 
May tree 0 peace, He thall concesle it 
Whiles you are willing 1¢ (hall come tonote, 
Whas time we will our eee us 
According to my birth, what do you fey ? 

Sob. 1 follow chis good man, snd go with you, 
And hawing Swerne teach, coer will be true. 

Ol. Then lead the way good father & heauens fo (hine, 
Thatthey uney fairely sore this ateofm:ne. — Exvent, 


Fine All us Quarts. 





A Sus Quintus, Scena Prima, 





Ewer Clawne and Fabian. 
Fab. Now as thou low'ft me, let me fee his Lester. 
Cl, Good M.Faebran, gram me another requeft. 
Fab. Any thing. 
Cle. Donat defire to fee this Leteer. 
bab, This isto gives dogge,and in recompence defire 


my dogge againe. 
Cater Dede, Usela, Corse, ad Lords, 


Dake Belong youtothe Lady Orme, frends? 
Cle. Lhs, we are fore of her ss al 


Dake. | brow vhoe well how thos my good 
Peliow? 

Cle. Truely fir, the berter for my foes, snd the worfe 
for mg frenuls, 


Da. Lift the comeery . the better fos thy friends. 

Cte. No fir,the worfe. 

Dau. How ean that be? 

Cle. Marry firthey praife me, end mabe an affe of me 
now my foes telicne plainly, J em an Affe: furthest by ay 
foes fer, { prefitin the knowledge of my felfe, and by my 
“friends Ter abufed . fo that conclahonsto be ss kufles,u 

your foure regatiuesmoke your two afiimatiues, why 
shea the worfe far my friends, and she bertes for my foes. 


eee eee ee ee ee 






















































or, W bat you will, 

Ds, Why this is excellent. 

Cle. By my woth fir, 00: though is pleafe youte be 
ene of my friends. 

Da. uv that noc be che worfe for me, there's gold 

Cle, But thar it would be double dealing fe, I would 
you could make it anocber, 

Da. O you give me il! counfell, 

Cle, Put your grace in gour pocket fiz, for this once, 
ond let your Beth and blood obey it. 

Ds. Well, | will be fo much a funnes to be a double 
Gealer : chere’s another. 

Clo, Prime, focunde, tertee, \s 3 good pley, and the olde 

ing 18, the third payes for ell: che criplea fiz, is a good 

ieg mesure, or the belles of $. Beanet fic, may put 
you io ininde, one, two, three. 

Da, You can foole no more money out of mee ot this 
throw: if you will letyour Ledy hnow I sm here ta {peak 
wich a ne hes along with you, 1 may swake my 

uct 


Cle, Marry fr, lullaby to your bountietill I come s- 
geo. 1 go fe, but | would net have yos. to thinke, thas 
my defire of having Is the fing of couctoufaeffe: but ss 
you lay fir, let your bounty take aaappe,! will awake te 
anoe Esw 


Eater Acthenss and Officers, 

Veo Here comes the man fir, thac aid re feue mee. 

Da. That face of his do remember well, 
yet when I (Cawic faft, ic was befmear'd 
Asblache os Vulcan, nthe (meake of werres 
Abswhling Veffell washe Captaine of, 

For (hallow draught aod bulbe vaprizable, 
With which fuch feathtull grapple did he make, 
Wich the moat noble botrome of ow: Ficere, 
That very enuy, and the tongue of loffe 
Cride fame and honor on hin; What's che macter? 
t Offi. Orfae, this ss that Aerbenre 
That tooke the Phawsr, and her fraught from Candy, 
And thiess be thas did the Jeger boord, 
When your yong Nephew Tirm loft his legge s 
Heere in the ftreets, defperate of fhame ‘ol ate, 
In prieace beabble ded we apprehend him. 

Ure. He did me Lindaeffe fic, drew on wy fide, 
But in coaclufion put firange fpeech vpon we, 

1 know nos what twas, but diftra@son. 

Ds. Netable Pyrste, thou falc. wacer Theese, 
Whai fool th bolune fle broughs thee to thew mercies, 
Whom thos in vermes fo bloudie, and fo deere 
Haft made chine enemies? 

Aat. Ovfiee Noble tir, 

Be pleas'd chac I (hake off thefe names you giue mee 3 
Aotboue neuer yet was Theefe, or Pyrace, 

1 confeffe, 09 bale and ground enowgh 
Orfas'senemie. A wacheraft drew me huhess 
Thac mof ingracefull boy there by yous fide, 

Froep che rede (ess corag’d and foamy moush 
Did I redeeme: 8 wracke paft hope be was 
His life I gaue bim, and did thereto adde 

My loue without retention, os reftraing, 
Alibiein dedication. For his fakes 

Did { expofe my felfe (pure for his lows) 
Into the danger of this aduerfe Towne, 
Drew to defend him, when he was befets 
Where being apprehended, his talfe cuanio 
(Nox anesning to pertake with meio danger 
Taught bie to face me ous of his acquantance, 













sd acowencie yeeres removed thing 
Whkoot would winke : desde me ming owne purle, 
Which I hed recommended to bis vie, 
Dies balfe an houre before, 
. How can thas be? 
Deo. When came he to this Towne ? 
ett, To dey ay Lord : and for three mouths before, 
No sarrien, not a Bienes vacencie, 
Both dey end night did we heepe companie. 
Eater Oluna and attendants 
Da. Heere comes the Counctfe, now heaven walkes 
on carth; 
Bat for chee fellow, fellow thy words sre madneffe, 
Three monshes ches youth harh tended epon mee, 
Bus more of that enon. Take hire slide. 
Of, What would my Lord, bur that he may nes have, 
Wherein Olinis may (eeme ferurceable? 
Cefarve, ba de not keepe proaufe with me, 
Veo. Madan. 
Da. Gracious O/mia, 
Of. Whee do you fay Cefars? Good mg Lord. 
Vie, My Lod would fpeake my dinie huthcs ne. 
Of, Thiet be oughe 10 the old tune my Lord, 
. te os fat pr fulfome to aun tare 
¢ howhag efter Mvficke, ; 
Du, S1iil fo ervell? 
Of. Sail fo conftem Lord. 
Da What ca pcrucrfeneffes you vnciuidl Ladie 
To whole , 30d wnaulpicious A tare 
My fovle the faichfull A offrings heue breath'd oat 
Thas ere devacion tendes'd. thal) i do? 
O8 Euen whacit pleafe my Lord, chet thal betom him 
Da, Why fhould J not, (had I the hearcto do it) 
Like co th’ Egyptian theefe, ot poins of death 
Koll what Ilouc : (a fetege ealouhe, 
Thes Cometime fauoars nobiv) bus heere me this : 
Sence you to non-regardance call my faith, 
And chat Lpactly know the inflrument 
That ferewes me from my true place in pour fauour 1 
Lave pou the Marble. brefled Tiranc Qill, 
Bec tins your Minion, whom | know you loue, 
And who, by heasen I {weare, I eender deesely, 
Hin wal} } cease out of chat cruel eye, 
Where he fins crowned in his mafters fpight 
Come boy with me, my deg ia are npe in mifchiefe» 
Se (sersfice the Lambe thar | do love, 
To (pighs s Rawens heart within a Dove. 
Un. And I mofliocand, spt, and willinghie, 
To do youreft, sthoufsnd deaths would dye 
Ol. Where goes (efare? 
Wve. After him Uleove, 
More then I lone thefe eyes, more shen my life, 
More by aff mores, theo ere I fhall loue wife. 
Hf 1 do feigne. you witneffes sboue 
Vuaith ey life, for rasnting of my lowe. 
Ol. Aye me detefted, how sm IJ beguil'd? 
Wee. W no does ile you? who does do you wrong? 
Of. Haft thou forgos thy felfe : 18 it fo long? 
Call forth the holy Bacher. 
De, Come, away. 
Of, Whether gry Lord? Cefare, Husband, fizy. 
De. Husband ? 
Of. 1 Hesband, Can he thet deny ?. 
De. La hesband, ferrah ? 
V0. my Lord, not I. 
Ol. Aiss, it is che befeneffe of chy feare, 


Twelfe Ni or, What you will. 2 





Tha thee @ rety: 
Fearenet C pert A pha x 


Be chet thou ‘N chow art. andtica thou ort 
At great es that chou fesr'A, 
Ewer Pref 

O welcome Father: 
Fothes, I charge chee by thy reverence 
Heere to eafold, though lately we inended 
Tokeepe in dark , what ocesfion new 
Reveaies before ‘cis ripe : wharthoe dof know 
Hath newly paft, betweere this youth, ond we, 

Eady — of saa of love, 
Confam'd by ant a bare our hands 
Auefted by che hely clo Z of hippos, ; 
Screngchned by enterc 
Aad all the Ceremonie of : 
Seal’d in my funGion, by my teAimony: 
Since when, my wetch tald me, toward my grave 
1 hove creustl d but two houres. 

Pa. Orhou diflewbiing Cub: whee wilt thou be 
When time hath fow'd a crizzle on thy cafe? 
Or will ner elfe thy craft fo quickely grow, 
Thac thine owne trip (hall be chine overthrow s 
Farewell end cake her, but dire chy feete, 
Where thou, end I (henceforth) mey never meet. 

vie. My Lord, I do proveft. 

~OL O do net fweere, 

Hold lucle faith, cheugh choy halt too much feare, 
















compact 

















Ester Sa Andrew. 
dod. For the louc of God « Sargeon, fend one pre- 
feraly co fir Toby. 
Of, What's che macter ? 
ded. Hasbrohke my heed e-<croffe, snd has Se 






Toby s bloody Coxcombe too : for the loue of Ged yous 
helpe, 1 had rather then forty pound | were at home. 

OL Who hes done this he Aadvrw? 

Aud. The Counts Gentleman, one Cefarie: we tooke 
him for » Coward, bet hee’sthe verie divell incerdiagic. 

Da. My Gentlemen Ceferee? 












Aad. Odd'slifelings heere he ir: you broke any bead 
ois eels I did, 1 wes fer 00 to do's by fir 
Ti 





Vie Why do you fpeske co me, I neuer hart yous 
ou drew your (word vpon me wishout caufe, 
Buc | befpake you faise, and hurt you nos. 


Ester Toby and Clowne. 

Aad, \fs bloody coscombe bes ari 6 haae bert 
me: I chinke youfer nothing by a bloody Cozecombe, 
Heere comes fis Toby halting, you hall heare more: bot sf 
he had not beene in drinke, hee would haue tichel’d you 
other gees chen he did 

De. How now Gentleman? how ft with you ? 

To. That's all one,has hart me,and there's th end or ¢: 
Sot, didft fee Dicke Surgeon, for? 

Cle, Ohe’ dronke fit Toby an nware sgone : biscyes 
were fet so he sie yh polly mest , 

To, oa Rogoe,ands ures : 
hace 3 drunken ° . : ide 

Ol, Away with ben? Who hath made thie hesocke 
wich them ? 

Aad lic belpe you fr Toby, becaule we'll be dreft to- 


gether. ; 
Te. Willyou an Affe-hesd, end s coxcombc,& 
ieepitel sedis ebabyapary a 





































274 
Ol. Ger him co bed, and lec his burt be look'd roo. 
S aft ian, 
Seb. Tam forty Medan [ havc hurt your kinfaan: 
Buc had it beene the brother of my blood, 
I muft havedone nolefle wich wit snd fofery. 
You throw a Hed regard vpon me, and by that 
I do perceiue it hath offended you. 
Pardon me ({weet one) even for the vowes 
Wemade each ocher, but fo lee ago. 
Da. One face, one voice, one habit,snd two perfoas, 
A aacurall Perfpedtiue, chat is, and isnon 
Seb. Ambesio:O my deere Anthenso, 
How heue the houres rack'd, and corwr'd Mme, 
Since I have loft thee ? 
Avt, Scbaftien ate you? 
Seb. Fear’ chou that Ancheass ? 
Ast. How haue you made diuifion of your felfe, 
Ao apple clefc in two, is not more cwin 
Then thefe two creatures. Which is Schaffien? 
Of. Moft wonderfull. 
Seb. Dol ftand there? Lever had 3 brother: 
Nor can therebe thas Deity in my nacure 
Of heere, snd cuery where. Thad 3 fifter, 
Whom the blinde waues and furges haue devour'd . 
Of charity, what kinne are you to me? 
What Countreyman? What name? What Parerusge? 
Vie. Of Meffaline : Sebaftian was ny Father, 
Such a Seb. fian was my brother cool 
Sowenc he fuited to his watery tombe : 
If fpizics can affame both forme and (uite, 
You come co fright vs. 
Seb. A (piric [ ac indeed, 
But a 10 chat dimenfion groffely clad, 
Which from the worwbe f did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the ref goes cuen, 
I fhould my cesres let fall vpon your cheeke, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Fr0la. 
Vie, My father had amoale vpon his brow. 
Seb. And (o had mine. 
Ve. Anddidethat day when ¥%e/e from her bisth 
Had numbred thirteene yestes, 
Seb. Ochacrecord is lmely in my foule, 
He finithed indeed his mortall ate 
| That day char made uy filer chirteene yeares. 
Vee. \fneching lecs tomake vs happie both, 
But thie my mafculine vfurp'd ateyre : 
Donotembrace me, tilleach citcumflance, 
Of place, time, fortune, do co-here and tumpe 
That 1 am Veela, whichto confirme, 
Ile bring youtos Captaine in this Towne, 
Where Re my maiden weeds : by whofe gentle helpe, 
1 was prefera'd to ferue this Noble Count : 
All che occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath beene betweene chis Lady, ond this Lord, 
Seb. So comes it Lady you haue beene mi(tooke: 
But Nature to her bias drew in that, 
You would haue bin contes@ed toa Maid, 
Nor ase you therein (by my life) deceiu'd, 
Yow sre betroth’d both co a maid and man. 
Ds, Be nocamaz’d right noble is his blood: 
If chis be fo, as yer the glaffe feemes true, 
I thail haue thare in this moft nappy wracke, 
Roy, thou halt faide to me a thoufand rimes, 
Thow oeuer "ft loue woman like to me, 
Vie. Andall chofe fayings, will I ouer (weare, 
And all chofe {wearings keepe as true in oule, 


wele JN ight, or, W bat you wil 


. you, I fhould haue given’: you to da 











As doth chat Orbed Continent, the fire, 
That fouers day ftom night, 
Da. Giue methy hand, 






And let me {ce thee in thy womans weedes, 
Vie, The Captaine that did bring me firft on thore 
Hath my Maides garments : he vpon fome Aion 
Is now in durance, at Malualie’; aite, 
A Gendeman, and follower of my Ladies. 
Ol. He thall inlarge him ; ferch CALelmabe hither, 
And yet slas,now I remember me, 
They fay poore Geneleman, he's much diftraA, 
Ester Clewac wu a Letter, and Fabian. 
A moft extracting fienfie of mine owne 
From my remembrance, clearly banitht his, 
How doeshe fi rah? 

Ci.Trucly Madam, he holds Belzebub at the Raves end a 
wellass man in his cafe may do; has hecre writ a letter tc 
morning. Bur as 
0 it slalles not mac 


















medmans Epifties reno Gofpels ; 
when they are deliuer'd. 

of. t, and read ie. 

Cle, Looke then co be well edified,when the Foole 
delivers the Madman. By the Lord Madan. 

OL, How now, srt thos mad? 

Cle, No Madam, I do but reade madneffe- and yc 
pet will haue it as it ought co bee, you matt allo 











ax, 
OL, Prethee seadei'thy righe wits, 
Cle. So 1 do Madons : bat co reade his right wirs,is ca 


teade thus : therefore, Petpend my Princefle, and give 
care, 


Of. Readityou,Grrsh. 

Fab. Reeds. By the Lord Madam, you wrong me,and 
the world fhall know ir: Though you have put mee ince 
darkenefle, and given yous drunken Cofine rule over me, 
yct hace I the benefic of my fenfes as well a your Ladie- 
thip. I haue yoor owne letter, that induced mee to th 
femblance J puton; withthe which doubt nor, butio 
do my felfe much right, or yournuch fhame: thinke ot 
me 2s youpleafe. Heaue my duty s hitile vathoughs of, 
and [peake out of my snivcy The madly vs'd Maluelio, 

Ol. Did he write this? 

Cle, | Madame. 

De. This favours not much of diftrsQion. 

? Ol. aaa deliver'd Fabsen, bring hin hither : 

Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things further t hron 
Ta thinke pea 8 frfler,asa wie, me ; 
One day (hall crowne th’alliance on'r, fo plesie you, 
Heere at my houfe, and at my proper coft. 

Dw. Madam, Iam moft ape ‘embrace your offer ; 
Your Mafter quits you: and bee your (cruice donc him, 
So much agsinft che mertie of your fez, 

So farre beneath your foft and tender breeding, 
And fince you call'd me Mafter. for fo long : 
Heese is my hand, you (hall trom this time bee 
your Maflers Miftris 
Ol. A fifter, you are the. 
Enter Mabuelio. 

De. Is chis the Madman? 

Ol. Imy Lord, this fame : How now Maluelia ? 

(Mai. Madam, youhane doveme wrong, 
Notorious wrong, 

Of, ae I Afaluclio? No. 

Mal. you haue, pray you perufe that Letter. 
You muft ae denice it i ee hand, 

Write fromit if you can, in band or phrafe, 
























































Or 











Toelfe NX rgot,or, What younill, - 275 
Ox fay, tis not your fesle, n0¢ invention t mado A arm not mad 1 bus do you re- 


Youcan {ey none of this. Well, grans it then, 
wir ake Gach cleace i 
you hewe given me (uch cleare lights of fencer, 
Bad me come luibag ted solic cattfdcs pe, E 
Tepetca roy daca to frowne 
V pon fir Toby, and the lighter people : 
Aad 3 in an obedient hope, 
Why hene you fuffer'd me co be imprifon'd, 
Kept in a darke hoofe, vifxed by the Pref, 
Aad made the moft notorious gecke and gull 
That ere iavention plaid on? Tell me why ? 
OL Alas Afalzclie, chis is noc my writing, a 
Though | confeffe mach fake the Charradter 
Bur out of queftion, tis Maria hand, 
And now I dobethinke me, it was thee 
Farft told me chou waft mad ; shen caen'ft in fmiling, 
Aadia fach formes, which heere were prefuppos'd 
Vpon thee in the Leccer : pretheebe consent, 
This pradtice bath moft fhrewdly psit vpon thee : 
Buc when we know the grounds,and anhors of it, 
Thou thal be boch the Plainciffe and the judge 
Of chine owne cafe. 
Fab. Good Madsm heare ae fpeake, 
And let no quarreil, sor 0 bravieto come, 
T aim the condition of this houre, 
Which ] haue wondred ac. In hope it thal net, 
Mot freely 1 confeffe my Celfe, and Toby 
Ser this device agsioN Afalselioheere, 
Vpon foe ftubborne and encourreous parts 
We had conceiu'd sgainft him, Afaria writ 
The Letter, at fir Tobyes grest importance, 
In recompence whereof, he hath masried bers 
How with a fportfulbmalice it was follow'd, 
rather placke on laughter chen reuenge, 
If chet the intaries be iuftly weigh'd, 
That haue on both fides peft 
Of. Alss poore Foole,bow hane they baffel’d chee? 
Cle, Why fome are borne greac,fome etchieve great - 
neffe, and fome have greameflethrowne vponthem. | 
was one fir, in this Enterlode, one fir Topas fir, bur thac’s 


e, 

member, Madam, why laugh you at {ache berren rafcall 

end you {mile not be'a gee’d 1 and thus the whi : 

of deve, bri in bis s*s whislegigge 
Mal. Te be reueng'd on the whole packe of 
Of, Hehath bene moft notorioafly cbus'd. ad 
De, Purlue him, and entreate him to a peace : 

He hath not told vs of the Captaine yee, 

When thac is knewne, and golden time conuents 

A folemne Combination thall be made 

Of our deere foules. Meane cime {weer fifter, 

pebbelabaaad tet shaker tte Cofarie come 

(For fo you be while you ere 2 man:) 

Bue when in other habices you are feene, 


Or find’s Mifizis, aad hus fancies Queena, Proust 


Crowes fragt. 
eaueya cat tos ke, 
with bey, bo, the winds and the raind ? 
A foolifh thong was bur a toy, 
for the vase rameth encry daye 


Bat when | came te mans eflate, 
with bey be poe. 

Cairf! Kuames and Theemes mee font their gate, 
for the vaing 96. 


‘Bae whee | came alas to wine, 
with bey be,cre. 
By fag gerrng conld | neuer thease, 
the rane ($e. 


But when J came vate my beds, 
with bey bore 

Pub rofpesres ftill bad drankge beades, 
for the raine ge. 


a while ag othe world begen, 
be, ps 
Bus that's all ene, env Play is dene, 


tod wee'l firine ce pleale you curry day. 








i, writs. 2 
“ in Xt 
A Oren We AS 


eA bus Primus. Scena Prima. 







Earer Cannlle and Ar: bedemns. The Shepheards Note, fince we have lefe our Throne 
Without a Burthen s Time as long agsine 
F you thall chence( Cansife)to vilit Bebeniia,ocn | Would be fill'd vP(my Brother) with our Thenks, 

the ltke occafien whereon my feruicesarenow | And yet we thould,for tie, 

on-feor, you thall fee(ss I hae faid) great dif | Goc hence in debe: And therefore, like a 

ference betwixt our Bebeans,snd your Socisa. | (Yet [tending in rich place) I multip 

Cam, \thinke, this comming Summer, the King of | Wah one we thanke you,mauy thouiands moe, 

Seeilia meanes to pry Bobeana the Vilracion, which Thet goe before it. - 
iultly owes him. ‘ Leo, Seay your Thanks 3 while, 
Arch. Wherein oor Encercainment hell fhamevs:we | And pay them when you pert. 













will be iwficied in oor Loues : for indeed— Pol. aie Morrow’ 
Cem. ‘Befcech you--- I am qoeftion’d by my feares,of what may chance, 
Arch.Verely | Peake ic in the freedome of my know- | Or breed vpon our abfence,thar may blow 





ledge : we cannot with fech magmifi¢ence--- in forare-e | No {neaping Winds at home,to make vs ay, 
| knew aot wha to fay—- Wee will give you eepre | This is puc forth cootruly: be fides, } haue flay'd 
Driakes, chat your Sences (va-incelligenc of ovr infufhe | Totyce your Royalric, 
cience) may, thoogh chey cannot prayle vs, as little ac- Lee. We are tougher (Brother) 
cole v5. Then you can put vs t0°e. 

Cam. You pay a grest deale to deare, for whas's given Pel. No longer fisy, 
Geely. Leo. One Seuc night longer. 

b. "Beicene me, I {peake as my vaderfianding in- Pel. Very footh, co morrow. 

Asedis me,and es mine hone tie puts 1t to viterance. Leo, Wee'le pase che time betweene’s thensand in thet 

Cae. Ssciba cannot thew hicafelfe ouer-kindto Bebe- | Ie no gaine-faying. 
sme: They were trayn’d together in their Child-hoods ; Pol, Prefie me nor (befeech you) fo: 
sad'there rooted betwixt shem chen fuch an affedhon, | There isno Tongve chac motes;none,none ith’ World 
which conact chufe but brauoch now, Siace their more | So loone ss yours could win me: fo it fhould now, 
macuse Dignities,snd Royall Neceffitiesymade feperati- | Were chere neceffuie in your requeft,sichough 
on of theis Societic, their “though not Perfo- | "T were necdfull I deny'd ir. My Affeires 
nall) hath been Royally sttorayed with enter-change of | Doe cuendrag me home-ward : which co hinder, 
Gifes, Lecsets Jouing Embaffies,cha: they haue feem dto | Were (in your Loue) a Whip tome; my Ray, 
be togethe: though abfent:(hooke hands,as oner a Vat; | Toyous oe Trouble: to feuc both, 
asd embrac'd as ic were from che ends of eppofed Winds, | Farewell (our Brother.) 
The Heavens concinae thei Loves. Lee. Tongue-ty'd our Queene? fpeske you. 

Avch.\ chinke there is not in the World, either Malice Her. Uhad thought (Sir)co haue held my peace, vntill 
or Maccer, co alter it. You have sn vnfpeakable comfort | Youhad drawne Oaches from him,not to flay: you(Sir) 
of yout young Prince MamsEsm: itis aGentlemsn of the | Charge him too coldly. Tell him,you are fure 
greateft Promife,thac ever came into my Nore. All in Bobenesa's well : this facisfaGhon, 

Cau. I very well sgree with vou.in the hopes of him: | The by-pone.day proclaymn’d, fay chis co him, 
ites a gafianc Child ; one.that (indeed Phyficksthe Sub. | He's beac from his bett ward. 
ie€t. makes old hearts (teth . they that went on Crutches Lee. Well fard. Hermrene. 
ere he was borne defire yet cheie hfe.to fee hima Man. Her, Torell,he longs to fee his Sonne, were flrongs 

Arch, Would they effe be content co die? But let him fay fo then, and let him goe; 

Cams. Ves;if there were cto other excufe,why they (hould | Bur let him fweare fo,and ne fhall not Ray, 
defire tn line. Weel chwack him hence with Diftaffes. 



























Arch, If the King had no Sonne, they would defireto | Yer of yourRoyall prefence, lc aduencure 
heeon Crutches ull he had one. Sxcesne. v pare ey Weeke, When st Bebravia 
ou cake my Lord, Ile give him my Commithon, 
cana Secunda. Tolethimechere a Moneth,behind the Geft 






Borer Leontes, Hermions Marniiion,Polixenes Camnle, Prefis'd for's paring: yer ( good-deed) Leout tt, 
Pel, Nine Changes of the W atry-Scarre hath been Tloue chee not a lacre o'ch” Clack, behind 






Whae 
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278 The Winters Tale. 


What Lady fhe her Lord. You'le fay ¢ 
Pel, No,Maderee. 
He. Nay, but you will? 
Pel. [may not verely. 
Her. Verely? 
¥ ou pot me of with limber Vowes: bor, 
Though you would feek c’enfphere the Scazs with Oaths, 
Should yet fay, Sis,no going. Verely 
You thall not goe ; a Ladyes Verely’ is 


As potent asa Lords, Will you goe yet? 
Force meto k ov 83.2 Prifoner, 
Nox like 3 Gueft: fo yeu thal psy your Fees 


When you deptst,and (sue your Thanks. How fey you? 
My Prilones ? or my Gacft ? by your dread Verely, 
One of them you fhall be. 
Pel. Your Goeft pease t 
Te be your Prifoner, wnport offending; 
Whick 1s for oe, lefie cafe to commnst, 
Then yos to punith. 
Her. Nor your Gaoler then, 
Bar you kind Holtefle. Come, ile queflion you 
Of ay Lords Tricks,and youn ,when you were Boyes: 
Y ou were pretty Lordings then ¢ 
Pol. We were (faire Queene) 
Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, 
Bux fuch s day to morrow,ae to dey, 
Aad to be Boy eternal!. 
Her. Was not my Lord 
The veryer Wag o'th’ two? 
Pel We were astwyn'd Lembs thar did frisk i'th’Sen, 
And bieac che ene at ch other: what we chang'd, 
Was tnnocence,for Innocence : we knew aos 
The Dodtrine of ill-doing, nor dream'd 
Thacany did: Had we puriu'd chat fife, 
And our weake Spirits ne‘re been higher rear d 
With ft onger blood we (hould haue anfwer'd Heaven 
Boldly nor guilty; the impofition clear d, 
Heredicarie nats. 
Aer. By this we gether 
Vow haue tripe fince 
Pol Omy molt facred Lady, 
Temptations have hace chen been borne co's: for 
In thofe wnfledg’d dayes,was my Wife sGule; 
Your precious bite had then not crofs'd the cper 
Of my young Play.fellow 
He, Grace co boot 
Of this makeno conclufion,teaft you fay 
Your Quecne snd! sre Deusls yet goe on, 
Th’ offcaces we have made you doc, wee le anfwere, 
If you Arf Gan'd with va: and thac with vs 
¥ ou did continue faule; and that you flips not 
With any, bur with vs 
Lee. 1s he woon yet ¢ 
Her, Hee'le Ray (my Lord.) 
Leo, Ac my requeft he would noc 
Birr meee (my dcareft ; thou aever {poak 
Te bescer purpofe. 
Her, Never? 
Leo. Neuer, but once 
Her Whate haue | ewsce faid well? when was’t before? 
i prethee tell me crams with prayfe.and make's 
Ao fat os come chings: One food dced,oying tongucleife, 
Slavginers a thoufand wayung vpon that, 
Out proytes are our Wages. You mey side's 
With one (oft Kifle a thoutand Furlongs,ere 
With Spur we heat ad Acre, Buc coth’ Goale : 


To herder bolomes ? Looking on the Lynes 


My teft good deed was to cotrest his ftzy. 
Whar was my firfi¢ it tfa's sn elder Siftes, 
Or I mifiake you O,would her Name were Grace, 
Bat once before | {poke to ch’ purpofe ? when? 
Nay, Jet me hawe’t: J long. 
Lee Why, ches was whee 
Three crabbed Moneths had fowr'd chemfelaes to death, 
Ese { could make thee open thy white Hand 
A clap thy {clfe, my Louc; chen didft thou etter, 
Iam yours for ever. 
Hev. Tis Grace indeed. 
Why lo.you now; | haue (poke coth’ purpofe twice 
The one,for ever ¢arn'd a Royall Husband, 
Thother for ome while a Friend, 
Leo Toohot,teo hos: 
Tomungle frendthip farre,is ming|img bloods, 
hase Tremor Cordn on me: my heart daunces, 
Bat nor for soy ; not voy. This Enrertasnment 
May a free face put on: denuca Liberec 
From Hesnuncile trom Bounuie fertile Bufome, 
And well become the Agent:‘tmay;! graent: 
But co be pedisng Polmes,sad pinching Fingers, 
As now they are,and making pradtis'd Smites 
Asin s Looking -Giaffe; and then to figh,es ‘were 
The Mort oth Deere ob,ther ss encertsinmentr 
My Bofome likes not, nor my Browes, Adamiling, 
Art thou my Boy ° 
Mam \.my good Loia. 
Leo. | fecks: 
Wy chat s my Bewcock-wharthas't fmatch’d thy Nofe? 
They fay vt 13 s Coppy our of anne. Come Captaine, 
We rauit be neat ; oot neat, bur cleanly Caprane: 
And yet che Stcere, che Heycfer,and the Calfe, 
Are all call'd Neat. Srul Vicginalling 
Vpon hit Palme? How now (you wanton Caffe J 
Art thou my Calfe ’ 
Mas. Yess you will (wy Lord.) 
Leo Thou went ft arough path & the fhoots thas I have 
To be full Juke me: yer they fay we are 
Almoft as hke as Eppes; Women fay fo, 
(That will fey any ching ) Bu were they falfe 
Aso re-dy'd Blacks,es Wind,os Waters; falfe 
As Dice ase to be anth'd, by one char fires 
No borne “cwat his and mone ; yet were tt tree, 
To fay this Boy werelike me Come(Su Page) 
Looke on me with your Welkin eye: {weet Villaing, 
Moit dear'ft my Collop: Can thy Dam mey't be 
AffeQron? chy Incention flabs the Center. 
Thou do'f make poffible chings not fo held, 
Commonicar ft with Dreames(how can thes be?) 
With whee's vnrzall: chou coaive ert, 
And fellow ft nothing Then‘as very credent, 
Thou may'ft co-royne with fomething sod thou do’tt, 
(And thac beyond Commiffion) anu} fied ns, 
(Aod that tothe infechen of my Brasnes, 
And hardaing of my Browes.) 
Pol. Whar meanes Secsea? 
Her, He fomeching feemes vofetled. 
Pel How? my Lord? 
Leo. What cheere? how is’c with you, bef Brother? 
Her .Y ov leok as sf you held a Brow of mach difts schon; 
Are you mou'd (my Lord?) 
Lee. No. in good earneft. 
How femenirses Nacure will betray 1's folly? 
be cenderneffe ? and make it felfe » Paftame 
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Hew When I thell euftu eR How ont Carntfle 
pretense Milas boosh Froend, Thee he did Ay one : 


Witte sha bgaes to ? Cam. Are See 
dem. No (ay lord) lie fig kre. [Aish good "Ged teould bipecioeke 
La. Youw “aby happy wan be’ dole. My Brother Bor fo it |s,is 19 ner. Was this ake 
vil estos Me es aa ais By any Raading Pace ber thine? 
Dee feeme to be of Fer ny Concést os osineg. ort dre ba 
Pet. Uf ac home ( Sir) More then the comece Blocks. Not noced,{s’t, 
pl lec semble ede peal delet But of che finer Necures? by forme Seueralls 
Now ay {wore Priend,and then mine Enemy j ee rere arereneen lvoe wate 
My Pecsfice.my Soaldicr: Seacef-man; ofl: Perc hance ere to this Babache 2 fey. 
He makes a Sulyes day, fhort 82 December, Can. Boharfle,my Lord? | thinks molt ynderfiend 
Aad wb tus v child-neffe, ceres in me Bebemis Reyes here leagen, 
thick sey blood, ri Hee en 
Leo. So fends this Squire om, Sta ° 
pe chrighealeal h g. Lord) Lee, bore ? ai 
Aad lesut you to your grauet Heps. Hermume, Can. To faohe pour pod the Batresties 
Hew thos lou'f vs, thew in our welcomes Of our moh gracious Miftrefie. 
Les what is deare in Simly, be cheape: Lee. Sarisfic? 
Nese oe 07 ore 1 Toma nee hes Thencreaties of your Miftrefic? Sactsfie ? 
Apperent co ry heart, Let thee (office, T hove twwfted chee (Caméle) 
Her. M you would feche es, With all che neereft things to my heort, ss well 
We axe d saahded nah : Call's errand you there? My Cheenber: Councels, wherei(Prieft-luke )ehou 
lee, To your owne bents difpote you: veces ued: Haft cleem'd my Bofome: I, from thee 
Be you beneath the Sky: | em snghoag now Thy Penicene reform'd : : but we hove been 
you percelnc toe oot hevw I gion Lyne) Deceie’d in th i eg al 
ys ag In chet which fecres fo. 
How the ep the Nede the Byll to hun ? Cama, Be it forbid (my Lord.) 
Aad srmes het wish the boldnefic of s Wite Leo, To bide vpan’ : R hou soe cot aed 
Li deg esr eye Spy ases Gone already, If thou tnclia’A thet way, thou ort 2 Coward, 
Yach-chick ore head sod esres a fork'd cae. nee ee ee 
Paez a Mother pleyes, and I From Cosefe requer’d s of eife thos ase be counted 
t és oy Grn Cuore iffve & Seruant, grafted in my ferious Treft, 
therein aegligent : 


shine ean Tho feof a Game play'd 
blabla dered a ete now, Acd tak’ft it all for seat, 
Andlieamy iiea hare i [ouun oaths peetes Cam. ilk 
Now, while} (peake shis) holds bis Wife by ch’Arroe, Haney be erge cent cocueserd Even 
Thes little thinkes the he's beew flnyc'd in's sbfence, In every one of chefe,no man is free, 
Aad bis Pond fith'd by bis nent Neighber (by Bux that his i 
Sit Soule his Neughbdor:) nay chere’s comfort int, ideale 










T viata bene 
mo 










: the execution did cry cet 
No Barricade for a Belly. Kaow'e, ower ‘cores a feare 
Ic will let in aed owt the Barmy, ich oft iafcdts che wifelt : thefe(my Lord) 
vub raga y bboraertpaceehsey ° Are fuch eltow’d Infirmities, ther honeftie 
Hear the 2nd feele’ nos. How sow Boy ¢ Js neuer free cf, Bus befeech your Grace 
Stare, Tem like yoo (ay, Be plainer wich me,let me know my Trefpes 
Leo, Why shes’s fome contort. By’ owne vifage; if I then deny i, 
W hae? CanMo chere? "Tis none of mine. 
Cam. I,my good Lord. Leo. ad  ireapaisl aco 
Leo. Gee plsy( AMand//ias) thoo'rt aa boneft nan: aed ‘spat doedt: you or your eye- gists 
Cannel, chis grees Sir will yet Rey longer. Pista ke (Cuvak ue). heard? 
Can Yeo hed much adoe tomeke hie Anchor hold, toa ViGon fo eomot 
When you coft outs ill came home. be mute) of —— 
Les. Didft ecee is? Refides nos in ches do's snot ) 
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My Wife is fipperie ? 1f thow wilt confeffe, 
Or elfe be impadently neg astiue, 
To haue nor Eyes,nor Eares,nor Thoughe,chen (ay 
My Wife's a Holy-Horfe.deferues 3 Name 
As ranke as any Flax-Wench,that puts co 
Before her croth-plight : fay’c.and oflify’e. 
Cam. I would not bes Rander-by, to heare 
My Sowerangne Miftreffe clouded fo, without 
My prefent vengeance taken: ‘(hrew my heast, 
You neuer (poke whac did become you leffe 
Then this; which co seicerace were fin 
As deepe as that, though true. 
Lee. Is whilpering norhing ? 


" Ty leaming Cheeke ro Cheeke? 1s meating Nofes 


Kiffing with in-fide Lip? Ropping the Carsere 
Of Laugheer,withs figh? (a Note infallible 
Of breaking Honethe) horfing foot on foot? 
atin bg corners? willing Clocks more (wrft? 
Houres, Minutes? Noone .Mid-nighe f and all Eyes 
Blind with che Pin and Web but Rare theirs onely, 
That would wnfeene be wicked? Is this norhing? 
Why theo the World,end all chae’s int, ss nothing, 
The cowering Skie 1s nothing Bebemue nothing, 
My Wife is nothing, nor Nothing haue chefe Nochings, 
If this be nothing, 
Cam. Good my Lord be ¢ar'd 
Of this dileas’d Opinion, end betes, 
For ‘cs moft dangerous. 
Leo, Say 1 be,'tss true, 
Cam. No,no,my Lord, 
Leo, 1118: youlye,you lye. 
I fay thou lye! Canulle.and | hace thee, : 
Pronounce thee s grofle Lowt,e mindleffe Slave. 
Orelfe ahouermg Temporizer.thae 
Canft with thine eyes at once ice good and euill, 
Inclining coshem boch: were my Wives Lives 
Infe Bed (a8 her hife) the weald not hue 
The renning of one Giaffe. 
Caw. Who dos infe& here 
Leo, Why he that weares her like her Medull hanging 
Aboot bus neck (Bobeaua) whol 1 
Had Serwants true about me,chac bare eyes 
To feé alike mine Honor.as cheir Profits, 
(Ther owne particular Thrifts) chey would doe that 
Which theuld endoe more doing : Ind thou 
His Cup-besrer ,whow { from meaner forme 
Hawe Bench d.and rear'd to Worlhip,who may'ft fee 
Plammely,as Heauen fees Larch and E arth {ces Heauen, 
How I om gall’d might'ft be-fpice a Cup, 
To giue mine Enemy a lating Winke : 
Which Draughe to me,were cordial, 
Cam. Sit (my Lord) : 
} could doe this, and chat with no rath Potion, 
But with a hngring Dram,that (hoald not woske 
Malicroufly ike Poyfan. Buc I cannot 
Beleeue this Crack to be aniny dread Mifireffe 
(So foveratgnely being Honorable.) 
J haue low'd shee, 
Leo Make that thy queftron,and goe rot: 
Do'f chinke f am fo muddy, fo unfeced, 
To appoine my felfe in this venation? 
Sully che purise and whiceoeffe of my Sheetes 
(Which to preferue is Sleepe; which being fported, 
is Goades Thornes Nenles, Teyles of Walpes) 
Giue feandall co the blood oth’ Prince, my Sonne, 
(Who I doe thinke 1s amne,and louc as mine) 


The Winters Take. 


Without ripe mouing to's? Would I doe this ¢ 
Could maa fo blench ¢ 
Cam. I mult beleeue you! Sir) 
1 dee, and will fetch off Bebrmia fort : 
Prowded,chat when hee’s remon'd your Hi e 
Will cake againe yoor Queene,as yours at Brit, 
Euea for your Sonnes fake,and thereby for fealing 
The laiorie of Tongues,io Courts and Kingaames 
Kaowne,and ally 'd to yours. 
Lee. Thou do'ft sduife me, 
Euen fo as | mine owne courfe haue fer downe? 
Ile give no blemith to ber Honor, gone. 
Cam My Lord, 
Goe then ; and with a Councenance as cleare 
As Friendthip weares 21 Feafts,kheepe with Boheme, 
And with your Queene: am bis Cup-bearer, 
If from me he haue wholefome Beveridge, 
Account me not your Servant, 
Leo. Thisss all: 
Do’t.and thou haft che one halfe of my bear ; 
Do't nor, chou plier’ chine owne, 
Cam, He do't my Lord. 
Leo.{ wil feeme friendly as thou haft aduis'd ave, Exit 
Cam. Omiferable Lady. Buc for me, 
What cafe ftand | in? I muft be the poyfoner 
Of good Polsxenes,and my ground to dot, 
Is the obedience to a Mafters: one, 
Who in Rebellion with himfelfe. will have 
All chat are his, foroo. To doe this deed, 
Promotion followes: If I could find exemple 
Of choufand's chat had firuck anoynted Kings, 
And flounth'd after, II'd nor do't : Bur fince 
Nor Braffe nor Stone nor Parchment besres noc one, 
Let Villame s¢ felfe forfwear't. Imuft 
Forfake the Court : co do’t ,o¢ no,ts certaine 
Tome abreake-neck. Happy Searre raigne now, 
Here comes Bobemna. Eater Polexenes. 
Pol, Thisis Mrange: Methinkes 
My fawor here begins co warpe, Not (peake? 
Good day Cannlle. 
Cam. Hayle moft Royall Sir. 
Pol. What ss the Newes sth’ Court? 
Cam. None care (my Lord. 
Ped, The King hath on him fuch a countenancey 
As he had loft fome Prowince,and a Region 
Lou’d, as he loues heanfelfe . euen now | mec him 
Wich cuRomene complement, when hec 
Waftang his eyes to th’ contrary, and falling 
A Lippe of much contempt, fpeedes from me.and 
So lesues me,ro confider whac 1s breeding, 
Thar chenges thas his Manners, 
(on. 1 dare not know (my Lord.) 
Pol. How, dare not?doe not?doe you know,and dare nat? 
Be incelligent tame .’ts chereaboure: 
For co your felfe,what you doe know, you muft, 
And cannot fay,you dare not, Good Camtle. 
Your chang d complexions are come # Mirror, 
Which fhewes me mine chang’d too: for | maft be 
A partie in chigalcerscion, finding 
My felfe thus alrer d witht 
Cam. Theresa fckneffe 
Which puts forme of vs in ditemper, but 
I cannot nome the Difeafe,and 1t 1s caught 
Of you thet yet are well. 
Pol. How caught of me? 
Make me not fighted like the Bafilifque. 














TheWinters Tale. 


I hue look’d 00 thoufends, who hawe {ped the berter 
By my regard, but kill'd nene fo: Camilo, 

As yoo ase certainely s Gentleman,thereto 

Clerke-like expenrenc'd, which no leffe sdornes 

Oa: Gentry then our Parents Noble Names, 

In whofe {ucceffe we are gentle : I befeech you, 

if you know ought which do's behoue my knowledge, 
Thereof to be intorm’d smprifon't noe 

In :gnorant concealement. 

Cam. I may not anfwere. 

Pel. A Sickneffe caught of me,end yet ] well? 
I moftt be anfwer’d. Do ft tt ou heare Camis, 

I comure thee, by ell che parts of man, 
Winch Honor do s acknowledge, whereof the leaft 
1s noc this Sut of anne,chae thou declare 
What incidencie chou do'ft gheile of harme 
Is creepraggoward mes how farre off how neere, 
Which way to be prevented, ifco be: 
If not, how befito beare it. 

Cove. Sir.) will cell you, 
Srace l ria! de in Honor and by him 
That [ shinke Honorable therefore marke my counfaile 
Which muft be ea‘n as (wiltly followed,se 
I meane co vererat; of both your felfe,and me, 
Cry loft,and fo good rughe 

Pal, On,good Camube. 

Cam. Tam sppoinced him to murther you. 

Pel. By whom, Camille ? 

Caw. By the King. 

Pel. For what + 

Cam. He chinkes nay with all confidence he (weares, 
Ashe had feen’t.ot beene an JnQsumenc 
To vice you to’, that you haue couch his Queene 
Forbiddenly. 

Pel. Ohthenymy belt blood curne 
To an infefied Gelly,and my Name 
Be yoak’d with his chac did betray the Beft : 

Turve then my fretheft Reputation te 

A fasour,thac may ftrike the dullet Nofthrill 
Where | artsue,and my approch be thun’d, 

Nay hated roo, worfe then the great ft Infection 
That ere was heard,or read 

Cam. Swesre hig thought over 
By each particular Scarre in Heaven, snd 
By all cheiz Influences ; you may a3 well 
Fosbid the Sea for to oS the Moone, 

As (or by Oath) remouc,or(Coonfaile )theke 
The Fabriek of his Folly, whofe foundation 
Is Pd oa his Faith,and will conunue 
The ing of his Body. 

Pel. How fhould this grow? 

Cam, I know not: but J am fure ‘tis feferto 
Aaoid what's growne,then queflion how ‘tis borne. 
Uf therefore yoo dare traft my honeftie, 

That lyes enclofed mn chis Trunke,which you 
Shall beare along impawod, away to Nighe, 
Your Followers | will whifper tothe Bufineffe, 
Aad will by cwoes.and threes st feuerall Pofternes, 
Gieare chess o'th’ Cisie : For my felfe, tle pus 
My fortunes to your fervice(which are here 

By this difcowerse lof.) Be not wncertaine, 

For by the honor of my Parents, 1 

Have vetred Truth: which if you feeke to prowc, 
I dare not ftand by 3 nor fhall you be fafer, 
Then one condemnd by che Kings owne mosth: 
Thereos his E secution (wore. 
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Pol. I doe belecue chee: 
I faw his heart in’s fece.Grue me thy hand, 
Be Pilot to me,and thy places thall 
Scill neighbour mane. My Ships ace ready, end 
My people did eapeft my hence departure 
Two dayes egoc. This lesloufie 
Je for aprecious Creature : as fhee's rare, 
Maft it be great ; and,as his Perfon s meghtie, 
Moft ic be violent : and,as he do's concewe, 
He ns difhonor'd by a man,which ever 
Profete'd co him: why his Reuenges moft 
In that be mademoce bitcer. Feare ore-fhades me: 
Good Expedition be my friend,and comfort 
The gracious hia of his Theame; but nothing 
Of his ill-ea'ne fulpition. Come Camede, 
J will cefpe@ chee as s Father, if 
Thou bearft my life off,hence : Let vs auoid 
Cam. e108 in mine suthoritie to command 
The Keyes of all che Pofternes : Plesfe your Highneffe 
Totske the vrgent houre, Come Sit,away. Exvane, 


eA Bus Secundus. Scena Prima 


Ester Fleranene, Mamelius Lades. Leontes, 
Antigen Lords, 
Her Take the Boy co you. he (o troubles me, 
Tas paft enduring. 
. Come(my gracious Lord) 
Shall 1 be your play-fellow? 
Mtam. No, lle none of you 
Ledy. Why(my {weet Lord?) 
Mam. You'le kifle me hard and (peake to me, as if 
I were a Baby fill. I loue you bereer, 
a. Lady. And why fo(my Lord?) 
Mam. Nor for becaule 
Your Browes are blacker (yet black-browes they fay 
Become fome Women beft fo that there be nos 
Too much hare there, but ine Cemucucle, 
Or ahalfe-Moone made with a Pen.) 
3.Lady, Who caught this? 
Mam. \\earn'd sc out of Womens facess prey now, 
What colour sre yous eye-browes? 
Ledy. Blew(my Lord.) 
tam. Nay,that's a mock: I haue feene s Ladies Nofe 
That ha’‘s beene blew, but not hee cye-browes 
Lady. Harke ye, 
The Queene(your Mother rounds space: we thal 
Prefenc our feruices oa fine new Prince 
One of thefe dayes,end then youl'’d wanton with v5, 
If we would hsue you. 
2. Lady, She is {pread of lace 
Into 8 goodly Bulke( good time encounter her.) 
Her. What vaildome ftirs amonpft your?Come Sir,a0w 
I am for you againe : ‘Pray you tn by vs, 
And cell's a Tale. 
Mam. Merry,or fad, thal: be¢ 
Her. As merry 3s gou will, 
Mam. A lad Tales beft for Wimet: 
I haue one of Sprights,and Goblins. 
Her. Let's have that (good Sir.) 
Come-on, fr downe,come-on,and doe your bef, 
Te fright me with your Spnghes:you re powrefull ac 1 
Assy (Mam, There 
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Her. Nay,coméfit downe:: then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a Charch-yerd: | will tell it foftly, 
Yond Crickets thall nog heare it. 

Her, Come onthen,and giu't mem minc eare, 

Leos Was hee met chere? his Traine? CanerBo with 


im? 

Lerd. Behind the cuft of Pines | met them, neuer 
Saw I men fcowre fo on then way: I eyed chem 
Euen to theit Ships. 

Leo, How bic am 
In my iat Cenfere? in my trae Opinion? 
Alsck,for leffer knowledge, how gccurs'd, 
In being fo ble? Fhere may be inthe Cup 
A Spider fteep’d,and one may drinks; depart, 
And yet partakeno venome: (for his knowledge 


h 


















Is not infeed) buy if one prefene 
Th’‘sbhor'd Iagrevient to his eye, make :nowne 
How he hath drunke, he cracks his gorge. his fides 


With violence Hefts: ! have drunke,and [cene the Spider, 
Camillo was his helpe in this his Pandar: 
There 1s 2 Plot againft my Life ary Crowne; 
All's crue that ts miftrufled: ther falfe Villaine, 
Whom I “d,was pre-cmploy’d byhim: 
Hehs's rset h aw Defigne and 
Rermaine a pinch'd Thing; yes,a very Trick 
For them to play st will: bow came the Pofternes 
Soeafily opens 
. By bus grest authority, 
Which often heth no leffe presail’d,ehen fo, 
On cormmend, 
I know’ too well. 

Gine me the ves, ne Bled did not nurfe him : 
Though he do's beare fome fignes of me, yee you 
Hae too much blood in him. 

Her, Whar is this? Sport? 

Les. Beare the Boy hence, he thall not come about her, 
Away with himn,and let her {pore her telfe 
With chat fhees big-w:ch for tis Polixenes 
Ha’s made chee {well chus. 

Her. But I'd fay he had noe ; 
And Ile be fworne you would becleese my faying, 
How e're beg leene to th’ Nay-wasd, 

Lee. You (mv Lords 
Looke on het, marke her well: be but about 
To fay the is a goodly Lady,and 
The iuftice of your hearts will thereto adde 
Tis te fhee's not honeft : Honorable 




















¢ her but for this her without -dore-Forme, 
| (Which onmy faith deferues high fpeech) and Mraight 
The Shasg,the Hum,or Ha,(theie Petey-brands 
That Calummnie doth vfe; Oh] am out, 
That Mercy do's, for Calumace will fesre 
Vercue it felfe) chele Shrugs, thefe Ham's,and Ha's, 
When you haue faid (hee's goodly come berweene, 
Ere you can fay thee's honeft s Bur be’ knowne 
(From him chat has mot caufe to gricue ic thould be) 
Shee’s an Adultreffe. 

Her. Should a Vilsine fay fe, 
(The moft replenith’d V illaine in che World) 
He were as much mere Villaine ; you (my Lord) 
Doe but miftake, 

Leo. Youhaue miflooke (my Lady) 
Polixewes for Leentes: Othou Thing, 
ae Tle not call a Creature of ¢ 











place, 
Bacbarifme (making me the precedent) 





The Winters Tale. 
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And mennerly diftinguifhment lesve out, 
Betwixt the Prince ard Begger:) 1 haue faid 
Shee’s an Adultreffe, 3 hewe [aid wich whon : 
More; thee’s a Traytor.snd Camsle is 
A Federarie with her, and one that knowes 
What the fhould (hame co knuw ber felfe, 
Buc with her moft vild Principal : thas fhee's 
A weacriabopl deri = bad 2s thole 
That Vulpers piue R Tules; Tand 
Tothis chee lite ef : ie 
Her, No(b ite 
Priuy to oat of ibis: Le sada gitecs 
When you fhall come to clearer kno , that 
a oe have publith’d me? Gentkemy 
ou fcarce cen right me throughty,then,to 
Yoo did kee : “r 
Leo, No: if I miftake 
In thofe Foundations which I build vpon, 
The Ceatre is not bigge enough to beare 
ASchoole-Boyes Top. Away with bes,to Prifon : 
He who thall fpeake for beryis a ferre-of guilne, 
But that he {peabes. 
Her, There's fome ill Planet raignes: 
6 mult be patient, tll the Heavens looke 
Wich en afped more fanorsble. Good my Lords, 
J am not prone to weeping (as our Sex 
Commonly sre) the want of which esine dew 
Peschance fhall dry your pitties : bat | heve 
That honorable Griete lodg'd here, which buraes 
Worfe then Teares drowne: ‘befeech you all (my Lords) 
With thoughrs fo qualified,ss your Charities 
Shall beft inflrvG you mesfure me; and fo 
The Kings will bs nerfeew'g. 
Lee. Shall be bes. 
Her. Who is't that goes with me? befecch your Highnes 
My Women msy be with me, for you fee 
My plight requires it. Doe not weepe(pood Pooles ) 
There 13 no caufe: When you thall know your Mifiris 
Ho's deiern'd Prifon,chen abound in Teares, 
AsT come out; this AGion I now goe on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu (my Lord) 
I never with'd 0 fee you forry , now 
I traf I fhall: my Women come,you haue feaue. 
Leo. Goe,doe our bidding : hence. 
Lord, Beleech your Highnefie call the Queene againe. 
Antig. Be cestaine what you do(Sirjleaft your lu ce 
Proue violence, in the which three great ones tuffer, 
Your Selfe.your Queene, your Sonne, 
Lord. Fot her (my Lord) 
I dare my life lay downe, and will do't (Sir) 
Pleafe you c'eccept it,that the Queene is fporteffe 
I'ch’ eyes of Heaven, andro you (1 meane 
In this,which you sccufe her.) 
Aarg. If it prove 
Shee’s fe, Me keepe my Stables where 
] lodge my Wife,Ile goe in couples with her: 
Then when I feele,and fee her no farther traft her 
For sey ynch of Woman in the World, 
1, ram of Womans ficth is falfe. 
If the be. 
Lee. Hold your pesces. 
Lord, Good my Lord, 
AAatig. 1¢ is for you we fpeake,noc forcur flues. 
You are ebus‘d,end by fore putter on. 
That will be damo’d tor’t: would I knew che Visine, 


L would 
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1 would Lend-deame him : be the honor-flaw'd, : 
I baue chree deughcess : che eldeft is 

The fecond, sad the third, sine : and forme flus 2 
if chis true, chey’l pay for't. By mine Hence 
The gell'd exp all : fourteene they Chall oot (ce 
To felfe generations : they are co-heyres, 





Aad (had athe: glib my (cife, chen they 
Should not prodace fare Mae. Ester Paulsna, a Comlrman, Ceoler, Emilia, 

Leo. Ceafle, no mute . Pant The Keeper of the prifon, call to sm: 
Yoo feneil thie bufineffe with 2 fence as cold Let hin hawe knowledge who | am. Good Lady, 
Asis 2 dead.mens oofe : but I do fee’, andfeeft, No Court in Eusope is too good fer chee, 

As yeu feele doing thus: and (ee withall Whax dol chou then in prifon ? Now goed Sir, 
The Jaftruments that feele, You know me, do you nos? 
Any ifwbeb, Gas. For a worthy Lady, 
We needcno grave to barie honefty, Andone, who much J honour 
There's not 9 graineof it, the face to lweeren Pan. Pray you then, 
Of che whole dungy-earth. Condudt ae co the Queene. 

Leo. What? lacke | credie ? Geo. imay nor (Madam) 

Lord. | hed racher you did lacke then] (my Lord) Tothe contrary | haue exprefle commandment, 
Vponchis ground ; and more it wouls content me Pan, Here's o-do, tolocke vp honefly & honour from 
To base her Honor true. then your (afpition Thiacceffc of gensle vifitors, I0't! ptsy you 
Be blam'd for's how you might To fee her Women? Any of therm? Emnles? 

Lee. Why what neede we Gae. So pleafe you (Madam) 

Commune with you of this? but rather foliew To put o part thefe your astendancs, I 
Our forceful nfiigacion ? Our prerogative Shall bring fm use forth. 
Cals not your Coanfailes. bus or nacurall goodneffe Pan. I pray now call bets 
thes ; which, if you, or Bupified, Withedsaw your elves. 
Or feeming fo, in skull, connot.or will nos Gas. Madea, 
Reith a cruth, ke ve : informe yeor feluca, 1 mu be prefens at your Conference. 
We ncede 0 more of your adeice . the matuer, Pan Well. be'sfocprethee. 
The lofe, che gaine, the ord'nng ont, Herre » fuch & doe, co make no fone, a Reine, 
is af) properly ours: At pales colouring. Deare Genuiewomen, 
Anig. Aad) with (eny Liege} How fares our gracious Lady ? 
You bed onely tn your filent wdgcment cride it, Ennl. Av well as one fo gieat, end fo foriome 
Wiebout more overture, May bald together : On her frights, and grecfes 
Loe. How could chat be > CWhuch neues tender Lady hath borne greater) 
| Etther chose art moh: by aga, She bs, fomeching before hes tune, deisuer’d. 
| Or chou wer «borne s foole : Cassie's fighe Pas. Aboy? 
Added to chess Farmslarty Emad. A daughter, ands goodly habe, 
Whach was ss groffe, as euct couch dconectore, Lufty, end hke co leue : che Gucene secques 
. t lack'd fight onely, nought for spprobation Much comfort in’t : Sayes, my poors prifoner, 
But onely feeing, all ocher circumRances J arm mnocent as you, 
| Made vp coth deed) doth pufh-onchis proceeding. Pew J dere be (worne: 
| Yet, fora grescer confirmation Thefe dangerous, vafafe Lunes rch‘ King befhrew them: 
' (For man Adte of this importance, twere He cnutt be rold o's, and be fhall : che office 
Mot pittecus to be wilde) | haue difpacch’din pot, Becomes » woman beft. tie cakes vpon me, 
’ To lscred Delphos, to Appolls's Temple, ie ea hony-mouth’d, lec my tongue bliftes. 
| Cieomeses and Dise, whom you know And neuer tomy red-look'd Anger bee 
Of ftwff'd-fuficrency : Now, from tbe Orecte The Trumpet eny more : pray you (Ems) 
Ld will being all, whofe (piricuall counfaile had Commend my beft obedience to the Queene, 
Rtop, ot 1 orl me. Have | done well ¢ If the dares cruft me with her lntle babe, 
* | Led. Well done (ey Lord.) Ite thew’t che King. and vndertake to bee 
Loo. Though I om facishde. and nerd no more Her Aduocate to ch'lowd’ft. We do not know 
! Then whas I know, yer (hall che Oracis How he msy foften at the fight o’ch Childe : 
Gree reft co th’mindes of others ; (uch es ne The filence often of pure umocence 
Whole ignorant credulstie, will noe Perfwades, when {peaking failes, 
Come vp co th'truth. Se hawe we thought 1 g00d Emil. Moft wonhy Madam, 
From our free perfon, the fhosld be confinde, your bonor, and your goodneffe 1s fo evident, 
. | Leaftchas che creachery of che two, fed hence, That your free enacreking cannor miffe 
Be teft her co perferme. Come foilow vs, A panels Lane there io no Lady liuing 
We are to fpeake in publoque : for cus bufinefe So meete for this great ertand ; plesfe your Ladifhip 
Will rasfe ve all To vifts the next roome, Ile prefenrly 

Amy Tolsoghter, es irake is, Acquaint che Queene of your moft noble offer, 

Ifthe good auch, were knowns Szer | Who, bus co day hammered uf this defigne, 
Bat darft noe cemnpt » meniftcr 
Leaft the fhould be deny’d, 
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Pad. Teil her (Eenahd), 
She vfe chat rongue J haue : bf vit Bow from’t 
Ae boidneffe from my bofome, le’ not be doubted 


I thall do good, 
Eaul. Now be yoo bieft for it, 

Ie to the Queens: pleafe you come fomething neerer. 
Gee. Madam, ift ples the Queene to fend che babe 


I know not what { (hall incarre, to pale it, 
Haaing no werrem 

Pan Youncede not feare it (fir) 
This Childe was prifonet to che wombe, end is 
By Law and proceffe of great Nature, thence 
Free 4, and enfranchis d, not a partic to 
The anecr of the King. nor of 
(If any be) the teelpetie of the arene. 

Geo. 1 do beleeve rt, 


Peal Donot youfeare: mine honor, } 
Will ftand berwixe you, and danger. Exe 
Scena Terta, 


Ester Lecetes, Seraants, Peakine, Avtygoum, 
ond Lords 


Leo Nornight. nor dey, noreft: ic isber weakneffe 
To besre the macter thus: meere weakneffe, sf 
The canfe were nos in being : part oth canfe, 
She, ch’A dultreffe : for the King 
Tequice eine Arene, out of the bienke 
And leuell of ary braine : ploe-proofe :but thee, 
I can hooketo me : fay chat the were gone, 
Gluen to the fire, a meoity of my ref 
Might come to me egaine. Whofe there ? 
Ser My Lord. 
Leo, How do's the boy? 
Ser, He tooke good reft co night s ‘chs hop’d 
His fickneffe is difcherg‘d 
Leo ToleehsN ® 
ing che difhooour of bis Mother. 
He Atraight declin’d, droop'd, tooke ut deeply, 
Paften‘d, and Gz‘d the thame on’ in himfcltes 
Theew-off his Spicit, bis Appetice, his Sleepe, 
And down-cight languith’d. Leaue me (olcly : goe, 
See how he fares : Fie, fie,no of him, 
The very thought of my Reuenges chat way 
Recoyle vpon me : inhimfelfe too mightic, 
And in his parties, his Allvence; Ler him be, q 
Varill s ume may ferue. For prefent vengeance 
Take ic on her : Canvelle, and Polixoucs 
Laughet me: make ride? baulery bs forrow: 
They Mheuld not laugh, if} could seach them, nos 
Shall the, withia my powre. 
Bure Pant ina, 
Lord. Y¥ ou vali not ener. 
Pant. Nay rather (good my Lords) be fecend tome : 
Feare you his tyrannous psafsion more (slss) 
Then the Queenes life ?A gracious innocen foule, 
More free, then he is icalous, 
rg, That's aes h 
Z 3 he net to aighe, commanded 
None thoald come os hie. me 
Pas. Not fo het | aoe Sie) 
I come ce bring him » ‘Tis fach os you 
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That creepe hike (hedowes by him. end do 
Aceach his needleffe rien : Fach os you 
Nourith che caufe of his awaking. [ 
Do,come with words, as medicinal, as true; 
(Honeft, as erther, ) to purge hie of chat humer 
That pretles him from : 
Lee. Who there, hoe? 
Ren. No (mv Lord) but needfall conference, 
About fome Gofsips for your Highneffe. 
Lee, How? 
Away with chat sudacious Lady. Asrigerm, 
¥ charg’d chee thac the fhould nor come about me, 
I knew the would. 
Aa Icold her fo (my Lord) 
On your difpleafures peril, and oo mine, 
Sbe thould nox vific 
Leo, What? canft noe rule her? 
Pant, From all diftroneftie he can : ta this 
ossiehn take che courfe that you have det) 
at me, for commuting honor, truft it, 
He thall noc rule me: 
Aw. L2-you now, you hesre, 
When the will cake she raine,s let her rv.., 
Bat fhee'l not fumble. 
Paul, Good my Liege,] come: 
Aad I befeech you heare me, who profeffes 
My felfe your loyal! Scruent. your Phyfinsan, 
Your moft obedient Counfsilor : yet thas dares 
Lefle appeare fo, in comforting your Elles, 
Theo fuch as molt feeme yours. I (ey, I come 
From your good Queene. 
Lee. Good Qorene ? 
Pant, Good Queent (my Lord) good Queene, 
I fey good Queene, 
And woeld by combate, make her good fo, were } 
A man, the worft about you, 
Leo, Force her hence. 
Pam Lec him that makes bar erifles of bis eyes 
Fieft hand me : on mine owne secerd, Ile off, 
Bat firft, tledomyerrsnd. The good Queene 
(Per the is good) hath brought you forth a deughter, 
Heere cis. ds icte your blefsing 
Lee Ont. 
A mankinde Witch ? Hence witb hes, out o’dere : 
A moft incelligencing bewd, 
Pant. Not E ’ 
1am as ignorant in that, as you, 
In fo entitling me : and no leffe honeft 
Then you ase mad: which is enough, Ile wareans 
(Aschis world goes) to paffe for honeft: 
Lee, Traitors 3 
Will you not puth her out ? Gine her the Beflard, 
Thou dotard, thou srt Weman-tyr’d : vnreoed 
By thy dame Parsier heere. Take vp che Baftard, 
Toke't vp, ] Gy :give's co chy Croane. 
Paul. For eves 
Vavenerable be chy hands, if hou 
Tak’ vp the Princeffe, by chas forced bafenche 
Which he ha’s pur vpon's 
Leo. He dreads his Wife. 
Paal. So | would you did » then ‘twerepall all deubs 
You!'d call your chi yours, 
Leo. Ace of Traitors. 
fet. lam none, by chis good fight, 
Pas. Not I : nor say 
Bus one chat’s beere : and chat’s hienfeife : for he, 


be (sacred Honor of himfelfe,his A 

His hope full Sonnes,his Bebes esto Slender, 
hofe fting 12 harper then the Swords; and will noe 
oe as the cale now Rands, it is a Curfe 

He cannot be compell’d too't) once remove 

The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten, 

As cuer Oake,or Stone was found. 
Leo. ACallat 
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Antyg. 1 did not, Sir: 
Thefe Lords my Noble Fellowes,if they pleafe, 
Con clesce me mn’t. 
Lords, We can: my Royall Liege, 
He isnot guilcie of her comming hither. 
Lee. You're lyersall. 
Lord, Befeech your Highnelfe, give vs better credie: 
We haue elerayes truly feru'd you,and befeech 


Of boundieffe congue, who late hath beat her Husband, | Sotacfleemeof vs: and on our knees we begge. 


Aad now bayts me: This Brat is none uf me, 
Icis che iffae of Polsxenes, 
Hence with it,and cogecher wich the Dam, 
Commit thm tothe fire, 
Pasi. Itisyours: 
And might we bay ch’eld Proverb to your charge, 
So like you, tis the worfe, Behold (mv Lords) 
Akhough the Prins be litcle the whole Matter 
And Coppy of the Father: (Eye,Nofe, Lippe, 
The trick of 's Frowne., his Fore-head, nay, the Valley, 


The pretty dimples of his Chin, sad Cheeke; his Smiles: 


The very Mold, and frame of Hand Nayle, Finger. ) 
And thou good Goddefle Nature, which halt made te 
a like co him ehac gos it, if thou haft : 
ordering of the Mindcoo, mong ell Colours 
INo Yellow ia't leak the fulpedt,as he do's, 
Hee Children,nat her Husbands. 

Leo. A Hagges 
And Lozell, thea art womby to be hang'd, 

Thar wile noe fisy her Tongue, 

Aang, Hong all the Hosbands 

hat cannot doe chat Feat,you le leaee your felfe 
Has dly one Sebledt. 

Lee. Once nore take her hence. 

Poul. A moll vaworthy,and vonacerall Lord 
Can doeno more, 

Leo. He ha’ chee burnt, 

Pand. Icase nots 

{cis an Heretique chat makes the fire, 
Nok the which buenes in't, Ile not call you Tyrant: 
Bas chis moft cruel! vfege of your Queene 

able ro produce more accafation 

yous owne weske-lundg’ 
Of Tyrannie,end will ignoble make you, 
Yeo Scandalous cu the World. 

Les. On your Allegesnce, 

Our of the ber with her. Were le Tyranr, 
Where were her life? the dutft not call me fo, 
Uf the did know me one. Away with her. 

Paxl, \ pray you doe not pufh me,]le be gone. 
Loake co your Babe(ewy Lord )'t1s yours: fone fend her 
A better guiding Sperit. What needs thefe hands? 
¥ ow that ase chus fo sender ore hie Follyes, 

Will newer doe him good not one of you. 
So,fo: Farewell, we sre ° Ext 

Lee. Thee(Traytor)halt (et on thy Wife co thas 
My Chitd? eway with’c? even thoughar hat 
A heart fo tender o're it take it hence, 

And (ee it inftantly confum'd with fire. 

Even thou,and none bus thou. Take it vp ftraight: 
Within this houre bring me word ‘ts done, 
(And by good teftimonic) ot Ile ferze thy life, 
With whee thew elfe call’ chine: if chou refofe, 
And wilt endounter with my Wrath, fay fo; 

The Baftard-braynes with thefe my pore hands 
Shall I dath owe, Goe,rake mt to the fire, 


ee ee 


d Fancy) fomthing favors 


(As recompence of our deare feruices 
Paft,and to come) that you doe change this purpofe, 
Which being fo horrible, fo bloody mult 

Lead on to fome foule Iffue. We allkneele. 

Leo, Lama Feather for each Wind that blows : 
Shall J live on co fee this Bafterd kneele, 

And call me Father ? betcer burne it now, 
Then curfe ic chen. But be ic: lec it live. 
Ie thall not aegther. You Sir,come you hither : 
You thac have beene fo tenderly officious 
With Lady UMargerie.your Mod.wife there, 
To fave this Baftarcls life; for tina Baftacd, 
So fare as this Beard’s gray. Wha: will you eduenture, 
To fawe chis Brave life? 

Antig. Any thing (my Lord) 
That my sbilitie may vadergoe, 
And Nobleneffe inwpofe ; ac leatt chaos much; 
Ile pawne the little blood which I have lefr, 
To faue the Jnnocent: any thing poffible. 

Leo, It hall be ppifible: Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wils percene my bidding. 

Ang. \ will (my Lord.) 

Leo, Macke.end performe it: feeft thou for the faile 
Of any point in's, thall not onely be 
Deach to thy felfe,but to chy lewd-eongu’d Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon ) We enioyne thee, 
As thou ort Liege-man to va,chat theu carry 
This female Baftard hence,end chat chou beare it 
To fome remote and defert plece,quice out 
Of eur Dominions; and that there thoe leeve hk 
(Wichont mote mercy) colt owne on, 

And fewour of the Clumace : 98 by ftrenge fortune 
Ie come co vs,1 doe in Juftice charge thee, 

On thy Soules perill,and thy Bedyes torture, 
That thou commend it hrangely to fome place. 
Where Chance may nurfe,or end it : cake ie vp. 

Aatig. 1 fweace co doe this: though 4 prefent death 
Had becne more mercifull. Come on (poore Bebe) 
Some powerfull Spiris inftru& the Kyces and Ravens 
Tobethy Nusfes. Wolues and Beares,they fay, 
(Caftung cheir feuageneffe afide)haue done 
Like offices of Pitey. Sir,be profperous 
In more then this deed do's require and Bleffing 
Againft this Cruelne, fight on my fide 
(Poore Thing condemn’d co loffe.) 

. fee. No: Ihe not seare 
Iflue, Enter a Seruast. 

Sern. Pleale’ your Highneffe,Pofts 
From chofe you fent to th’Oracle,are come 
An houre fince : Cleomones and Dien, 

Being well atriu’d from Delphos, ere both landed, 
Halting to ch’ Court, 

Lord So pleale you (Sir)their (peed 
Hath beene beyond sccompt. 

Lee. Twencie three dayes 
They haue beene abfenc: cis good {peed: fore-telle 
The great Apelle fuddenly will hese 


Exit. 


The 
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The eruch of cms ppcas t i a ba Lords, 
Summon a Seffion thar we may arraigne 
Our moft difloyall Lady : for os the hath 
Been publikely accus'd, fo Nall the have 
A wet and open Trrall Whale the les, 
My heart will be « burthen to me. Leave me, 
And thinke epon my bidding, Esen 


cA dus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Carer Cicemumes and Tien, 


Clee, The Clymnat’s deticace.the Ayre moll (weet. 
Feruile the Ifle, the Temple rauch fixpafia,s 
The common prayfe nt beases, 

Dion. 1 Chall report 
For moft « caughe me,che Cetefiall Habits, 
(Me chinkes | fo fhould terme them) and the reverence 
Ot the graoe Wearen. O,he Sacsifice. 
How cesemonrous,iolemne ond va -eanthly 
fe was rcivOftring? 

Cle Bucef all che barf 
And che cace-deatf mng Voyce oth Oracle, 
Kin to /owes Themes ia turpriz’d my Seace, 
Thet | was neching. 

Dee. If th euent o'tWlaurney 
Proue ot fucceffetull im the Queene /O be's fo) 
Ast hath beene co 03,129 pleelant,fpoedee, 
The time +s worth the vfe ons. 

Chee Great A 
Turne all co ch beft: thele Proclamations, 
$0 forcing fauiis vpon Hermvene, 
I leccle lake, 

Dre The srolent caccsege of it 
Will deare or end che Rufinefic. when the Oracte 
(Thus dy Apeife's great Quuine feal'd vp) 
Shall the Comenss dilcoue: - tomerhing rare 
Evee chen will cath ca knowledge. Gov. freth Horfes, 
And gracious be the sfluc Earn. 


Scena Secunda. 


Eater Leentes Lords Officer: Herwsone (as to her 
Trial) Ladses : Cleommne: Dice 


Lea. This Seffions(to our grees gricle we pronounce) 
Eucn pufhes’ gainfl our hearse. The parce try'd, 
The Daughter of a King our Wife, and one 
Of estou much belou'd = Let vs be clear'd 
ol beng tyrannous,fince we fo openly 
Proceed tn luthce. which thall have due courfe, 
Even coche Guileor the Parguion 
Produce the Pafoner, 
Offer Icistna Highneffe pheafure,chet the Queene 
Appeare in perfon, here sn Court. Sébence. 
Lee, Keade the ladittmenc. 
Officer, Hermione, Qasene 10 the worthy Leonres, King 
0f Seciha, shaw art bere accufed and arraigned of Hib Trea 
foo.se commision Adultery wut Polnencs ksg of Sebsrma, 
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od ing wet Camillo to tate amar the Life of on Son. 
mshi ih Keng aby Repel toobact the practice 
beang by corceantt ances partly lard epee shou Hermione ) coe. 
trary 00 he Fasth and Alegeance of a true Sebvct! haf com 
fale end ayde shetrm, for shew bener fofeiu, 10 fixe avay by 
Negte, 

he, Since whae I am co (ay malt be bes thet 
Whucb concradias my Accufstion aod 
The teftimonie on my part,no other 
Bac what comes from my feitest thell (carce boot me 


To fay,Noc guilcre : mine Ime 
Being counted Falichood (halite I euprefie ic) 
Be foreceio'd. Buc thus, sf Powres Dosing 


Behold our humane Aftions (as they doe) 

} doubt aor shen, ber Innecence (hall make 
Falfe Accufation biath,ead Tyranne 

Tremble ot Patience. You (my Lord )beft know 
(Whom lcaft will feeme to doe fo) rey pat life 
Hath beenc as concinenc as chafte,os tree, 

As | amnow enhappy : whichis more 

Then Hillone can patterne,c bh dewis'd, 
And play d,to take SpcAarors. For behold me, 
A Fellow ot the Royall Bed, which owe 

A Mowe of the Throne . 9 

The Mosher toa ho 


Who pleafe to come,and heare. For Life,J preve ce 
As | weigh Grefe( which | would fpare:) For Hoaeor, 
Ts a dessustiue from me to qunec, 
And onely chat | (tand for. | appeale 
To your owne Confcrence (Sir) before Polixowes 
Came co your Court, how J wes m your grace, 
How mesited co be fu: Since hecame, 
With what encountes fovacerram, ! 
Hau Mrayo d Carpeare thus; it one 108 beyond 
The bouad uf Honor or in aft os wnt 
Thar way enclining hardned be che hears 
Of a1) chat heare me,and my aece'ft of Kin 
Cry fie vpon my Greve. 
Leo. I neve heard yet, 
That any of thele bolder Vices wanted 
Lelie Impudence to gaine-fay what they did, 
Then co pertorme it Ka. 
Her That's crue enowgh, 
Though ‘us a fayinp Sir) nor dee to ge. 
Lee. You will not owne 1. 
Her. More then Miftreffe of, 
Which comes to me in name ct Fault, 1 muft nos 
Acall acknowledge. For Pelexenes 
(With whom | am accus’d) I doe confeffe 
I low’d hima in Honor he requir . 
With (uch « kind of Lowe,as aught becom 
A Lady like me, with s Lowe even fuch, 
Saisad ae other,as your felft commended : 
Which, nor co haue done,} thinke had been in ne 
Both Difobedience,and Ingracnude 
To you,and toward your Priend, whole Loushad fpoks 
Even Since 1: could (peake,froman [ofant, freely, 
That s¢ was yours. Now for Confpiracte, 
I know not how 1¢ taftes.thoagh x be difh'd 
Formetotry how: Alli know of u, 
Is that Carnie was on honeft man; 
And why he left your Court the Gods themfelacs 
(Werung no more then 1) ase ignorane. 
Lee. You knew of his depascurc,ss you know 
What you have vnderts'ne to doe in’s abfence. 
He, Sir, 
























Be. S«, 
You fpeake a Len that | vaderftend ant; 
My Life ftands wn he Revell of your Dreames, 
Which Me lay downe. 
Leo. Your AQvons are my Dreames. 
You had a Baflard by Polsxenes, 
And I but dresan'd ac: As you were paft all fhame, 
(Thofe of your Ff are (0) fo paft all crash; 
Whaech co deny, concernes more then auailes. for as 
Beat hath been catt out, like cost felfe, 
Father ovening 11(whieh 1s indeed 
More criminal in thee then it) fo thow 
Shalt feele our Iuflice; in whole cafelt paflage, 
Looke for ne \effe then deach. 
Her, Sut fpare yous Thresss : 
The Sugge which goa would fright me with, feeke: 
To anc can Life be no commodine; 
The crowne and comfort of my Life(your Fasor) 
Idee gue lof, for | doe feele it gone, 
Bat know not how st wene. My fecond loy. 
And firft Frans of my body, fiom his prefence 
Lam ber’d Jike ene infeAiows. My third comfort 
(Sear d molt woleckily) 1s from my brea 
( The innocence mike wn it moft innocent mouth) 
HeF'd owt comenher. My felfe on ewery Pol 
Proclaym'd a Strempet: With immodeft hatred 
The Child-bed priviledge deoy'd, which longs 
Teo Women of all fefhion. Lafily hurried 
Here,zo this plece,i'th’ open ayre, before 
I hawe got Aeength of Brn. Now(my Liege) 
Tell ne wher biefings I haue here alive, 
That I fhoutd (eare to die? Therefore proceed : 
Bat yet heare chis s auftske me not: no Life, 
(I prize it noc 0 firaw) bus for mine Honor, 
Whach I would free: if I thall be condemn'd 


























Apole be my ludge. 

Is aleogether inft : cherefere bring forth 
(Aad ps | ‘s Name) his Oracle. 

Be. Emperor of Refhs was my Fecher, 
Obs chat he were alive,ond here 

His Davghters Tryall : that he did but fee 

The flstneffe of my mulerie ; yet with eyes 
OF Pity nor R A 






















uiiy's Ptdlt ; und ches fince thea, 


























es « enalees Tyrant, ba moccene Babe 
King foak lime wishewe ax Haire sf that 


Pbieticd be the grese Apole. 
teed trath ? 


4) copa fo as ie ts here fer downe. 
Hans no ceiiags of] i'ch'Oracle: 
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The Seffions (hall proceed: this ismecre fallehood, 
Ser. My Lord the King : the King ¢ 
Leo. \Whaess the bafineffe ? 
Ser, OSit,1 thall be hated co report tt. 
The Prince your Sonne, with meere concert,end feace 
Of che Queenes (peed,is gone 

Lee. How? goac? 
Ser. Is beads 

Lee. Apelle's eng -y,and che Hesvens therafelues 

Doe ftaske at my Iniefiice. How now there? 

Panl. This newes 13s mortall co che Queene:L ook downe 
And fee whae Deach is doing. 

Leo, Toke her hence: 

Her heart is bot o're-charg’d : the will recouer. 
I haue too much beleeu'd mine ewne fefpirion: 
"Befeech youtenderly apply co ber 
Some remedies for lite. Apols pardon 
My great prephanencfle ‘point thine Oracle. 
Ite reconcile me to Pelsxenes, 
New woe my Qseene, recall che good Cennille 
(Whom I proclame amanof Truth,of Mercy:) 
For being tranfponed by my leslouties 
Tobloody thoughes,and to revenge, chofe 
Camille far the minifier, to 
My friend Pefrxenes : which had beendone, 
Rat that the pood mind of Camille cardied 
My Swift command : though J with Desth,and with 
Rewasd,did threscen and encourage him, 
Next doing it snd being done. he(moft hemene, 
And GIP'd with Honor) co my Kingly Gueft 
Vaclefp'd my pradtife,qoit his forrunes here 
(Which you knew great) and to the hazard 
Of all Incertaincies ,himfelte commended, 
No ncher theo his Honor: How he glifters 
Through my Raft? and how his Pictse 
Do's my deeds make the blacker? 

Pad. Woe the while: 

O cuc ny Lace,leaft my hear (cracking it) 
Breake too. 

Lord. What fic is ths? good Lady? 

Paul. What Audied tormencs( Tyrant )haft for meg 
What Wheeles?R ack s?Fires? Whac Aaying?boyhng? 
InLeads,or Oyles ? What old,or newer Torture 

Treceiue?whofe every word deferucs 
Toraite of chy moh worft. Thy Tyrsany 

ogether ans with thy leslouhes, 

‘ancles coo weske for Boyes,too greene end idle 

For Girles of Nine) Ochinke whas they hsue done, 
aly acto are hie 

gone fooleries were burt (pices of i. 

Ube i. ‘A Polixeues, was norhings 
(Thar did ber fhew thee, of s Foole,inconflant, 

And daraneble ingracefull:) Nox yh ae 
Thow would'ft haue 3 Angi amifie's Hones, 
To have him kills King : ST Gea: 
Mere monfirous Randing by : whereof I Loree 
The cafting forth co Crowes thy Baby-daughter, 
To be or none,or fiesle; bir Devil 
Would have fhed water out of firesere don’t s 
Nor is't dire@ly layd co thee che desth 
Of che young Prince, whufe honorable thoughts 
(Thooghrs high for one fo render) cleft che heart 
That covld concesue 0 groffe end foolith Sire 
Blermith’d his gracious Dom : this is nor.ne, 
Layd to chy enfwere: but che left: O Lords, 
When | have feid,cry woe: che Cigrene,rhe Queene, 
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The fweet A. deer’ creature's dead:& vengeance lor’e 
Nut drop d downe yer. 

Lord. The higher forbid. 

Pow Ufey the’s dead : le {wear't, If word,noc cath 
Preuailemot, go snd fee : if you can bring 
Tindure, or buftre in hes hp, ber eye 
Heatc outwardly, ot breach within, Ne ferve you 
As I would dothe Gods. Bur, Ochou Tyrant, 

Do not sepens thefe things, for they are heauser 
| Theo sll thy woes can Rite : therefore berake chee 
~ Tonoching bat difpaire. A thoufand knees, 
Ten choufand yeares cogecher, naked, fefting, 
Vpon a barren Mountaine, end Rill Wincer 
Ip Rorme perperuall, could nox moue the Gods 
Tolooke char way thou wer's. 
Lee. Goon, goon 
Thou cenft not fpeake too much, I bsuc deferud 
All 9 totatke cheir biccreft. 
Led. Sey co more; 
How ere the bulineffe poet, you baue made fauls 
I th boldneGe of your [peech 

Pan, Yam furry fort: 

All fauits I make. when J thall come to know thea, 
I do repent: Alss, | haue thew’ coo much 

The rafhneffe of s woman : he 19 towels 
TochNoble bears. What's gone, and what s paft helpe 
Should be paft greefe ; Donor receive afBiGion 

At my petitions 1 befeech you, rather 

Let me be punifh'd, bites core bas 
Of what you thould for ow (good my Liege 
Sir, Royall Sit. forgiue Srcolith seers ‘ ‘ 
The love I bore your Qycene (Lo, foole ag sine 

Tle fpeake of bite tecape your Children 
Iie not remember you of my owne Lord 

(Who is loft roo:) take your patsence to you, 


And lie fay nothin 
Leo. Thos didf (peake buc well, 
When molt the truch: which 1 rec moch better, 


Then to be pittied of chee. Prechee bring me 

To the bodies of my Queene, and Sonne, 
Onc greue fhall be for both : Vpon them hall 
The caufes of cheis death sppeare (vnto 

Our thame perpetual) once a day lie vific 

The Chappell where they lye, end ceares fhed there 
Shall be my recreation, Solong as Nature 

Will beare vp with this exereifle, [o long 

1 dayly vow co vies Come, end leade me 

To focrowes. 





Scena Tertia, 





Laser Antigonns, a Meorriner, Babe, Sheepe- 


An .Thon sre perfe& then, our fhip hath couche vpoa 
The Deforts of Bobenaa, 

(Mar 1 (my Lord) and feare 
We haye Landed mill ime: she skies looke grimly, 
And chreacen prefene blufters. In my confcience 
The heauens wirb chac we haue ip hand, are angry, 
ind frowne vpor's. 

Aw, Theis fecred wil's be done : go get a-boord, 
oke to thy barke, lle nor be long before 
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I call vpon thee. 

Mar. Make your bef hafle, and go net 
Too-ferre ith Land : ‘as keto be lowd westher, 
Befides chis place is faanous for the Crestares 
Of prey, chat keepe vpon’e, 

Antie Gothou sway, 

The fottow inftantly. 

cAtar, 1am glad ot heart 

Tobe fondue o'th bufineffe. Exws 

Ant. Come, poore babe; 

1 haue heard (but noc belecu’d) the Spirits o’ch dead 
May waike againe : sffuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd tome lait night: forne re was dreame 
Sohke swsking. Tomecomesscresture, 
Sometimes her head on one fide, fome snocher, 

1 oewer (aw a veffcll of like forrow 

So fill'd, snd fo becomming : in pure white Robes 
Like very fan@ity the did approach 

My Cabine where | lay : thrice bow d before me, 

And (gafping to begin fome (peech) her eyes 

Became two [pours ; che furse (pen, anon 

Did this breake from her. Geod Angomi, 

Since Fate (again chy besser difpofitien) 

Hach made chy perfon for the Thowes-oue 

Of my poore babe, according to thine oath, 

Places remote enough are mn Boheme, 

There weepe, and teaue ut crying : sad for che babe 

Is couned loft for cucr, Perduta 

I prethee calle: For this vngenile bofineffe 

Put oo thee, by my Lord, chou me're thalt fee 

Thy Wite Pewaa more : and fo, wub Duickes 

She melted into Ayre. Affrighted much, 

1 did in come colled my felfe, and choughs 

This was fu, and no fluatbcr : Dreames, are coyes, 
Vet for this once, yes (uperfiuoufly, 

I will be fquar’d by this. Ido beleeue 

Hermrons hath futter’d death, and that 

Apele would (this being sndeede che iffve 

Of King Polixenes) it fhould heere be lade 

(Eicher for life, o¢ death) vpen the earth 

Ofit's tight Father. Bloffome, fpeed chee. well, 

There lye, and there chy charraAter : there chefe, 
Which may if Fortune pleafe, both breed chee (pretty) 
And fill refi thine. Tne Rorme beginnes,poore wreich, 
That for thy mothers faule, ast thus expos'd 

To loffe, and what may follow. Weepe! canner, 

But my heare bleedes : ead moft accucf sen I 
Tobe by oath eniogn'’d co chis. Farewell, 

The day frownes more and mosy . thou'ts like to ave 
A lullabie too rough : } neues 2: 

The heavens fo dim, by day. A fevtge lemor? 

Well may I get a-boord : This :1 sbe (-sace5 ™ 
Lam gone for ever, Fert -rhed b afhers. 

Shep. I would there weren:: a,¢ ori@iewne toh 
three and cwenry, or thar youth w ould Gr +p outs 
for there is nothing (in che berweene) But g 
ches with childe, wronging the Awd 
fighting hearke you now : would any 
branes of ai and swro and twec 
ther ? They have fearr'd awny (wo vf 5 > 
which I feare che Wolfe williooner bn dps the Mar. 
er ; if aay where I heue chem, 1s by ihe dip? de, brows 
zing ofluy. Good-lucke (sod's be thy wah qhat bave 
we heere? wa Muito A very ay Veen, A 
boy, ora Childe I wonder ?( CY Ore$pd Petre regres 

onc ) fuse fome Scape, Th bar ote Boahith ver] 
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can reade Waiting-Gendewoman in the fc 
beene (ome faure- worke, fome Trunk 
beode-doore worke : rhey were warmer thet got this, 
poore Thing is heere. [le cake is vp for pity,yes 
Sle catry till my fonne come : he hallow’d but esen cow. 
Whoee-ho-boa, 


Cle. Hillos, lea. 

Shep. What? artfoneere ? Ifthoule fee a ching to 
calke on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hicber : 
wher syl’f chou, man? 

(le. Thane feene two fech fights, by Ses & by Land: 
bur { am nor co fay it is 8 Sea, for itis now che dkie, be- 
twist che Firmament snd it, you cennos thru a bodkms 


Id you did bus fee how ie chafes,how it re- 
gtt.how it takes vp the fhore but that’s not to the point: 
Oh, che moft puceods cry of the poore foules,fometimes 
ta fee em andnotto {ee ‘em : Now the Shippe besring 
the Moone with her maine Malt, end anon fwallowed 
wth yefl and froth, es you'd shruft a Cocke ino a hogf- 
head. And then for the Land-feruice, to fee how 
Beare core out bis (houlder-bone, how he cride to mee 
for helpe, and (aid his name was Astegeums a Nobiemsn: 
Bet co enake an end of che Ship, to fee how che Ses flap- 
on dict: dut firft, how the poore foules reared, and 
rmock'd them:and how the poore Gentleman roa. 
red, and che Bearemock dhim, both roaring lowder 
then che fea, of weather 

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this boy ? 

Cle. Now, now: I have not wink'd fince 1 (aw thefe 
fights : . che men are not yet cold vader water, noe the 
Beare halfe din'd on the Gentleman : he's at 1t now. 

Shep. Woald I had bin by, to haue help'd the olde 


Cle. 8 woald youhsd beene by the fhip fide, co heve 
help d her,there your charity would haue lack'd fooung. 
. Hesay matters, heauy matters: bur lookeshee 

fe: chou met'h with things 
me Here's efighe for thee: 
-closch for » Squires childe: looke 
en's: fo, let's fee, ic 


dying. I wach things new 
Looke thee, a bearin 
thee heere, take vp, cake vp (Boy: ) 
way told me I fhoald be nch by che Faines. This ts fome 
Chaagrhng ‘ opens: what's wnhin boy? 

Cle. You're a mad oldeman: If the finves of your 
youth ese forgiven you, you're welltofiue. Golde, all 


Shep, This 1s Faiery Gold boy, and ‘rwill prone fo: vp 
with 1, keepe st clofe: home, home, the next way, We 
ore lackie (bey) andco bee fo Rill requires noching but 
fecrecre. Lex my fheepe go Come (good boy the neze 


Cle. Go youthe neat way with your Findings, Ile go 
lee of the Beare bee gone from the Gencleman, endhow 
mach he hath eaten: chey sre never curft bur when they 
are hungry : f there be any of him left, Ike bury it. 

Shop. That's a good deed: if thew mayeft difeerne by 
es = 18 left of hum, whac he is, fetch me to ch'ighe 


Clawer. “Merry wall |: and you (hall helpe to pec him 
Soop. Tien lucky day, boy, 204 wee'l do good deeds 
¢ Excun 








eA us Quartus, Scena Prima. 





Eucer Time, the Chere” . 

Time. I chet plesfe fome, cry all : both ioy and terror 
Of good, and bad : chac makes, and vnfolds erroy, 
Now take epon me (in the name of Time) 
To vfe my wings : lmpuce it not 8 come 
To me, os wy (wife paffage, chat I fide 
Ore fistcene yeeres,and lesue the growth vatride 
Of thac wide gap, Gnecit is in my powre | 
To orethrow Law, and in one felfe.borne howre 
To plant, sad ore-whelme Cuflome. Let me pale 
The (ame | am, ere ancsent'ft Order wae, 
Or whac 6 now receiu'd. 1 witnefie co 
The times that brought sheen in, (0 thail! do 
To th'fretheft things now reigning, snd meke Rale 
The gliftersng of clus prefent,es my Tele 
Now (cemes to it: your pauence this allowing, 
I carne my gleffe, and give my Scene fuch growing 
As you had flept betweene : Leeates lesuing 
Th'effedts of his food sealoafies, fo greeung 
That he thute vp himlelfe. Imagine me 
(GentleSpe@ators) that |now may be 
In faite Bohemss, and remember well, 
I mentioned  fonneo'th Kings, which Florezell 
] now name co you: and with {peed fo pace 
To (peake of Perdes, now growne in grace 
Equell with wond'sring Wher of her infoes 
TW not prophetic: but ler Temes newes 
Be knowne when cis brought forth. A thepherds dsugh- 
Aad what to her adberes, which followes after, (ces 
Is ch’argument of Time: of this silow, 
If ewer you haue fpent came worfe, cre now: 
Ifnever, yet that Time himfelfe doth fay, 
He withes earnefily, you acuer may, Exits. 



























Scena Secunda. 







Exter Pot xewes, and Camille. 

Pol \ pray chee (geod Camefe) be no more importu- 
meter «isa lickneffe denying thee eny thing: 9 death to 
gtanc chis 

Cam. Icisfifteene yceres fince 1 faw ay Councrey : 
though | have (for the moft pert) bin ayred abroad,! de- 
firecolay my bones there. Befides, che penitent King 
(my Mafter) hach tent for me, to whole feeling forrowes 
J might be tome allay, or 1 oreweene co thinke fo) which 
ss anocher {purre to my departure. 

Pel. Asthou lou'f me ((anesfle) wipe not out the rel 
of chy fences, by leauing menow: the neede 1 haue of 
thee, thine owne: goodneffe hath made : betrer not co 
hage had chee, then thus to wane thee thou haung made 
me Bufinefles, (whichnone (without thee) can fuffici- 
ently manage) muft either Ray co execate them thy felfe, 
or take away with thee the very ferusces thou haft done: 
which if ] haue not enough confidered (as too much! 
cannot) to bee more thankefull to chee, fhall bee my fu- 
die, and my profirc theran, che hesping friendfhippes. 
Of thae facalt Counrrey Sicilia, prethee fpeeke no more, 
whofe very narmng puonifhes me with the remembrance 
Bb ° 
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of chat penicenc (as thou calft him) and reconciled King 
my brother, whole loffe of his mof precious Queene & 
Children, are even now to be a-freth lamemed. Say to 
me, when few'ft choo the Prince FlerizeB my fon? Kings 
are no leffe vnhappy, their sffuc, not being eracious, then 
they ore inloofing them, when they haue spproved their 
Vertues. 

Came, Sis, it is three dayes fince } faw the Prince: what 
his happier affayres may be, are to me enknowne : but | 
hane (mifsingly) noted, he is of lace much retyred from 
Court, and is leffe frequent to his Princely cxercifes then 
formerty he hach ed. 

Pel. \ have contidered fo much ((amelle) and with 
fome care, fo farre, thac] haue eyes vader my ferutce, 
whichlooke epon his remouedneffe: from whom I have 
this Intelligence, chat he is feldome from the houfe of a 
moft homely fhepheard : a man (chey fay) that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbors, 
js growne mto an vnfpeakable eftate. | 

Cam. Shove heard (fir) of fechs man, whohatha 
daughcer of moft rare nore : she report of her is extended 
more, then can be thought to begin from fucha coreage 

Pol. Thec's likewife part of my Intelligence : but(! 
feare) the Angle that pluckes our fonne thither. Thou 
thal accompany vs to the place, where we will (not ap- 

aring what we are have fome queftion with the thep- 
haa 3 from whofe fimplicity, I chinke 1 not wneafie to 
get the caufe of my fonnesreforechether  “Preche be 
prefent partner in this bufines,and lay afide che thoughts 
of Sicillia. 

Cam. | willingly obey your command. 

Pet. My beft Camilo, we mult difgurfe our felues.Evn 





Scena Tertia 








Enter Auolicus faging . 
Whee Daffadils begsa te peere, 
with berg the Deoxy ener the dale, 
why ren comes ia the focet othe peeve. 
Fer she red blood rasgus on 5 sinters pale 


The whee farete bleaching on the bedge, 
veh bey the forces priors bow they fing: 
Dab fa teeth ancdge, 
Fora sa 5) afr ri 


The Larke shat irra Lyre chasms, 

ov ub beigh she Torafh and the Lay: 

Ave Sumeamer foags for me and my Awa, 

While we lpe tmaedloag in the bey. 
I have feru'd Prince Flerizef, andin my time wore three 
pile, but now | am out of feruice. 


‘Bun foal 1 ge sash ferrbas (mx deere) 
thegale Mooee {Fines o: 
Aad when | wander pathy doa 
1 shen de moft ga right. 
Uf Trokers may baus le ane v9 let, 
and beare the Sow. skin Bowget, 
Then my account | well may sume, 
and in the Stocks: anouch-2, 
My Teafficke 1s (heeces : when the Kite builds, looke co 
leffer Linaen. My Fasbet nam’d me efataicm,who be- 
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ing (a2 J am) lytter'd vnder Mercurie, washhkewife » 
{napper-vp of voconfidered infles; With Dye at.d drab, 
eee ts Caparifon, and my Revennew is che filly 

te, Gallowes, and Knocke, aretoo puwesfull on 
the Highway. Beating and hanging are terrors co mees 
For the life to come, I fleepe ou: che thought ofn. & 
prize, a prize 

Eater Clasae. 

Cle, Lec me fee, Leauen-westher toddes, cwery 
tod yeeldes pound and odde fhilling : Gficene hundred 
fhorne, what comes the wooll coo ? 

Au. lfche {prindge hold, tbe Cocke's mine. 

Clo lcannct do't without Compters. Let mee ke, 
what am I co buy for ous Sheepe- thearing-Featt? Theee 
pound of Sugar, five pound of Currence, Rice: Wher 
will thus fifter of ming do with Rice ? But my fecbes hach 
made her Miltcis of the Feat, and the layesston Shee 
hath made-me four and twomy Nofe-gayes for she fhea- 
rers (chice-men fong-men, all, and very good ones) bur 
they are ir hake Measnes and Bafes; but one Puss. 
tan among it chem, and he Pfalmes to horne 

Tmuft have Saffron to hilen Te Werden Pies, Via 
Daces, none: thec’s out of my nore: Nurmeg ges, feuen ; 
a Race of cwo of Ginger, bur chat Imay begee : Foure 
pound of Prcwyns, and 3s many of Reyfoas oth Sea. 

Am Oh,that ever ] was borne, 

Cle: Vabname of me. 

Aw. Obhelpe me, helpe mec . plecke but off thefe 
eagges: and then. death death, 

Cle. Alacke poore foule, chou hsft need of more rags 
co lay on chee,rather chen haue thefe off 

Ava. Ob fic, the loathfomneffe of them offend mee, 
more then the fripes ] haue recereed, which are mightue 
ones aod millions, 

Cle. Alas poore men, a million of beating may come 
Lo a greet maccer, 

Aut. Lamrob d fir, and beaten: , and ap- 
parcel] cane from me,and thefe dereftable chings put vp- 
on me, 

Cle. What,by a borfe-man,or a foot-man? 

as. A fooiman ((weet wk foormen. 

Cle, Indeed, he fhould be a footman, by the garments 
hehas left with thee: {fthisbee a horfemons Coste, » 
hath feene very hot fetuice, Lend me thy hand, Ike helpe 
thee. Come,lend me thy hand, 

At. Oh good br, cenderly,oh. 

Cle. Alas poore foule. 

Am, Oh good fir, fulcly, good fir: Ufeare (Ge) my 
fhoulder- btade 1s our. 

Cle. How now? Canfi (tand? 

Ast, Softly deere fir: good fir, foftly . you ha done 
me a charitable office 

Cle. DoeR lacke any mony ? Lhave a litle mony for 
chee. 

Aat, No,good {weet fir :n0, 1 befeech you fic: 1 hawe 
a Kinfman not paft three quarters of armiehence, vate 
whome I was going: J fhalltherehave money, es anie 
thing I wane ; Offer me no money J pray yoo, that hulles 
my heart 

Clee What manner of Fellow was bee that rebb'd 

ou? 

Aa, Afellow (fir) chat Thaucknowne to goe sdevt 
with Trofl-my-dames : I knew him once a feroanc of che 
Prince 1 I cannercell good hr, for whichof bis Ver 
cuesit was, but heewas certaincly Whips our of che 
Court. 







Cle. 












and yet it will no more bat abide, 

Aut. Vices t would fay (Sir) I know this man well, 
he hath bene fince an Ape-bearer, then a Proccffe-feruer 
(s Bayliffe) saben hee compaft a Motion of the Prodigall 
fonne, and aarried s Tinkers wife, within a Mile where 
sy Land and Living lye: ; and (haaing Bowne over ma- 
ay kneuith profefhons) be ferled oncly in Rogue: fome 
call him Asteolicas. 

Cle. Out vpon him : Prig for my life Prigshe haunts 
Wakes, Faires,and Beare-baitings. 

tar. Very woe fir: he fig hee : that’s the Rogue chat 
put anc into this apparrell. 

Qe. Nora more cowardly Rogue in all Bobenvia; If 
yon had but look’d bigge, and {pit athien, hee'ld bave 


renne, 

Aa, 1 waft coufeffe to you(fir)T amino fighter : Tem 
fale ofheart that way. & that he knew J warrant him. 

Cle. How doyou now? 

ett. Sweet fa, much better then I was: | can ftand, 
gad walke: I will eucn cake my leaue of you,& psce foft- 
ly towards my Kinfmaus. 

Clo. Shall | bring chee on the way? 

Jim, No, good fac’d fie, no fweer fir. 

Cée. Then tartheewell, [ muft go buy Spices te 


» Profper you fweer fir. Your purfe isnot hoc e- 
sough to purchafe your Spice: Ile be with you st your 
theepe ing too : If] make not this Cheat bring out 
anocher, and che fhecrers prove theepe,let me be vnrold, 
sad my azme put in che booke of Vertue. 


Sog-on Tog-on, the fact path 
Song pend te tabs 

A wrarsy beart gees all the day, 

Your fad tyres m a Mile-a, 


















Exe. 












Scena Quarta. 











Eoter Florizct, Perdsta,Shepberd Clowne,Polixentt Cae 
mols, ‘4, Dereas,Seruants, Autoticms, 
Fle. Thefe your vav{uall weeds, to each part of you 
Do's gine a life: no Shepherdeffe, bat Flora 
in Aprils froat. This yous theepe-fhearing, 
Issa of the petty Gods, 
Aod ity bela Br 
Perd. Six : my gracious Lord, 
To chide at your extreames, it not becomes me: 
(Ob pardon, thst Insme them:) your high felfe 
The gracious marke o'th’Land, you have obfcor'd 
8 Sweaihes wearing : and me (poore lowly Mside) 
Moi Goddeffe. like prank’d vp: But char our Feafts 
Io cucry Meffe have folly ; and the Feeders 
a Cuftome, I fhould blath 
To fee you fo attyr'd : fworne I chinke, 
To thew my felfe a glafle. 
Whea my good Falcon, madeher fight acre 
my good Falcon, 

Ped. Now loue sffoord you caufe: 

To me che difference furges dread (your Greatr effe 
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Should this way, 2s you did : Oh the Fates, 
How world he looke, to fee his worke, fo 

Masa (oesaory buhesbommee nie LA ee 
s I (athefe my borrowed Flsunts) bebold 
The Rernacile of his prefence? 

Fle, A 


Becofee a Bull, and bellow'd: the greene 
A Ram, and bleated : and the Fire-rosb'd-God 


Were newer for a peece of beaury, rarer, 
Nor in a way fo chafte : nce my defires 
Run not before mine honor : nos my Lufts 
Burne hoctet then my Paich 
Perd, O but Siz, 
Your reiomes sa bales tiecer ol da 
Oppos'd (as it muft be) byth'powre z 
One of reed vite be cen, ing 
Which chen will ¢, ou change this pur. 
Ors my life. z (poke, 
Fle, Thou deer't Perdaa, 
With thefc forc’d thougbrs, F prethee darken aor 
The Mirth o'th Feaft : Or Ile be thine (sy Faire) 
Or not my ForI cenace be 
Mine owne, nec any thing to any, if 
1 be not thine. zoe Tam molt oes 
Thoagh no, Be roerry the 
Scrangle fuchr ph as thefe,with thing 
Thst you behold the while. Your @r'e comming : 
Lifev couurensace, ss it were the dey 
of ation of that nuptisll, which 
We two haue fworne fhall come, 
Perd, O Lady Fortuee, 
Stand you aufpicions. 
Fle. See, yout Guefts spproach, 
Addreffe a felfe co entertaine them fprightly, 
ane oe “doops eel Id wife ha’d 
5 er) when my o 3 
srhis ey. was both Papeler, Bucler, Cooke, ve 
Both Dame and Seruant: Welcom'd all: feru'd ell, 
Would fing her fong, 20d dance her torne 1 now heere 
Acepperend o'th Table; now, ith middie: 
On his fhouldes, and his : her face o’fire 
With labour, and che ching the cooke to quench it 
She would toesch one fip. You are retyred, 
Asif you were a feafted one ; snd not 
The Hofteffe of the meeting : Pray you bid 
Thefe vnknowne friends to’s welcorhe, for iris. 
A way to make vs bezter Fiiends, more knowne. 
Come, cqlanch soar bhidhses, aad 


se i felfe 
‘That which you are, Miftris o'th’Peaft, oa, 


And bid vs welcame to your fheepe-(heariog, 
As your geod flocke thal profper. 
erd. Str, welcome: 
Icis my Fathers will, I (hoold cake on mee 
The Hofteflethip o'th'day : you're welcome fir, 
Gime me thofe Flowres (Dercas.) Reuerend Sirs, 
For you, there's Rof , and Rue, chefe keepe 
Seemi:g, and favour all the Winter soos 
Grace, and Remembrance be co you bot 
And welcome coour sail ‘ 
3 


Pol.s 
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Pel. f ) 
(A faire one are you:) well you fit our ages 
With flowres of Winter, 
Perd. Sir, the yesre growing ancient, 
Not yet on fummers death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, the fayreft flowres o'ch feafon 
Ace our Carnations, and fircak’d Gilly.vors, 
(Which fome call Natures baftards) of thackiod 
Our rufticke Gardens barren, and I care not 
To get flips of them. 
Pel. Wherefore (gentle Maiden) 
Do younegledt them. 
Perd. For Ihave heerd it faid, 
There isan Are, which in sheir prdeneffe hares 
With great creating-Nature. 
Pol. Sey there be: 
Vet Nature is made beccer by no meane, 
Bur Nature makes chet Meane 1 fo oucr that Art, 
(Which you fay addes to Nature Jis an Art 
That Nacure makes : you fee (weet Maid) we marry 
A gentler Sten, to che witleft Stocke, 
And make conceyue a berke of bafer kinde 
By bod of Nobler race, This is an Arc 
Which do’s mend Nacure : change it rether, but 
The Art it felfe. is Nacure. 
Perd, So itis. 
Pol, Then make you Garden rich in Gilly’vors, 
And do not call chem bafterds. 
Perd, Ne not put . 
The Dible in earth, co fet one flip of chem: 
No more then were ! painted, | would with 
This youth fhould fey ‘twer well : and onely therefore 
Ocfirctobreed by me. Here's flowres for you: 
Hox Lavender, Mints, Sauory, Mariorum, 
The Mary -gold, char goes co bed with Sua, 
And withhim rifes, weeping : Thefe are flawres 
Of middie fummer, and I chmkethgy are giveo 
To man of middle age. Yate very welcome. 
Cam. I thould leaue grafing, were I of your flocke, 
And onely liue by gezing. 
Perd. alas: 
You'ld be fo leane, that blaits of Janus (Friend, 
Would blow you through and through.Now (my fairft 
I would [ had foine Flowres o'th Spring, sha mighe 
Become your time of a : and yours, and yours, 
That weare vpun your Virgin-branches yee 
Your Maiden. beads growing : O Proferpina, 
Fer the Flowresnow, that (righted) thou let'ft fall 
From. Dyffes Waggon : Daffadils, 
That come before che Swallow dares, and take 
The windes of Maseh with beauty : Violets (dim, 
But fweerer chen the lids of /wwe's eyes, 
Or Cytherea’s breath) pale Prime-tofes, 
That dye vnmartied, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus sn his ftrengch (a Maladie 
Molt inciden: to Maids:) bold Oxlps, and 
The Crowne Imperial : Lillies of all kinds, 
The Flowre-de-Luce being one.) O, thefe I lacke, 
o make you Gaslands of) and my {wees friend, 
To flrew him o’re, and ore. 
Fle. What? like a Coatfe? 
Perd, No, like 3 banke, for Love to lye, and play on: 
Nochke a Coarfe: or ifs not tobe biried, 
But quicke, and in mive asioes, Come,take your flours, 
Meshinkes I play ss I hauc feene chem do 
la Whitfon-Paftorals : Suse chia Robe of mine 


Seill bereers whee is done. Whes e (Sweet 
Mile askeaiWiaee ) 
Nee or and fell fo : fo give 
Pray fo: a the ord’ti Aféyres, 
To fing chem too. When tom dodancn I with you 
A wave o'th Sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing buc thse : moue fill, Rill fos 
And owne no other Fendtion. Esch your doing, 
(So fingeler, in each pacticulae) 
Sep vig rgb ict the prefene deeds, 

8 are Queenes. 

4.0 Dericis, 
Your praifes are too large: But that your youth 
And the true blood which peepes fairely through’, 
Do plainly giue you oat an vnftain'd Sphepherd 
With wi c, Imight feare (my Dersies) 
You woo'd me the falfe wey. 

Fle, I chinke you haue 
As litle skill co feare, as I haue purpofe 
To put youco’r. But come, our dance I pray, 

Your hand (my Perdsa:) fo Tuxtles paire 
That never meane to psrt. 

Perd. Ve fweare for ‘em. 

Pe. This isthe prettieR Low-borne Laffe,chatever 
Ran onthe greene-ford : Nothing fhe do's, or feerhes 
But (mackes of fomeching greater then her felfe, 

Too Noble for this place. 

Cam. He tels her fomething 
Thac makes her blood looke on't: Good footh the is 
The Queene of Curds and Creame. 

Clo, Come on: firike vp. 

Dereas, Mepfa muft be your Miltrig: marry Garlick 
to mend her koffing with, 

CMe. Now in good time. 

Cie. Nots word,a word, we fland vpon ows manners, 
Come, firike vp. 

Heere a Dawnce of § and 


Sheplear ddeffes. 
Pol. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Sweine is this, 
Which dances with your sr 2 
Shep. They call him Dorieles, and boss hienlelfe 
To have a worthy Feeding ; but i have it 
Vpon his owne report, and I beleeue it : 
He lookes like footh : he fayeshe loues my davghses, 
I thinke fo too ; for never gaz'd the Moone 
Vpon the water, as hee’ ftand and reade 
As wwere my daughtets eyes: and to be pling, 
I chinke there is not halfe a kifle ioctioste 
Who loues another beft 
Pel. She eon featly. 
Shep. So fhe do's any thing, though I report i 
That (hould de filene : fp fine 
Do ligt. vpon her, the thall bring him that 
Which he not dreames of, Emer Seruant. 
Ser, O Mafter :ifyou did but hesre the Pedler ac the 
doore, you would never dance againe after s Tabor and 
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could not moue you: hee hoges 
feuerall Tunes, falter chen you'l sell money: hee wccers 
them as he had eaten ballads and all mens eares grew to 
his Tunes: 
Cle, He could newer come berter : hee fhall come in : 
YT loue a ballad bur even roo well, if it be dolefull mactes 
merrily fe. downe 1 of 8 very plesfem thing inderde and 
fung lamencably. ie 
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Sar. He hath for men, or women, of afl fixes: 
No Milliner can fo fic his cntomers with Cloves: he has 
the pretaeft sia a for Maids, fo without bawdrie 

which is ftcange,) with fech delicate berthens of Dil- 

‘sand Fadings : Jump-her, and thump-her; ond where 
fome firetch-rnoush'd Ralcall, woald (as 1¢ were) mesne 
mifcheefe, and breake s fowle gap into the Marter, hee 
makes the maid to anfwere, whey dor menobarme good 
mea: put'shim off, flights him, with seberp, dee mee v0 


Pel, Thisis a braue fellow. 


Clo. Beleece mee, thoucatkef of an sdmirsble con- 
cested fellow, has he any vnbraided Wares ? 

See. Hee hath Ribbons of all che colours» th Raine- 
bew ; Points, more then al! the Lewyersin Bohemia, can 
leacnedly handle, though they come to him by th'groffes 
Inckiles, Caddyffes, Cambriches, Lawnes. why he fings 
em over, 3s they were Gods, or Goddeffes; you would 
shinke 9 Smocke were a fhee-Angell, he fo chauntes to 
the fleewe-hand, snd the worke about the (quare on’t. 

Ch, Pre‘thee bring hun in, and let him approach fine 
B's 

Perd. Gocewarne him,chac he vfe no (currslous words 
in’s tunes. 

Clam. Youhaue of thefe Pediers, chat have more in 
them, chen youl'd chinke ( Sifter.) 

Perd. 1. good brother, of go stout to thinke, 


Enter Aut cleus fagrog. 
Lawe as white a drrarn Seew, 
Crproffe blacks a ere was Crow, 
Clones a: facets as Demaste Rofts, 


Maskgs for faces, and for wofes 
3 orkg 


. Neckg-lase Amber, 
Por func for « Ladets Chamber) 
Golden Quefes, and Stomacbers 
For may Lads, to gywe thew deers : 
Pas, and peal ‘i rsale Lda 
67hat Mards lacke from bead 10 beele: 
(Coase buy of me, couse:conse buy come buy, 
Bay Lads, or et(s your Laffes ery . Come bay 


Cle, If werenocin love wih CMep/a, thou thouldft 
take se money of me, but bemg enchrall’d ss 1 am,s¢ will 
alfo be the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloves, 

Adep. \ was procus’d chem sgainft che Fest, bur they 
come sot too Ine now. 

Der. He hath promus’d you more then that,’ of there 
be lyars. 

Ada. te hath paid you sll he promis'd you: ‘May be 
he has peid you more, which will theme youto give him 


Che. Ig chere eo manners lef maids? Will they 
weave thew plockacs, where they fhould bear their faces ? 
Is chere not milki ? When you are going to bed? 
Or kill-bole? To whillle of thefe fectets, but you muft 
be taeche-cacling before all our guefis?’T1s well chey are 
ot . your tongues,and not s word more. 

Sep. | have done ; Come you promis'd me a tawdry- 
lace, and a peice of fwreet Gloves, 

Cf, Havel not cold thee how I was cozen’d by the 
way and loft oll my money, 

Aas. And indeed Six, chere are Cozeners abroad,ther- 
fore ic behooues men to be wary. 

Cle. Fease nex thou aian,thou thek lofe ooching here 

Aha, 1 bope fo fr, fos I hawe shout me msny parcels 
of charge, ° 


29 
Cla, Whas heft Sa boes Ballads? oF 
é now : Hloues ballet ia ; 
life pibigheagolrs ines are true sing 

Aa. Here's one, toe very dolefull tune, hows Viu- 
revs wile was Drought to bed of twenty mones bages at 
8 burthen, and how fhe long‘d to cate Adders and 
Tosds carbonado'd. 

Adop. Issc true, thinke you ? 

Aut, Very cree, and but s moneth old, 

Der, Biefle me from marrying 8 Vforer. 

Aas. Here's the Midwives nome to't : one Milt. Tale. 
Porter,and fue or fix hone Wiues, chat were prefens. 
Why fhould I carry byes abroad ? 

Diop’ Pray you now buy ic. 

Clo. Come-on, lay it by: and let's firft fee mee Bel. 
lad» Wee'l buy che other things anon, 

Aw. Here's another ballad ofsFith, thse appeared 
vpon the coalt,on-wenfday the fourefcore of April, fortie 
thoufand fadom sbowe water, & fung this ballad sg sink 
the hard hearts of maids : 1¢ wes choughr (he was a Wo- 
man,end was tern'd into a cold fith, for the wold not ex- 
chenge Neth with one thet lou'd her : The Ballad 1s very 
pittifull, and as crue. 

De. \s1¢ crue too, thinke you. 

Amel, Fise iuflices hands ac it, and witneffes more 
then my pecke will hold. 

Cle ly it by too ; enother. 

Aat. Thisis a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mey, Let'shave fome merry ones. 

out, Why thisis 2 paffing merry one,snd goes to che 
tune of two maids wooing amen: there's fcarfe a Marde 
weflward but the fings st: "tis in requeft,} can cell you. 

Mop. We can both fing ic : if chou'lt beare a part,thou 
thal heare, ‘tis in three pasts, 

Dor, We had the tene on't,2 month sgoe. 

Mat, \ con besre my part, you auft know ‘cis my oc- 
cupacion : Hove st it with you: 

Song Geryeu bence. for 1 
Where ot fits not you to know. 
whether? 
O whether ? 
Whether ? 
It becomes thy cath full well, 
. Theutome thy fecvetssel 
CMe ree: Le me ge therker : , 
Or sheu gecft etb’Grange, ov I 
Ifte pa thew deft he 
Nesher, 
What wether? 
Neuher. 
Thea baft fworne wsy Lowe tebe, 
Thow haf fworwe tt more to mee. 
Theaw go? Say whether ? 

Clo. Wee'l have this fong out anon by ous felues: My 
Facher,end she Gent.are in fad talhe,&¢ wee'll not trouble 
them : Come bring away shy pack afces me, Wenches Ile 
buy for you both: Pedler lec’s have che firlt choice;folow 
me girles. Mar; Andyou thail psy well foc em. 
Song. Wsh you buy any Tape, or Lace for your Crpe? 

Ad; dainty Dacke, my deeve-a? 
Ang Sithe, any Thred, any Toyes fer your bead 
Of the news't aud fins't fins't weartea. 
Come tothe Pedier, Moneys amedier, 
That deth vtter oll mens ware-a. Ext, 

Sev uan. Mayfter, there 1s three Careers, three Shep 

herds, three Neae- herds,three Swine-herds y hae mad, 
Bb 2 them 
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and they heue s Dance, which the Wenches (ay is 2 gi 
ly-aufrey of Gambols, becaufe they are notine ~~ bat 
they tbeméelues sreoth'minde (if 1 bee not too rough 
for ferme, that kaow little but bowling) « will pleafe 
plenisfully. 

Shep. Avesy -Weelnoneon't; beere has beene 100 
much borncly foclery already I know (Sir) wee wee- 
tre you, 

Pol. You weeanre chofe thac refrcth oss pray let's fee 
thefe foure -threes of Heardimen. 

Ser. One three of them, by ther ovene report (S1r,) 
hath danc'dbeforethe King = andaorthe worft of the 
three, but sumpest welue fuote snd a halfe by th fquire. 

we Leave your prating, fince thele pood men are 
pleat*d, let chem come in bur quickly now, 

for. Why. they fay at doore Sir 

Heere a Dance of twetec Saryres. 

Pel, O Father, you! know more of that hecreafter: 
fe wt not too fare gone? Tis came to pare them, 

He's imple, andtols nuch. How cow(feire thepheard) 
Yous heart full of fomething, thas do's take 

Your minde from feafting Sooth, when | was yong, 
And handed loue, #3 you do; | was won: : 

To load my Shee wrhknoches I would hawe ranlackt 
The Pedlers Alken Treafucy, and hawe pows'd o¢ 

Tohes ecceprance sti have let him go, 

And nothing marted with hun. If your L offe 
lacerpretation (hoeld sbule, and call this 

Your lacke oflowe, ot bounty, you were {traced 
For a ceply at lesft, f you mabe a case 

Of happie holding her. 

Fle. Old Sir, I know 
She perzes not (uch enfles as chefe are : 
The gifts the Jookes from me, are packs and locke 
Vp wm my heart, which Ihave given siresdy, 
Bur noc deliver'd. O heare ebiesih roy Ife 
Before this ancient Suz, whom ( « Hhould feeme) 
Hach fomeume loo'd: I take chy bend, chis hand, 
As (oft as Doves. downe, and 23 whee asst, 
Or Ethyopisns rooth, or the fan'd faow, that’s bolted 
By sh Northerne blafts, twice ore. 

Pel, What followes chis? 
How pretiily th yore Swaine feemes co wath 
The hand, was faire before ? | baue pat yowout, 
Bat co your protefiation : Let me heare 
What you profeffe 

Fle. Do, and be wiuneffe to0'e. 

Pol, And themy neighbour coo ? 

Fle Aad he, and more 
Then he, and men ; the carth, the heavens, and all ; 

Thac were | crown’d the mol Imperial] Monarch 
Thereofmof worthy were i che faysefA youth 

Thas eves made eye fwerue, had force and knowledge 
More chen was ever mans, J would net prize them 
Without her Leue ; for her, employ them all, 
Commend them, end condemae them to bes ferwice, 
Or co their owne perdinoa. 

Pel Fairely offer'd, 

Cam. This hhewes s found affetion. 

Shep. Bar my daughter, 

Say you che like co him, | 

Per I cannot fpeake 
So well, (nothing fo well) no, nor meene better 
By th parcerne je ee owne thoug hes, | cus out 

The pusiie of his, 


The Winters Tale. 
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. Take hands, abargasne ; 
‘frends vnknowne, you thal! beare witnelle to's : 
I giae my daughter co hum, and will make 
Her Portion, equal his, 
Fle. O. that mult bee 
Ith Vercue of your daughcer One being dead, 
I fhall have more then you can dreame of yer, 
Enough then for your wonder : bus come-ca, 
Contra es fore thefe Wunefes. 
Shep. Come, your hand : 
And daughter, yours. 
Pd. Sok Swawe awhile, befcech pou, 
Haue you s Father? 
Fle. J have : but wher of hin ? 
Pel. Knawes he of the? 
Fle. He nenher do's, nor thal. 
Pd. Me-chinkes s Father, 
Is a: che Nupsiall of his foane, 3 guct 
Thac bet becomes the Table : Pray you once more 
Is aot your Fathes growne incopesble 
Of resfonable sffayres ? Is he nox Rupid 
With Age, and alteing Rheumes? Can he (peahe ? heave ? 
Koow man, from man? Dspace his owne eftare ? 
Lres he nex bed-tid ? And agamne, do's notning 
But what he did, being chddith> 
Fle No good Sar 
He bas tus health, and smpicr firength ladeedte 
Then moll have of bis age 
Pol By ny wiute beord, 
Y ou offer bien (sf this be 10) 3 wrong 
Something enfillsall . Reafon my fonne 
Shoold choofe himfelfe a wite, bie at good reafon 
The Father (all whofe roy nothing elfe 
Bur fesse poersty ) fhould hold fome cognlade 
Li fuch 2 bufinefle 
Fle Cyceld oli chis; 
But for fone other cealons (my grave Sir) 
Which cis not fis you know, | noe ac quame 
My Father of chis bolineffe. 
Pol. Lerhimknowt, 
Fle He thall nor. 
Pel. Prethee let him. 
Fle Ne, be muft nor 
Shep. Let here (my fonne) he fbell not need t0 creene 
At. knowing of uby chorce 
Fis, Come, come, he muft not 
Marke our ConcraA 
Pel. Marke your dworce (yong fr) 
Whoa fonne I dare not call . Thou art too bafe 
Te be achnowledge. Thou a Scepters beve, 
Thac thus affedts s fheepe-hooke ? Thea, old Traizor, 
1 am forty, chat by hanging thee, F can 
bur thorren thy live one weeke. And thee, freth peece 
Of excelleat Witchcraft, whom of force weft know 
The royall Foole choo coap'f with. 
*Shep. Ob ey heart. 
Pol. Le have thy beauty feracchs with beiers & made 
Mere homely chen thy late. For thee (fond boy) 
If 1 may ever know thou dof bur figh, 
That thoe no more thal neuer [ee is knacke(as neuer 
1 meane chou thalt) wee'l barre chee from fuccethon, 
Nox hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 
Ferre (ben Denealsen off : (marke thou my words) 
Follow vs tothe Court. Thou Charle, for this tune 
(Though fall of our difpleafure) yet we free thee 
Ficus the dind bse of i: And jes one 
of. 








W osthy enough a Heerdfmsn : yea bim too, 
That makes bimfelfe (but for oor Honor thercin) 
Vawertby thee. If euer henceforth, thou 
Thefe curall Latches, co his entrance open, 
Or hope his body more, with thy embraces, 
I will deuife « death,as crueil for thee 
As thou art tender to't. 

Ferd. Even heerevndone: 
J was not much 3-feae d : for once, or twice 
1 was sbout to [peake, and cell him pleinely, 
The feife_Seare Sun, thac fhines vpon his Court, 
Hides not his vilage from our Cottage, bur 
Lookes on alike. Wilt pleafe you (Sir) be gone? 
I cold you what would come of this : Befeech you 
Of your owne ftate take care : This dreamc of mine 
Being now awake, Ile Queene it o0 inch farther, 
Bac milke my Ewes, and weepe. 

Cass, Why how now Father, 
Speake ere thou dycft. 

. I cannot {peake, nor thinke, 

Nos dare co know, that which I know : O Sir, 
You hese wndone aman of fourefcore three, 
Tha choughe co fill his graue in quiet t yea, 
To dye vpon the bed my father dy'de, 




















Tolye clofe by his honeft bones ; but now 
Some Hangman maft pur on my throwd, and lay me 
Whesreno Pricft thoueds-in Oh curfed wretch, 





Thac knew ft chis was the Prince, and wouldfl aduencure 
To cong faith with him, Vindone, vadone : 
If teoighe dye within this houre, I haweliu'd 
Todie when! defire. 
Fle. looke you fo vpon me ? 
Tam iy ha not Fear’ Balaid, 
Bot nothing altered: Whac I was, I sm: 
More firsining on, for plucking backe; 00 following 
My leafb vowilhogly. 
Can. Gracious my Lord, 
You know cy Fathers : stchis time 
He will allow no fpeech : Thich Ido gheile 
You do not purpofe co himn:) sad ashardly 
Will he endore your figh:, as yet I'feare; 
Then till che fury of his Highnefie feule 
Come sot before bim. 
Fis. I not surpofe x : 
I chiake Camda. 
Cams. Even be, Lord. 
Per. How often have | told you ‘cwould be thus? 
How often {hid my dignity would laf 
Bet till ‘twer knowne? 






Exs, 


















Let Nacere cruth the fides oth earth cogether, 
And marre the feeds within. Lift vp chy lookes: 
From my facceffion wipe me (Father) | 
Am heyre co my affeAion. 
Cam. Be adais’d. 
Fle, J nem: and by my Gancie,if my Reafon 
Wiul chereto be obedient : I haue reafon : 
If not, my fences betcer pleas'd wich madneffe, 
Do bid it welcome. 
Cam. This is de fperate ( 7h 
Flo. So call it : buc ic do's fulfill my vow: 
Ineed: ast thinke it honefly, Case, 
Net for Bebrenia, nar the pompethst may = 4 
Be thereat gleined : for all the Sun fees, ar 
The dote carth wombes, or the profound feas, hides 
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In mnknowne fadomes, will 1 breake my oath 
To this my faire below’d s Thereforc, } pray you. 
As you baue ever bin my Fathers honour’d 
When he fhall avifle me, as (in faith I meane not 
To fee him any more) caft your good counfailes 
Vpon his psfeion: Let my telfe, and Fortune 
Tug for thetimeco come. This you may know, 
And fo deliuer, 1 am pat to Ses 
With her, who heere I cannot hold on (hore: 
And moft opportune to her neede, I haue 
A Veiiell rides faft by, but noc prepar’d 
For this defigne. What courfe ] mesne to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concerne me che reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, 
I would your [pitit were eafier for sduice, 
Or Rtronger for your neede, 

Fle. Hearke Perdisa, 
Ile hearse you by end by. 

Cans. Hee’s irremoueable, 
Refolu'd for flight : Now were I happy if 
His going, I could frame to ferue my turne, 
Ssue him from danger, do him loue and honor, 
Purchafe the fight againe of deere Siculia, 
And chac vnhappy King, my Mafter, whom 
1 fo much chicht to fee. 

Fle, Now good Camille, 
Lam fo fraughe with curious bufineffe, thas 
Jieaue out ceremony. 

Cam. Sit, | chinke 
You hsue heard of my poore feruices, ith loue 
Thac I bave borne your Faches ? 

Fle. Very nobly 
Haue you defcru'd : [vis my Fathers Moficke 
To fpeske your deeds : not lisle ofhis care 
To have chem recompenc’d, 38 thought on. 

Cam. Weil (my Lord) 
If youmay pleafe to thinke I Jove che King, 
And through him, what's neereft cohim, which is 
Your gracious felfes embrace but my diredtion, 
If your more ponderous and (etled proic& 
Moy foffer alteration, On mine honor, 
Ile point yoo where you fhall have fuch receiuing 
As thall become your Highneffe, where you may 
Enioy your Miftris ; from the whom, | fee 
There's no difiundtion to be made, but by 
(As heavens forefend) your ruine : her, 
Aud with my beft endeuours, in your absence, 
Your difconceacing Fathes, ftriue to qualifie 
And bring him vp to liking. 

Fle> How Camille 
May this (almof a miracle) be done ? 
Thac I may call chee fomeching more then men, 
And after thet cruft co thee. 

(am. Have you thoughr on 
A place whereto youl go? 

Fle. Not any yet : 
Buc as th’ynthought-on accident is guilde 
To whae we wildly do, fo we profeffe 
Our felues to be the flaues of chance, and flyes 
Of every winde that blowes. 

Cam, Thenlift rome : 
Thistollowes, if you willnot change your purpofe 
But vodergothis fight; make for Sicillie, 
And chere prefent your felfe, and your fayre 
(For fo I fee the muft be) fore Leowses 5 
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She thall be habited, as te becomes 
The partner of your Bed. Me thinkes I fee 
Leontes opening his free Armes,and weeping 
His Welcomes forth:acks thee there Sonne forgiuenefie, 
As ‘twere ith’ Fathers perfon: kiffes the hands 
Of your freth Princefle; ore and ore divides him, 
“T wixe his vakindneffe,and his Kindneffe : th’one 
He chides to Hell and bids the other grow 
Fafter chen Thoughe, or Time. 
Fle, Worthy Case, 
What colour for ny Vifitation, fhall I 
Hold vp before him? 
Cam. Sent by the roe your Facher 
To greet him,and to give him comforts, Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him,with 
What you (as from your Father) (hall delwer, 
Things knowne becwiszt vs three, Lie write you downe, 
The which thall poine you forth sc every fitting 
Wha you muft fay: that he hall not perceive, 
But chat you hape your Fathers Bofome there, 
Aad fpeske his very Heart, 
Fle. Lambound to you: 
There is ome fappe in this. 
Cam. A Courle more promifing, 
Then a wild dedication of your felues 
To vnpach'd Waters, yndream'd Shores; moft certaine, 
To Miferses enough : no hope to helpe you, 
But ss you thake off one,to take another: 
Nothing fo certaine,as your Anchors, who 
Doe theic beft office, if they can but fay you, 
Where you'le be loth to be : befides you know, 
Profperscie’s the very bond of Loue, 
Whole freth complexion,and whofe heart together, 
Affli€tion akers. ° 
Perd, One of thefe is crue: 
Ithinke Affi Aion may fubdue the Cheeke, 
But not cake-in the Mind, 
Cam. Yea? fay you fo? 
There thal] not,ac your Fathers Houfe,chefe feuen yeeres 
Be borne another dich, 
Fle. My good Came, 
She's as forward,of her Breeding,as 
She isi'th’ reare ‘our Birth. 
Com. I cannot fay ‘tis pit 
She lacks InftraQions,for (he feemes a Miltseffe 
To mo thas teach 
Perd. Y our pardon Sir,for this, 
Hebluth you Thanks. 
Fle My precciett Pevdta, 
But O,the Thornes we ftand vpon: (Cenbe) 
Preferuer of may Facher,now of me, 
The Medicine ef our Houfe : how thall we doe? 
We sre not furnith'd like Bobenea’s Sonne, 
Nor fhall appesre in Sicitea, 
(Cam. My Lord, 
Feare none of this: I thinke you know my fortunes 
Doe all lye there: ic thall be fo my care, 
To have you royally appointed,as if 
The Scene you play ,were hare For inflance ait 
Theat youm w not want: Oo wor 
iia: boo Aaslee 
Aut, Ha,ha,whst a Foole Honeftic is? and Teuft(his 
fworne brother) avery fimple Gentleman. J haue fold 
oll my Trompcrie: not a counterfeit Stone,not s Ribbon, 
Gloffe, Pomander, Beowch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, 
Tape,Gloue, Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring, to keepe 
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my Pack from fafting : they chrong who fhould bay firlt, 
as if my Trinkets had beene hallowed, and brough: a be 
nediGtion toche buyer: by which mesnes, 1 faw whofe 
Purfe was belt in Pidure ; and what { faw, to my good 
vfe,l remembred. My Clowne (who wars bar broee 
thing to bea resonable man) grew fo in love with the 
Wenches Song ,thac hee would not flirce his Petty-toes, 
till he had both Tune and Words, which fo drew che ref 
of che Heard to me, that all these other Sences flucke in 
Esres: you might have pinch'd a Placker, ic was (ence- 
leffe ; ‘twas nothing to gueld a Cod-peece of 3 Purfe: I 
would haue fill’d Keyes of that hung in Chaynes : no 
hearing,no feeling, but my Siss Song, and admiring the 
Nothing of it. So thee inthis time of Lethargse,] pickd 
and cut moft of their Fefsuall Purfes: And had nor the 
old-man come in with a Whoo-bub againft his Davgh- 
ter, and the Kings Sonne, and fcar'd my Chowghes from 
the Chaffe, I had not left a Purfe aliue in che whol 
Army. 

Cam. Nay bue my Lecters by this meanes beingt 
So foone as you srrive,thall clesre thac doubt, 

Fle. And thofe thst youle procure from King Leemtes 

Cam, Shall fatisfie your Father. 

Perd. Happy be you: 

All that you fpeske,thewes faice. 

_ Cam. Who haue we here? 

Wee'le make an Infirument of this: om 

Nothing me give vs aide. 
Aus, If they haue ouer-hesrd me now: why hanging 
Cam. How now (good Fellow) 

Why thak'ft thoa fo? Fesre not (man) 

Here's no harme intended tothee. 

An, Jame poore Fellow,Sie. 

Cam, Why, be fo fill; here'sno body will Neale chae 
fromthee: yet for the out-fide of thy pouertie, we mull 
make an exchange; therefore dif-cafe thee snflantly(thou 
mult thinke there's aneceffiticin’t)and change Garments 
with chis Gentleman: Though the penny- worth (on tus 
fide) be the worft,yet hold thee,there’s homme boos. 


effet, 1am a poore Fellow, Sir: (I know ye well 


enough.) 
. Cam, Ny prethee difparch: cheGentlemen is halfe 
fed siresdy. 
Amt. Ase you in carneft,Sit? (1 fmell the erick on’e.) 
Fie, Difpatch,I prethee. 


Aa, indeed Ihave had Earneft, but I cannot with 
conference take it. 

Cem. Vobuchle,wnbuckle. 
Porrunate Miftreffe (let my prophecie 
Comme home to ye:) you muff retire your felfe 
Tato forme Covert ; cake your fweet-hearts Hat 
And pluck it ore your Browes, muffle your fece, 
Dif-mantle you, and (as you can) diftiken 
The truch of your owne feeming chat you msy 
{fer I doe feare eyes over) to Ship-boord 

yndefery'd. 


Perd. te the Play folyes, 
That I muft beare a part. 
(am. No remedies 
Have you done there ? 
Plo. Should I now meet my Father, 
He would not call me Sonne. 
Cam, Nay, you thall haue no Hat: 
Come Ledy.come : Farewell (my friend.) 
Am, Adieu, Sit, 
Fle, O Pordsta: what baue we twaine forgot? 






























Fle. Fortune {peed vs. 

Thas we fet on (Camis) 10 th’ See fide. 

Cam. The fuifter (peed che better. Exe. 

Aa. | voderftend the bufoefic,) heare it : 10 have 
open cere,3 quick cye,and ansmbic hand ,1s neceffsry fos 
a Cot-purfe; a good Nofe is reqariue alfo, co fancil coe 
worke for ch'ocher Sences. I (ee chisis the cume thac the 
vaiuht man doth thrive. What an exchange hed this been, 
without boot ¢ Whar a boot 1s here, with this exchenge? 
Sure the Gods doe this yeere connsee ot vs, and we may 
dee ay thing excempore. The Prince himfeife is sbowr 
a perce of Sasquitie (Neshog away ‘rom his Father, with 
his Clog ot bus -)if | choughs st were 2 prece of ho~ 
wefhe re scqaeint the King withall, | would noc dot: I 
bold « the more knaeere to conceale it; and theses am 

1 conften: to my Profefhion, 

Esser Clowne and Sbepbead. 
Afide ade, here 13 more maccer for a hot brame : Esery 
Lanes end, cucry Shop,Church,Sethon, Hanging, yeelds 
acarctallaanewoke, — 

Chowne. See,lce. what s men you are now ? there is no 
ather way, bec co cell the King (he’s a ine, sad 
eens of your ficth snd blood.” i aa 

. Nay,bec heare me. 

Chew. Nay; bus heare me. 

Shep. Got too then. 

Clow. She being none of your ficth snd blood, your 
Beth and blood he's nor offended the King, ond fo 
Beth and blood is ace to be pumth’d by him. Shewt 

you found shout her (thole fecres thongs, oll base 
what fhe ha's wah her:) Thas being done, ler the Law goe 
geri ish al pe 

Shep. | wiil cell che King all, ewery word, yes, sad his 
Sennes prancke too ; who. | may (sy, is no boneft man, 
eerther to hes Father,nor to me,co got about co meke me 
che Kings Brother in Law. 

Clow. Indeed Brother 1 Law wes the fartheft off you 
could bawe beene co hup,and shen yoor Blood had beene 
the dcares.by | know how much an ounce. 

Aa. Very wilely (Puppres. ) 

Shep. Well: let esto the Kang: chere is chet @ cis 
Fasthell, will make him (cracch tus Beard. 

Aa, Vknow not whac dsmexx chis Complains 
mey be cothe flight of my Maer. 

Cle, “Pray heartily he be ot Pallace. 

Aa.Though I am oot narurally honeft.I am fo forne- 
times by chance: Let me pocket vp my Pedlers eacre- 
men. How now(Roftiques) whaher are you bound? 

Shop. Toth’ Pallace (and «t like pour Weel.) 

Aa. Your Affasresthere¢ what? wih whom? the 
Conduion of cha: Farthell ? the place of your dwelling ? 
your names? your ages? of whac having? breedng,end 
any thing thas 1s ficcing to be knowne ,dalcoues ? 

Cle. Weare but plane feilowes,Sis. 

Aa. ALye; you se rough,and heyrie: Let me howe 
no lying ; 1« becomes none but Tradef-men,end they of. 
ten giuc vs (Soaldiers) the Lye, buc wee pay chem for ic 

with Coyne,nor Rabbung Steele, therefore they 
doe not give vs the L ye, 
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Cl. Your Worthip hed like to have given vs one, 
yew hed oor caken your felfe wuh che manner. 

She. Are you a Cournier.sod'e like you Gis? 

Aa, Whether it Ike me,or 00,1 om 2 Courtier. See 
thou net the ayre of the Court,in chefe ealoldings: Hath 
aot my sat, the meafere of the Court? Receives noe 
thy Nole Court-Odour from me? Reflect 1 not on thy 
Belencfle, Court-Consempe ? Think ft thou, for ther | 
inhawete, at toeze from thee thy Bufinefle, 1 am there- 
fore no Courter? | am Cowrties Cap-a.pe; and one that 
will cyther puth-on, o: plack-bach, thy Bufineffe there : 
whereupon | commend thee co open thy Affare. 

Shep. My Buhneffe,Sit,s8 cathe King. 

Aa, What Advocate ha ft thou to ham ¢ 

Shep. Lhnow nos (and’t like you.) 

Cle. Aduocate’s the Coust-word for a Pheszant: fay 
you haut nene. 

Shep. None,Sir: I have no Pheszant Cock nor Hen. 

Aa. How bleffed sre we, that are not fimple men? 
Yer Nature anghe baue mode me as thefe are, 

Therefore | will not difdaine 

Clo. Thee cannos be but a grest Courrier. 

eb His Garmenss are sich, but he weases them nor 


eomely 

Cle. He (comes to be the more Nobie,in being fants. 
Aicall : A great man, ile warrans ; | know by the packing 
os» Teeth. 

Aas, The Ferthell chere ¢ What's ith’ Porchell ? 

tha: Bou ? 

Shep. Sic, chere lyes fuch Secrets mn ches Farchell and 
Boe, winch none mult know bat the King,and wiuch hee 
thall kaow wishin chis heure, if | may come so th’ (peech 
of hem. 

Aim. Age,thow heft lof thy labour. 

Shep. Why Si? 

dia. The King 1s not ac che Pallace he is gone aboord 
8 new Shep,to purge Melancholy, and ayre tumfelfe : for 
W chow bee'ft capable of chings ferrous, thou mult hnow 
the Keng 18 full of griefe 

Shep, So'cs {ard (Sis:) sbowe his Sonne, that (hould 
haue marryed a Shepheards Daughter. 

Aa, \f shat Shepheard be not in hand. faft, ler him 
flyes che Cyries he thall heue the Tortures he thall teele, 
will beeske the Dack of Man,che beart of Monfter. 

Cle Thinke you (o,$u? 

Aw, Not hee alone thal! fuffer whae Wie can meke 
heawne sod Vengeance bitter ;bur thole chat are lermeroe 
to hem (theagh remou'd fiftue umes) fhall all come vadex 
the Hang-man: which, though it be great prtey, yer sc is 
neceffanne. An old Sheepe-whiftiing Rogoc, s Ram-cen- 
der to offer to haue his Daughter come into grace¢Some 
fey hee thall be Nlon'd : bus that deach 13 too fof for him 
(fay 1:) Drew our Throne into a Sheep-Coat ? all deaths 
are too few the fharpefi roo cafe. 

Cle, Ha's the old-aan ere a Sonne Sir( doc you hesre) 
and’c like you, Ses? 

Aa, HeeheaseSonne. who (hall be flayd alue,then 

ed ouer with Honey, fer on the head of aWelpes 
Nef, then and ull he be three quasters anda dram dead 
then recover'd asgamne with Aquavite. of fome other hot 
Infwhoo: then,caw es he 35( and in the host day Progno- 
Areation procisymes) thall he be fer agewl sBrich-wath, 
(the Sunne looking with a Sewth-ward eys vpon him; 
where hee 1s co behold hin, with Flyesblown to desth) 
Bus whac take we of thefe Tracorly-Rolcals, whol 
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Tal you Seeme co be honeft plainemen)wher you 
gem 


have to ¢ creat ang f y conhder’ 
bring you where he wu d, perfans ro his 
petlenca spe: an ts pour : ond df it be in 


Mall doe ix. 
Claw. He [cemes to be of grease sutheritie: clofe with 


bun, gise him Geld; and Authoriie be s ftub- 
borne Beare, yet hee is oft led by che Nofe with Gold: 
thew the i of your Purfe te che eut-fide of his 


hend, end no more adoe. Remember fien'd, aad fisy'd 
alive. 

Shep. And’ pleafe you(Sir}eo vnderrake the Bafinefle 
Pier fas axipae Thase: Ne make it as much 
more, and leave clas young man in pawme, till | bring ic 


te Aftez I hane dene what ] promifed? 

Shep. 1 Sit. 

Am, Weil, give me the Moitie: Are you a partic in 
this Bufineffe ? 

Clow. In forme fore, Sit : bus though nay cafe be 2 pit- 
tifull one,] hope ! thall nor be fisyd ous of tt. 

Aas. Oh, that's che cafe of the Shepheards Sonne : 
beng him hee'le be made on exaruple. 

. Comfort.good comfort : We muft ro the King, 
and Chew our frange fights: he melt know tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Sifter: wee sre gone elfe. Sur,! 
will giwe you as much as this old man do's. when the Bu- 
Gnefie 1s performed,and remeine(as he feyes your pawne 
till « be brough: you 

Aw, Lani) ceufi you. Walke before coward the See- 
fide, goeon che right hand, | will but looke vpon che 
Hedge,sad follow you. 

We sre blefs'd,in this man: as [ may fay, ewen 
blefs’d. 

Shep. Lev’s before,as he bids vs : he was prouided co 
doe vs geod. 

At, If | hed amind to be hone J {ce Fortune would 
net (offer mee: (hee drops Booties in my mouth. I am 
courted now with a double occafion:( Gold and e means 
to doe the Prince my Maller good ; which, who knowes 
how thas mey turne Backe co my eduancement?) J will 
bring chefe two Moales,chefe blind-ones aboord him, if 
he chinke st fit to fhoare chem againe and that che Com- 
plane they heue to the King, concernes him noching, lec 
him call me R fer besng fo farre afficious, for 1 em 
proofe againht 2 Title,sod what thame cife belongs 
to't: Lohin will I prefene chem,chere may be matter in 


at. Bxeunt, 


cA Aus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Eucer Leenes £ leennnes, Dien, Panlma,Sevuants : 
Floriaal, Perdue. 

Cire. Sit,you heae dene eneugh,and haue perform'd 
A Ssintelike Sorrow . No fault could youmske, 
Whuch you haue nos redeern'd ; 10deed pay'd downe 
More penisence then done trefpes: At the lef 
Doc.as the Heavens taue done ; forget your evil, 
With them ,forgyse your feife. 

Les. Whiici | remeraber 
Hes snd her Veriues, I connor forge 


My biemeibes is oem eet fo ihdaney aha 
The 1did : ortach wes fo much, 
Thar Heine ® hash 


Hexe-ledis made my ond 
poerekmeceesrctet 
Beed tus hopes ous of.crve. 

Paul. Too true( any Lerd 
If one by one, you the Werld, 
Ox from the All ther ere,cooke 
Te make a perfo& Woman; the youkiild, 
Weald be vopersiici!'d. 


Leo. I chinks fo. Kit'd? 
She ] kill'd? I did fo: bac chow firli’R me 
Sorely, co fay I did » ix is as barter 


Vv T Now ; 
acute 


You might have achoufend things, thet would 
Howe done the time more graced 
Your tindneffe barter. 
Pad. You sre one of thole 
Would hase hin wed againe. 


Die. U you would ant fo, 


repeyte, 
For prefene comfort,oud fer feture goed. 
Te the Bed of Maicfiie againe 
With a fweer Fellow co's ? 
Paul. There is none worthy, 

, (Refpeding herchet’s gone: ) beledes the Gods 
W di hawe d thew fecret a 5 
Fos ha's nox the Diaine Apel laid ? 

Ist aoe the tener of bis Oracle, 

Thar King Leconte: Qhall nc: hone on Heive, 

Till his loft Child be found ¢ Which, thas « Gaal, 
1s all as menttrous to eer hamane resfon, 

As my o-furigers to breake his Grane, 


My Lerd theeld ve the Heancas be 
Oppofe aeain& cheis wills, Care net for 
The Crowne will find ea Heire. Grent Alsmand 
Left his to ch’ Werthie® : (o his Seccefler 
Was hike to be the bef. 

Les. Good Pastas, 
Who haf che memone of Hermisns 
iknow inhooer: O,rhat ever} 
Had (quar'd me to thy councell : chen, euen new, 
Baas tees leeks eee ren ene 
Houe taken Tresfere ber Lippes. 

Penl. Andieft therm 
More rich,for whae they yeelded, 

Lee. Thoe (pcak’ft crech: 
No more foch Wiues,cherefore oe Wife: ene woste, 
And better ¢s'd,woald make her Saimed Spéris 
Againe poffeife her Corps, and on his Stage 
(Where we Offendors now sppeare) Seule- vent, 
——. teme? 

Peal, Hed the fach powe, , 
She bad ivf ach caufe. 

Les. She hed, and would Hecenfe pe 
Teo morther her 1 mertyed. 








~~ mag 
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Pat. I (hould fo: 
Were I the Ghoft thet walk'd, II'd bid you marke 
Hereyc.aad tell me for whar dull part wt 
You chofe ber then I] d Nisebe.that ewen your cores 
Shoeld rfc co heare me and the words chat fellow d, 
Should be, Remember mine. 
Lee. Srartes,Statees, 
And all eyes clle,deed coales: feare thou no Wifes 
Lic have no Wife, Panis. 
Pant, Will you fwease 
Neeet to marry, but by my free leave ? 
Lee. Neuee (Pf endsme) fa be blefs'd my Spirit. 
Paal. Then pood my I ards beare whnefic to his Oath 
Cire. Youtempe tum ouer-much, 
Paul. Vaicile another, 
As hhe Hermrcee,asis het Pidare, 
Affront his eye. 
Clee. Good Madame,| baue done. 
Pant. Yer if my Lord will marry : 1f yoo will Sir; 
No remedie bet you wills Give me the Office 
To chale your : fhe Mhall not be 10 young 
As was your former ,but the thall be fuch 
As (walk’d yoor fir Quecacs Ghoft) « fhould take roy 
To fee her in your stmes. 
Lee. My tree Paulos, 
We thall not marry, nll chou bidf vs. 
Peal. That 
Shall be when your firft Queene’s againe fa breath: 
Nicoer ull chen, 
Eres « Seraant. 
Ser. Onc that gives cur bimfelte Prince Florieel, 
Sonne of Polexenes with his Princeffe (the 
The farse@ | have ve beheld) detes acceffe 
To your by ph pretence, 
Leo. What with hire ? he comes noe 
Like cobs Fathers Greseneffe: his spprosch 
(So out of esscumfance,and fuddaine) cells vs, 
Tis not a Vilication fram’d.buc fore'd 
By need, and acciden. What Trayne? 
Ser. Pur few, 
And thot< but meane. 
Leo, His Princefle (fsy you) with him? 
Ser, 1: the mot peere'elle peece of Earth,! chinke, 
Tha: ere the Sanne fhone bright on, 
Pass Oh Herrueac, 
As cucry prefent Time doth bosft it Cife 
Above a berrer,gone ; fo mult chy Graue 
Giee way to what's feene now. Sit, you your felfe 
Heue faid,and wre fo; but your writing now 
I9 colder then thac Theame: the had not beene, 
Nor wax nar to be equall'd,thus your Verfe 
Flow'd with ser Beaute once ; ‘ts fhrewdly cbbd'd, 
To fsy you haue feene a better, 
Ser. Pacdan, Madame: 
The one ,[ have almoft forgoc (your psrdon-) 
The other when the ha’s obtayn d your Eye. 
Will hage yoor Tongoe coo. This 1s a Creacurc. 
Woald the begin a SeQ, might quench the zeale 
t all Profeffors elfe ; make Profelyres 
Of who fhe but bid follow. 
Panl, How? not women? 
Ser, \Vemen will loue her,chac fhe is 8 Womsa 
More werth chen any Mas: Meu,chac fhe 16 
The rareft of all Women, 
Lee. Goe C leormencs, 
Tous (elfe (afefed with your honor d Friends) 


Bring them to ourembrecement. Still’ts ftrenge, 
He thus Mbould fteale vpon vs. Er 

Paul, Hed our Prince 
(lewell of Chitdren Yeenc this hourc,he had payr'd 
Well withthis Lord; there was not fulla moneth 
Betweene their births, 

Lee, Prethee no more; ceafe : chou know At 
He dyes to me againe,when calk’d-of: fure 
When | thall fee chis Gentleman, thy (peeches 
Will being me co contider that, which may 
Vnfurmth me of Reafon. They are come, 

Emer Flerized, Pcrdsta,Cleamines and others. 
Your Mother was moft rruc to Wedlock Prince, 
tor the did print vour Royall Father off, 
Conceiving you. Were | but tvcntie one, 
Your Fathers Image 1s fo hit in you, 
(His very ayre) chac f fhoold call you Brother, 
As | ded han and (peake of fomething wildly 
By vs petform d before, Mott destely welcome, 
And your faire Princefe (Goddeffe) oh: alas, 
J loft a couple, chat ‘cwrxt Heaven and Earth 
Might chus have ftood pegeung wonder, 
You (gracious Couple) doe : and then | loft 
( All mine owne Folly) che Socictie, 
Amiic too of your braue Father, whom 
(Thoogh bearing Miferse) J defire my life 
nce more to looke on him. 

Fle, By his command 
Haue | here couch d Sicefa,and fiom him 
Guue you ull greeny s, chat a King (at frsend) 
Can fend bis Brother . and buc Johrmitre 
(Which watts ypon vorne cimes hath lomething ferz'd 
His with’d Abulinie be had himfelfe 
The Lands and W aters, twat your Throne and bis 
Mesafur'd,to looke vpon you ; whom he loves 
(He bad me {ay fo)more then all the Scepters, 
And thofe that beare them, luing, 

Lee Oh my Brother, 
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I have done thee flirre 
Afreth vachin me : and thefe chy offices 
(Sorasely kind) are ae Interprecers 
Of my behind-hend Nacknefle. Welcome luther, 
Asis the Spring coch’Earth, And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th’ fearefull vfage 
(AX leat wngencie) of che deeadfull Nepiaee, 
To greet aa0,noe worth her paises; much lefle, 
Th‘aduencure of her perfon ? 

Fle. Good my Lord, 
She came from Labes 

Leo. Where the Warlike Sasahe, 
That Noble honor'd Loed, 1s fear’d,and Jou'd? 

Fle. Mo® Royall Sit, 
From thence : from him, whole Daughter 
His Teases procisym'd bis parting with her: thence 
(A profperows South-wind friendly) we have crofi'd, 
To execute the Charge my Father me, 
For vifiting your Highneffe : My beft Traine 
b have from yoor Seisan Shores difanfs'd ; 
Who for Bebezwa bend ,to fignifie 
Not onely my fuccefle in Lebsa (Sit) 
Buc my arrivall, and my Wifes, in [afeue 
Here, where we ace. 

Leo, The bleffed Gods 
Purge all Infe€tion from our Ayre, whileft you 
Doe Clymare here : you haue a holy Facher, 
A gracefull Geotlemso,agauift whofe perfon 
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(So facted as it 18) Shave done tmne, Fore your Queene dy'd,the was more worth fach gazes, 
For which,che Heavens (taking one note Then whee you looke on new. 
Hawelefe me I flue-leffe : 1nd your Father's blefe’d Leo. 1 thoughe of ber, 


(As he from Heaven merits it) with you, 
Worthy hie goodneffe, What might | heoc been, 
Might 1 3 Sonnc and Daughter now have look'd en, 
Such goodly things as you? 
Emer a Lovd. 

Lord. Moft Noble Sir, 
Thee which J thall report will beare no credit, 
Were not the proofe to ay Pleafe you(great Sir) 
Bebeasia prects you from hienfelfc,by me : 
Defires you to attach his Sonne, who ha's 
(His Digaitie,and Datie bach caft of) 
Filed from his Fasher from his Hopes,and wih 
A Shepheards Dauginer. 

Leo. Where's Bobenwra? fpeake: 

Lord. Hete,in your Cities now come from him 
Iipcake sare and. ic Becomes 

y merosile,and my Meflage. To your Court 
Whiles he was hafining (in the Chafe, i feemnes, 
al this faire Couple) meetes he on the way 


Father of this fceming Lady, snd 
Her Brother having borh their Coanarey quyed, 
belli era Seiheend 

Fle. Cemibe he's beteay’d me , 

Whole bonor, and whofe honefiie till now, 
were beet 

. Lay's foto his cherge : 
He's with che King your Fecher. 

Lee. Whot ? 

Lord, Camille (Sits) 1 fpake wich hin: who now 
Ha's thefe poore men in gucflion. Never faw } 
Weerches to quake : they kneele,they kiffe the Earths 
Forfweare chemfclwes os often as they {peakes 
Bohemia fops his cares aad threatens them 
With divers deachs, ia death. 

Perd. Oh my poort Pacher : 

‘The Heaven fers Spyes vs,wils not hese 
Our Corrs celebratess. 


The Sestres (1 fee i bife ie Vatleyes fh 
The oddes for high and low's alike. 


Tle. She is, 
ipod: fd ca oe (peed 
Lee, ounce ) 
Wd come-on vey, Noma 
(Moft forry) you heae broke from his liking, 
Where you were ty'd in detie: and as ferry, 
has rca peri eh Besatie, 
ou mi enioy her. 
fu, Desre,looke vp: 
Thoagh Fortese,viible an Encmie, 
Should chafe vs,with my Pocber; NO tot 
Heth fre cn change pur Loues. Befeech you (Sir) 
Remember, fince youow'd ro mere to Time 
Then I doe now: with theught of fuch Affechens, 
Step forth nune Aduocste : 8 your requeit, 
My Father will precious things,es Trifles. 
Leo. Waa 
Which he counts but a Trifle 
Pad. Sit (ny Lege) 
Your eye hath coo much youth in’t : not smoncth 


doe fv, !'ld beg your precious Miftsis, 


® 
Eeen in thefe Lookes I made. Byt your Petition 
Ie yet vn-sofwes d: | will to your : 
Your Hobor not o're-chrowne by your defires, 
T am friend to theas,and you: Vpon whech Errand 
I now goc toward hin : therefore follow me, 
And marke what way I make: Come geod ary Lord. 


Scena Secunda. 





Ester Anpelicus ped a Getleman. 


Pas Befcech you (Sir}were you prefene at chis Re. 
' Gast.t. Iwas by at che opening of che Festhell,heard 
the old Shepheard deliver the orancer how he found ic: 
afcer a licclearpazednefie we were al] com- 

manded out of the Chamber: cent Das (ee thew)! 
heard the Shephcard fay ,he Tound the Child. 

Aw, l would moft gisdly know she iffve of iz. 

Gove.t. I make a broken deiuerie of che LufaeSe s 
but che chenges I perceiued mn the King and Cesillo,were 
admiration : feem’d slmoft, with ite. 
Cafes of their ai bbs, 
pareares Set J in 
iat aap took’d as they had heerd of a Werld 

forn'd, ot one : a notable paflion of Woa- 
dex sa theen : buc the wifeft the: knew 
fo more but fecing, could not fay, if ch'wnportence were 
ley,or Sorrow: bus sn che extremitie of the one, it maft 


necds be. Enser gaother Gest leinan. 
Here comes a Geneleman, thet happily knowes more: 
The Newres. 


Giat.20 ing bes Bon-fires:the Oracle is falfill'd: 
the Kings Deughteris found: fecha dealeof wonder is 
brokenoue this houre, thas Ballad-raskers cannos | 


be ableto ie. Enter avether Geutlanan. 
Here comes the Lady Panlina’s Steward, hee can defines 
more. How goes it now (Sir.) This Newes (which 
calf'd true) is ebay alestiet Be verere 
in ftrong fafpiion : Ha's che King foend his Heire 
Gent.3. true, if ever Truth were by 
Ciecenisade 4 Thee which you heare, {weate 
you fee, there is fech vnitie ia the proofes, Mantle 


Con.2. No. 

Gent.3. Then heve you loft s Sight which was to bee 
feene,cannot bee fpoken of, Sea ay an you heue be. 
beld one loy crowne snocher,fo and in iach manner, thet 
it feem'd Sorrow wept to take lesue of them: for cheir 
loy waded in ceases. dspace, Lo Eycs,hol- 
ding vp of Hands, with Countensnce fach diftraétion, : 
Pas tua] ee to bs hace by Corwet net Oe 


Our King bex to out for loy of 
a eed Dee loy were now become a 
Loffe, eryct, Ob, thy Mother, thy Mother : then ashes 
Bobeons forginenefic, chen embraces his Sonne-in- Law: 
then againe worryes he his Daughter, with cli her. 
Now he thanks the old Shepheard (which flands by, like 
a Weather-baten Conduit, of pera acs, Dh a 
aa par gone deevpiinats de 
to "8 iption to doe it. 
oa Wha, pray you, became of Aatigenmn, that 
heace the ? 

Teche sbsagh Crome ba fre, sod ea to cece 
to h and not an cere O- 
pen; be wes rosac to pieces wich a Beare : This svouches 
the Shepheards Soane; who he's not onely his Icnoceace 
(which femmes mech co inftifie him, but 2 Hand-herchief 
aad Rings of his,that Peniins knowes. 

Gow. 1. Whar became of his Bake, end his Fol- 
bowers? 

Caut 3. Wrecks the fome ioftane of theirs Moflers 
Geach, and i the view of the : fo chat aff che 
Enfiremencs which ayded ro expofe the Child were encn 
then loh, when it was foend. Ber oh the Noble Cormbat, 
ebat ‘twist loy and Sorrow was bn Paulina. shee 
had one Eye declin'd for the loffe Hesband, eno- 
cher elcwared,chat che Oracle wes fulfill’ d: Shee hfted the 
Priocefie fromthe Earth, and fo locks her m 
os if thee would pin her co her heart, that thee might no 
more he in danger of 

Gent.1. The Dignaie of this AQ was worth the a0- 
dieuce of Kings aad Princes for by fach wos ie 2Qed, 

Gent.3, One of che touches of alll, and chat 
which ongl'd for mine Byes (cought che Werer, though 
not the Fith) was, when oc the Relation of the Queencs 
desch (wih che manner how thee came to's bravely con- 
fefs'd, sad lamemed by the 
wounded bis , till (fom one of dolour to 
another) thee did( withen Ala) I faiac (ay, bleed 
Temes ¢ fer lam fore, my heart wept blood. Whowas 
moh Marble, there cheaged colour : fome fwownded, all 
foriowed : if all che Werld could haus fcen't, the Woe 
had beene eniserfoll. 

Gent.t. Are they rqturned to the Court ? 

Geat.3. No: The Princefle bearing of her Mothers 


hand, for thee , twice or chrice a day, cuer 
fcc che each of wilted chat ce mowed Houle. 
eet nen enone meee peece the Re- 
cing 

Gani. Who would be thence, chat ha’s the bencfiz 
of Accefic 2? euesy winke of ca Eye, fome new Grace 
will beborse: our Abfence makes vs vathriftie co our 
stig art Exe. 

Au. od Leal dpa the dash of avy former life in 
ns) would P drop on my head. I brought the 
oid man end bis Sonne shoord the Prince ; hien, £ 
heard shern calke of a Farthell.end I know not whet: bus 


ee ee ea 


Here come chofe | haue done good to sgainft my will, 
and alrcadic appearing in the bleflomes of For. 
tune. 


. Come Boy, I am paft moe Children: bee 

dee usd esghti wi pe uaCcmicmes bore ot 

Clow. You ase well met (Sw.) you deny'd to fight 
with mee this other dey , becaufe | was no Gentleman 
borne, See you thefe Clothes? fay you fee them nor, 
and thinke me filllno Gentleman borne: You were bef 
fay thefe Robes sre not Gentlemen borne. Gine me the 
ee and try whether 1 am not now « Gentleman 


fiat. T know you sre now(Sir}s Genlemsn borne. 

Clow. 1,and heue been fo any time thefe foure houres. 

Shep. And fo have | Boy. 

Claw. So you have : but I was a Geneleman borne be- 
fore my Father: fos che Kings Sonne tooke me by the 
hand, aad catf'd mee Brother : aad then the two Kings 
call’d my Father Brother: and thenthe Prince (my Bro- 
ther )and she Priaceffe(mmy Sifter)call’d Father,Father, 
and fo wee wept : and there was the Girt Gencleman-like 
tearesthac cues we fhed. se aldied 

Shep. \We may liue (Soane)to more. 

Be 3:08 clfe'twere bacd tacie,bewig sn fo prepofe- 
rous eftate as we eve, 

Aa, \wembly befeech you (Sis)co pardon me all che 
faults I have comminted to your peti Cage to gine 
me your good 


hy life 2 
Aas, 1,and ie ibe your good Worthig. 
Chew. f slogan 1 will fweare to she Prince, 
thos art os honeft a cruc Fellow as any is in Bobvasia. 

Shep. You may fay it,bus not fweare it. 

Clow. Not (weare it, now | am a Gentleman ? Let 
Boores and Prancklins fay ite fweare it, 

Shep. How it it be fal (oees)) 

Clow. If it be ne‘se fo talfe, a tsue Gensleman may 
fwecare it,in the behalfe of hie Friend: And Ile fweare to 
the Prince chou srt ¢ tall Fellow of thy hands, end cher 
thou wilt not be drenke: but I kaow thow art n0 call Fel- 
low of chy heads,sad that thou wilt bedrunkes buc Sle 
fwcare it, and I wodld chen would'ft be a call Fellow c 
OY ie twill f(Sir) 

at, I to my pewer. 

Clow. 1 byacres meanes prove a all Pellow:if Idonor 
wonder, bow thou dar'ft ventere co be drunke, nos being 
atall Fellow,truft me not. Harke,che Kings end the Prin- 
ces (our Kindsed) are going to fee the Queenes Pidlure. 
Come,fottow vs: weele be chy good Maftess. &xeum, 


Scena Tertia. 


Ester Loontes, Potixenes Fleriasl, perdste Camslo, 
oe. freee abandon ole or. 

. O grove sad Pauitia,t comfore 

That }) heue hed of roy aad ae 
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P igne 
1 did not well,I meant well: all my Sereices 
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pot nsec . 
Lee. Doe nox draw the Currsine, 





You hsee pey'd home. Bur thac you hsve vouchfef'd Paal, No longet fhall you gaze on't,leaft yout Fancie 
(With your Crown’d Brother,and thefe — pence ae eae eas 
Heires of Kingdomes) my poore Houle co vifit ; ’ : 
Ie is. farplus off soe Cae wes acue Would I were dead,but that me thinkes alreadie. 
My life may laftco anfwere, (What was he chac did make it?) See (ay Lord) 
Leo. O Panliea, Would younot deeme it beeach’d 5 and thes thofe veines 
We bonor you with trouble : bur we come Did verily besre blood? 
To fee the Scatue of our Queene. Your Gallerie Pol. ‘Maftetly done: 
Hase we pafs'd through,nos without mach concent The very Life feemes warme vpon her Lippe. 
Inman hapularivies ; buc we faw nor Lee. The fizure of her Eye he's motion in’s, 
That which ny Daughter came to looke vpon, As we ase mock'd with Art. 
The Stetve as penile e one Ie draw the Neate : 
Paul. As the liw'd peerelefle, M d's slmok fo tranfposted,chst 
Seo hes desd Lkeneifel doe well beleeve Heele chinke anon it lives, 
Excells what ever yct you look'd spon, Leo. Oh {weet Paniina, 
Or hand of Man hath done : therefore I keepe it Make me tothinke fo ewentieyeeres together : 
Loucly,apart. But here it is: prepare No fetled Sences of the World can mat 
To fee che Life as liuely mock'd,es ever The pleafure of that madneffe. Let’e alone. 
Still Sleepe mock’d Deach: behold,and fay ‘tis well, Pant, I om orry (Sit) I have thus fasre Bir'd you : bes 
} like your flence,tt the morc fhewes-o I could affliG yoo farther. 
Your wonder: bus yer fpeake,firft you (my Liege) Lee. Doe Pants: 
Comes it not fomething necre ; For this Affchoaha's a talte se fweer 
Lea, Her natural) Poflere. As any Cordtall comfort. Scill me thinkes 


Chide me(deare Stone) that | may fay indeed 
Thou ars Herasione ; of cather thou art the, 
In chy not cheding : for the was as tender 
As Infancie,ond Greece. But yet (Paa/ima) 
Hermione was act fo much wrinckled nothing 
So aged as this feemes. 
Pel. Oh,not by much. 
Pant. So rauch the more our Careers excellence, 
Which lece goe-by foase fisteene yeercs,end makes her 
As the liu'd now. 
Lee. Asnow the might haae done, 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my Seule. Ob,chus the flood, 
Even with fech Life of Maieflie(wasme Life, 
As now i coldly ftands) when fist | woo'd bes. 
Tam afham’d: Do's not che Stone rebuke me, 
For eae | more Stone then it? Ob Royall Peeces 
There's Magick ia thy Maicfite,which ha’s 
My Euils coniar’d co remembrance ; and 
Prom thy admiring Daugtrer tooke the Spisies, 
Scanding like Stone with thee. 

Pad. And give me leave, 
And doe not fay ‘11s Superflicion,chac 
I knecle,and chen implore her Bieffing. Lady, 
Deere Queene that ended When I but began, 
Giwe me chat hand of yours,to kiffe. 

Pad. O, pacience : 
st but newly fin’d; the Colour’s 

dry. 

Cam. My Lord your Sorrow wes t00 fore Iy‘d-on, 
Which fistcene Wiens cannot blow away, 7 
So meny Summers dry: {casce any loy 
Did euer fo long live; no Sorrow, 

Bur kill'd it felfe much fooner. 

Pol. Deere my Brother, 

Let hien, chat was the caufe iniglas Stais 


Totske-of formuch from you,es 
Will pecee vp te hie 
it hed honght the igh of 
‘ of cay poore Imoge 
Would tins haue wrought you (for che Scone is xine) 


There 1s an ayre comes from her. What Gne Chizzell 
Could euer yet cucbrescht Let nomsn asock ove, 
Foe J wall hifle ber. 
Past Good my Lord forbeare : 
The reddinefle ypanhes Lippe, ls wet : 
You'le qecte it,s kiffeiz ; Rayne your owne 
With P g' thal I draw che Curcaine, 
Leo. No: net thefe twentie yeeres. 
Perd. Solong cowld I 
Scend-by, a looker-on. 
Pant. Either forbeare, 
Quit prefencly the Chappell,or cefolue you 
more amazement: if you can 
The make che Scatua moue indeed; defcend, 
And take you by the hand : bas chen you'le chioke 
(Which I proceft again) 1am afifted 
By wicked Powers, 
Leo, What you can meke her doe, 
J am conten tolooke on : what to {peske, . 
1 am concent co heare: for “tis es 
Tomake her (peake,as mose, 
Past. 3c is requis'd 
You doe awake your Faich: then,all fend fill : 
On: chofe thee chinke it is valawfull Bufinefle 
1 em about, let them depest. 
Leo. Proceed : 
No foot thall firre. 
Pant, Molick; awake hor: Scrike: 
"Tis time: defcend: be Stone no more : spproech : 
Strike all thac looke vpon wish overusile : Come: 
Ile fill your Grave vp: fticre: nzy,come away: 
Bequeath to Death your numneies(for from him, 
Deore Life redeemes yon) pureee a flusses: 
Szart not: her AGions fhall be hoty, 38 
You hease my Spell is lawful : doe not fhun ber, 
Vauill you fee her dye againe; for chen 
Yow kill her double: Nay,prefeat 8 Hand; 
When the was young,you woo'd her: now,in age, 
Is the become Hea Sustos 2? 
leo. Oh the's warme: 
If chis be Magick, let ic be a2 Are bas 
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oefall as Eating. 
Pel. She embraces him, 
Cams, She hangs about his necke, 
Nf the pertaine to life, let her fpeake too. 
Pol, 1, and roske it manifeft where the he’s lia'd, 
Or how floine fom the dead? 
Past, Tha theis living, 
Jere it bue cold you, should be hoored ac 
Like an old Tale : but it appesres the liues, 
ough yer the fpeake nor. Marke alficcle while: 
Pleale you to incerpofe (faire Madam) knecte, 
d pray your Mothers bleffmg : turne good Lady, 
Der Perdise 1 found. 
Ber. You Gods looke downe, 
nd (som your (acted Vials poure your greces 
daughters heed : Tell me (mine owne) 
re halt choubin prefered? Whereliu'd? How found 
hy Fathers Court ?For thou thale heare chac { 
sowing by Pesliee, that the Oracle 
sue hope thou waft in being, haue preferu'd 
y felfe, vo (ee the yllve. 
Pasl, Thece’s time enough for that, 
Lesfichey defire (vpon this puth)co trouble 
ous ioges, with like Relation. Go together 


joe 
Partake to eusry one : I (a0 old Turtle) 
Will wing mc to fome wither'd bough, snd there 
‘My Mace ( that's neuer to be found sgaine) 
Lamene, till 1 am loft. 

Leo, O peace Panulmat 
Thos fhouldf s husbend cake 
Asl by thines Wife. Thitis a . 
And made betweene's by Vowes. Thou haft found mine, 
7 how, is to “ brewery a: 7 faw yi 

As I thought) : aad hsue (ia vaine many 
A pra eepoa ber grave Ile nox tacke bere 

of hin: I perely now his minde) co finde thee 
An honoura data aes anoreg 
And take her by the hand: whofe worth,snd honefty 
Jstichly moneda heere iaftfied 
By Vs,apaire of Kings, Let's from chis place. 

What? looke vpon my Brother : both your perdons, 
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes 

My ill (ufpition: This your Son-ia-lew, 

Aad Sonne vato the King, whom heaeens direfting 
Is troth-plight co your daughter. Good Pentima, 
Leade vs from hence, where we may leyfurely 
Esch ane demand,and anfwere to his pett 
Perfora'd in this wide gap of Time, Sr 


my confent, 
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Buse Keng below, Qesewe Elinar, Proubrekg, Effex, and S2- 
hasheary , ott she of France 


Keng leben, 
fay Chartizen, what would Franses with vs ? 
Chat. Thus (after greeting }fpcakes the King 





To thes fare liand and che Territories : 
To Ireland, PoyBters, tuiowe, Tovague fade, 
Defiring thee to isy ofide the{mord 
Which fwaies vfurpingty thefe Scucrall titles, 
Aad pat the (ame into yong Arfbuns hend , 
all Squersigne. © 
pRephen nd ghey Sper 
Chas, The prond edntrole of flesee and bloudy warre, 
To tnferce thefe nghts fo forcibly with-heid, 
K Je. Heere hase we was for wer.& bioud for bloud, 
ee ee fs 
Con. Then take my Kings defiance froat my mouth, 
The fxthefinort of my Entoalfic. 
K. lebn. Beare mine to ham,snd fo depart in peace, 
Be thow‘ss fi in the ese of France ; 
For ere thou canft I will be there ; 
The thuader of avy C: thall be heerd. 
Se hence :be thos the trumpet ofour wrath , 
And fallen prefage of your owne decay: 
Aa hoacerable epaded bet hia heue, 
Panbreks looke toot : farewell Chartrfiem. 
Exe Chat and Pan. 
Be. What how my fonne, heue I not ever (asd 
How thet ambitious Conthance would not cosfe 
Till the had kendied Francs and ali the world, 
Vpen the right and party of her fonne. 
Thus night have beene prevented,and mede whole 
With very eafle arguments of love, 
Which aove the soennoge of wwe Magen oat 
With fearefull blowdy sue erbetrate. 
K lea. Our polleffion, snd oar tight for vs. 
Fi Von tecag cab tactsck end ton yous ae 
Or effe st auf go wesong with you and me, 
Se werh my coafeience whalers in your care 


Adus Primus , Scena Prima. 





Which none but heaven. and you, and I, thall heare. 
Eurer a . 
Effex. My Liege. here is she 
Conse front the conriese by you 
That ere { heard : thal! | produce the men? 
K.foba. Let them approach : 
Ovr Abbres end owt Priones fhall pay 
Thus capeditiogs cherge? what men ere you ? 
Emer Reber! Fanlcoubr idge pnd Phikg. 
Phihp. Your fithfell (ub agentieman 
jn Nertbarapteafhire, 1nd ddett fonne 


Ast to Robert Fauleenbredge , 
pes nalts Honor-gwing-hand 
Of (ordebon Knighted in the fled. 
K.felm, What att thou ? 
Robert. Theton and heire to that fame 
" ®-lebe 1s thal the elder,and ert thoe the beyre? 
You came not of one mother then it feemes. 
Pini, Moft certain of one mother mi K 
T Shae he knowne,end as } thinke phar iad 3 " 
Bux for the eertame knowledee of that truth, 
I put you o're to heaven, and bo my mother ; 
Of thet F doubts all mens cheidren may. 
Elf, Cut on thee rode man, } do thame thy mother, 
And wound her honor with tins diffidenee 
Poel. | Madante * No, have no reafon fo: it, 
Thetis my brothers ples, and none of anne, 
The whi iThe con prove, a pops ane ovt, 
At leeft from faire flue hundred pound aycere : 
Heauen guard rey mothers honor, and my Lead. 
K.loha. A good blunt fellow: why being yonges born 
Doth he Isy eleime to thane mnheritance ? 
Phil. | know not why tto get the land, 
But once he flanderd ase wevth baftardy . 
Bat where I be es true begot or no, 
That Aill I lay vpon my mothers hesd, 
Bet thet [ em as weil begot my Leege 
(Faire fall the bones thet tooke the paines for me) 
Compare our feces, and be ludge yout feife 
If old Ste Robere didbeget ve balb. 
And were ous father, end this (onae like hims 
Oecld fic Robart Father, on my knee 
I giwe hoswen thankes J was not like to thee. 
-lehn, Why what a heth heaven lent vs here? 
Blow, He hatha tricke of Cordeison: face, 
The secent of his tongee affefteth him: 
Doe yeu not reed fome tokens of my fone 


lA the large compofition of this man? 
6* a K le 





K.labn, Mune eye bach well examined his ports, 
And fiades them perfet Richard : fara fpecke, 
Whas doth mose you to clzime beothers land. 

Philg. Becaafe he hach a half-fece like any facher : 
With halfe that face would he haue all my land , 
Ahalfe-fac'd groat, five handred pound a yeere? 

Rob. My grecious Liege, when chat my fachcr liu’, 
Y ous brother did imploy my father much. 

Phd. Well fir, by this you cannot get my land, 
¥ our tale mult be how heemploy'd my mother. 

Reb. Andonce difpacch’d him in an Embatfie 


To there with che Emperor 
To crest of high sffaires couching chas time : 
Thiaduancage of his sbfence cooke the King, 


And in the meane time foioarn'd at my fachers ; 
Wherc how he did preuaile,J fhamero (peake: 
Bac ccuch is cruch, large lengehs of feas and thores 
“| Betweene my father, and my mother Wy : 
As I haue heard my father (peske him(cife 
When chis fame lofty geatleman was got: 
Vpon his death. bed he by will bequeath d 
His lands to me, end tooke st on his death 
That this my mochers fonne was pone of his, 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Fall fourteene weckes before the courle of sume : 
Then good my Licdge let me have what ss mine, 
My Fathers land, as was my fathers will 

K Jobs. Sirts,your brothers Legiceimsce. 
Your fathers wife did after wedlocke beare mm: 
And if the did play falfe, the tault was here , 
Which fauls lycs on the bazards of all husbands 
That marry wiucs : cell ne, how #fmy brother 
Who as you fay, cooke paines to ges thie fonoe , 
Had of your father clain'd chis fonne for ns, 
Infooth.good friend, your facher might haat kepe 
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from all the world ° 
Infooth he might: then fhe were my brothers 
My brother mighe nor clanme him, nor your facher 
Bewng sone of hus, refufe him : chis concludes, 
My mothers fonne did i your fathers heyre. 
Your fachers heyre mult haue your fathers land. 

Rob. Shai chen my fathers Will be of no force, 
To dilpoffeffe thac childe which ja nos his. 

Pho. Of no mote force to difpoffelle me fir, 
Then was his willto germe, asithink, * 

Els. Whethe hadft chou rather be a Fentconbradge , 
Aad like thy brocher to emoy thy land : 
Or the d fonne of Cordrlien, 
Lord of thy prefence,and no land befide. 

Baft. Madam,tnd if my brother had my thepe 
And Thad his, fir Roberts his like him , 
And if my legs were ewo Such riding rods, 
My armes,Cuch cele.tkias Ruf, my tece fochin, 
Thacin mine ease J durftno Nickes rofe, 
Left men fhould {sy looke where rhree ferthings gots , 
Andto his thape were heyre to all this land, 
Would I emgh neuer firre from off chis place , 
1 would giue ic eucry foor to have this face: 
Ie would not be fir nobbe in any cafe. 


Elmer, Like thee well: welt thow forfake thy fortune, 


Beqveath thy land co him,snd follow me? 
1am a Souldier,and now bound to Fraver. 

Bef. Brother,cake you my land, Ic takemy chances 
Your face hath got fue hundred pound 8 yeere, | 
Yee fell you: face for fiue pence and tis deere: 
Medem, le follow you ynto the death. 












Eloe . La would haue you go me chiches. 
Baft. Our Country manners give our betters way, 
rip What is chy name? r nue 
Baft. Philp my Liege,fo ismy name begun. 
Phily,good old Sit Robert: wiucs eldeft fonne. 

K.leba. From henceforth beare his name 
Whole forme thou beareft : 
Kneele chou downe Phiiip, bucsife more greet, 
Arife Sit Richard, and Plan egenet. 

Bat. Brother by th'mochers fide, gine me your hand , 
My father gauc me honor, yours gaue land : 
Now bicifed be the houre by night or day 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 

Ele. The very (pirie of Plouragenet : 
Dam chy grandame Aychard, call me fe. 

Baft, Madam by chance, bur not by truth, what tho; 
Something about a hetlefrom the right, 
In at the window, ot elfe ore the hatch: 
Whe dares not Mirce by day,mult walke by night , 
And haue is hauc, how ever mendoc catch: 
Neere or farre off. well wonne is fhil well thes, 
And Lan I,how ere ] was begot. 

K.leba, Goc,Faniconbridee cow baft tvou thy éefire, 
Alandicfle Knight,makes thee a landed Squire s 
Come Madam,and come Richard, we mul 
For Fraace, for France,for itis more then oced. 

Baft Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee, 
For chou waft gos ith way of honefty. 
Excuat ab but bofterd. 


Bef. A foot of Honor beccer chen! wag, 
Bur many amany foot of Land the worfe. 
Well,now can! meke any /eane a Ledy, 
Good den $11 Rechard, Godamercy fellow, 
And iffnis name be George, Me call him Peter, 
Eer new made honor doth for pet meni names: 
Tis two refpedtive, and too fociable 
For your conuerhon, now your traveller, 

Hee and his cooch-picke at my worthips meffe, 
And when my knightly flomacke is fuffis'é, 
Why then I fucke my ceeth, and catechize 
My picked man of tres: my deare Gr, 
Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin, - 

I thall befeech you ; cher ts now, 
Aad then comes anfver like on Abfey beoke : 
Ofir, fayes mad your ays a ; 
Ac your t, ot your feruice fir : 
Nebr, fale quefion | (weet fir ac yours, 
And fo ere anfwer knowes whe queftion would, 
Saving in iors, of Complement, 

And talking of the Ajpes and Appenines 
The Perennean and the river Por, 

It drawes towerd in conclufion fo, 

But this is worfhipfull (ociesy, 

And fics che mounting fpirit like my {cifes 
Por heis but absfacd to the time 

That doth not (moske of observation, 

And fo em I whether I fmacke of no : 

And not sione in habit and device, 

Excerior forme, outward eccoutrement; 


But frorn the iawserd motion to deliver 

Sweet, (weet, fweet poyfon for the eges cooth, 
Which though I will noc pra@ice co deceive, 
Yee cw avold deceit ] meane co Jearne; 

Por it fhall frew the footfteps of my rifting 


Buc who comes infuch hafte in riding a de 


ory 


Euser Lady F aniconbridge and lances Coreg. 


Lady. Where is that flswe thy brothe: ? where is he? 
Thes holds in chafe mice honour vp and downe, 
. My brother Robert old Sir Reberts fonne: 
man, 


9 
Se sfonne? why (corn'ft thou as fic Robert? 
He Is Six Roberts foone, and fo zt thou. 
Bef. lames Goorin wilt chou giud vs lesue a while? 
Gear. Good leaue good Phila. 
Bah. Pilg (parvow, lames, 
There's coyes abroad, anon Ile cell thee more. 
Exit lanes. 
Madam, I was not old Sis Roberts fonne , 
Sis Robert might hace eat his part in me 
veseee Friday,and ere broke his fait : 
Sie could doe well, marrie eiacaie 
Could get me fic Robert could not doc it; 
We ae his handy-wocke, therefore good mothet 
To whem em drcrachi diy ett oer ? 
Sic Rebers neuer holpe co make chis leg ge. 
. Haft chou confpired with ity rocher too, 
Thaz for chine owne gaine fhouldft defend mine honor ? 
What meaves this (come, thoumoft vntowsrd kniue? 
Bait, he, knight good mothcr,Bafilifco-like: 
“Whar, ! om dub‘d, J haue it on my : 
Boe mother, 1 sca not Sir Roberts fone, 
J hane difelaim’d Sis Rebert and my lend, 
Legaimation, neme, and all \s gone; 
Thea good my mother, let me know roy father, 
Some roan J hope. who was it avocher? 
. Heft chose denied thy {eife a Fasicenbridge ? 
Bah. As feithfally 2s I deoie the devil. 
: Richard Cordalen eras thy father, 
and vehement {vic J wes feduc'd 
roome for him in my hesbands bed : 


And fodeth yours : yout fault,vas not your follie , 

Necds anaft pou lay your beset wchis difpele, 

SubleAed cribuce to commanding love, 

Aganft whote farie end ynmmacched force, 

The swicSe Lica could not wage the figin, 
j heart from Richards hand » 


Scena Secunda, 


srttaate satan 


Lewis. Betore dugiers well met brave Aafiris, 
Arilen that great fore-renner of thy bload, 
Richard that cob’d the Lion of his heert , 
And foughe the holy Wastes in Palefiinr, 
By chis brave Duke come early to his grace : 
And fos amends to his pofteritie, 
Acour hether ishe come , 
To fpread his colours boy,in thy behalfe , 
And torebuke the vfurpation 
Of chy ennaterall Vocle; Engtith lobe, 
Embrace him, loue him, give bim welcame herher, 
Arwb.. God Shall forgise you Cordalions death 
The racher, chat you give his off-{pring life , 
Shadowing their right ender yous wings of were: 
1 give you welcome with a powerlefic 
But with a hease full of voRtamed ca 
, 


Welcome before the gates of 
Lerwu . i ecape Diehearte nor doe thee right? 

Ast, Vponthy cheeke lay I thie zelous kiffe , 
As feale to this indenture of my lowe: 

tromy home | will no more recurne 

Til) Angiers ead che right thou haft tn France, 
Together with thet pale, chae white-fac’d fhore, 
Whofe foot “bela backe the Ocesns roering tiden, 
And coopes from other lands her Ilanders, 
Even till thac Exgleed hedg'd in with the maine, 
Thac Water- walled Bulwarke, till fecure 
And confident from forreitic purpofes, 
Buen till chat vremoft comer of the Weft 
Salute thee for her King, till chen faire boy 
Wil I noe thinke ofhome,but follow Armes. 

Conf. O cake his mochers thanks, s widdows 
Till your ftrong hand fhall helpe co give him firength, 
Tomake amore all to your loue. 

Aaft. The peace of heaven is cheirs > lift cheiz fwords 
In fach # iuft and charitable warre, 

Kag. Wellthen to worke our Cannon thall be bear 
Agsiod the browes of this towne, 
Call for our cheefeft men of difcipliee , 
To cull ene plot te eee 
Wee'll lay before chis towne oar Royal bones, 
Wade to the tn French-mens biowd, 
Bus we will make it fabied to this boy. 

Com, Stay for an enfwer to your E 
Left vnaduis'd you ftaine your fwords with bloud, 
- dapaie Chastilion may trom England bring 

trightin ee eee 
And then we each drop ® 
That bo rath bafte fa indirely thedde. 
Chatsilion 


Enter : 

Keg. A wonder Lady:lo vpon thy with 
Our niger Chasrilien\s arciu'd , 
Whar England {aies, {sy breesely gente Lord, 
We paule for chee, Charilion (peake, 

(reat. carne your forces from this palsry Bege , 
Aedare then p gene eee 
Hath pus hanlelfe in Armes, che aduerfe windes 
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Whole leifure . have given him tune 
To land his Legions all es foone as 1: 
Hass marches areexpedient co this towne, 
His forces trong, his Souldie.s confidens : 
Wub him slong is come the Mother Queene, 
An Ace fs to bloud sod firife , 
Wich ber her Neece, the Lady Bleach of Spate 
With chem 8 Befterd of che Kings decesit, 
And all ch'vnfeded hemors of the Land, 
Rath, mconfidersre, fiery voleotaries, 
With Ladies faces,end fierce Dragons (pleenes, 
Hase fold their fortunes at there native homes ,° 

ing thelr bisch-sights proudly on their backs, 

a hazard ofnew ‘oceania heere : 


fe of dauntleffe fj 
a tcl iy Cena en 


Did newer floce vpon che {welling tide . 
Te doe offence end fesrhe ia Chriftendome » 
The i of chet charlith drome 


Lex chem be welcome then, we are prepar'é, 


Blanch, Panbraks, 
Beek 4 been ties Se anbreke 


K.leba, Peace be to Prone: If France le peace permis 


Our iwft sad lineall entrance to our owne ; 


Frescete 
we lous, sad for that Eogleed: fake, 


burden of our ssmor heere we fwest: 


Shall drew chis breefe ince as huge e volume: 
Thee Goffrey wes thy cider brother borne , 
And this bie fonne, was right, 
3 


X. lobn. Aleck thou doft vfarpe sucheritie. 

Bran. erie airy pel dewne. 

Qures. Whe is ii thon dof Bie ea 

Conf. Ler me make aofwer : th ine foane. 

That chou msift bes Queen, and checke the world. 
Con. My bed was ever to chy fonness true 

As thine was to thy husbend, and this boy 

Likes in feature to his father 

Thes chow and /ebn, in manners being 0s like , 

As reine co wetes, or deuill co his demmme ; 

My boy ebeftard? by ry fouls I chinke 

His fasher never was fo crue ” 

Ie connote be and if chou wert his mother. 


che deuiil fie wich 
Ande pobirptabeh ve Mad romeo ar 
You are the Hare of whom the Proverb goes 
Whole valour plocks dead Lyons by che beard ; 
Ile fthoake your skin-coat end I cesch you right, 
1 svill, yfaich. 


Baff. 1c lies as fightly on che becke of him . 
vpon en Ade: 


With chis ebundsnce of fuperfloows breath ? 
Lewis, determine whac we thell doc @raiz. 
. Women & fooles, breake off your confesence. 

King febe, chis is the very furnme of all: 
Eaglend snd [ ders, Toraine, Ad aint, 
In right of Arthur doc [ clakne of thee . 
Wile thos them and ley downe thy Armes ? 

fel. My life as foone: I doe defie thee Francs, 
Areber of Britaine, geeld thee to my hand, 
And out of my deere loue Ile giue thee more, 
Then ere the coward hand of Frases can win; 
Submic thee boy. 

Quen, Come to thy grandame child. 

Conf: Dee childe, or ee 
Giee King does, it grandeme will 
Give yt s plum,s cherry, ond afigge, 

There’s 2 geod . 

Arikar, Good my mother peace, 

3 would chat 3 were low lsid in any grave, 


1, with thefe Cheiftall beads heaven thall be brib’d 
To doe him Iuftice,and ips 
(Ch. “Thee mondroes Ire efbesoce so erty 











Being you 
Jain. Bedleen hase dene. itable zeale, 












































Con, 1 howe bux this to fay, Ja the celeefe of this childe, 
Thas he is net onely for her fin, Religioefly provokes. Be pleafed then 
But God hach made ber and hez, the plegue BAe adel dre lt 
On this removed iffec, plagued for her, To bim that owes it, nemely, this yon, 


Prince, 
And with ber plogue her hane : his iniery Aadiheaeae Avasec, like tas eusied Beare, 
Her wnimrie the Beadle to her finne, Ssue in afpedl, hath ail offence fesl'd vp : 
pea pra eae cei . | Ous Cannons maslice vainly fhell be {pene 


afi for her, 0p vpos her. Agaiaft thiavoluerable clouds of hesuen, 
we. Thee enaduifed {celd, I can produce Aad with a bleffed end vn-vext retyre, 
A wi, chat barres che usle of thy fonne. With vahack'd (words, ead Helmets all vnbruis'd, 
(7m. | who doubts chat, 3 Will.2 wicked will, We will beare home chat laftie blood againe, 
A womans will. 2 cankred Grandams will. Which beere we carne to [pour againft your Towne, 
Fre. Peace Lady, paste, or be more temperate, Aod ric hea ache asa ie) al aa 
Je all befeemes this prefence to cry syme Bet if you y psffe our proffer'd offer, 
Teo chefed] amed repetizions : Tis nes the roundes of your old-fec'd walies, 
Seance Trumpet Garnmon hither to the walles Can hide you from our ria of Wasre, 
Thefe men of Aogiers, let vs beare them fpeske, roan Englith, end their difcipline 
Whole tule they edeit, Arthurs ot Lobns. Were "d m thes rude cwrcurference a 
Then cell vs, Shall your Citic call vs Lord, 
Trusapet founds. In chat bebalfe which we have chalieng’d it? 
Caner 0 Citscen wpes the wales. Ox hall we give the fignall to our rege, 
Cite Who isie chat bach warn'd vs vo che walles? And falke in blood to our poffefhon ? 
Pra. ‘Tis Prance, for 0 a Cu. In dreele, we are the King of Englands fubiedts 
felu. England for is felfe . Foe him, sad wn his right, we held this Towne. 
Youmen of Angiess, and my loving febiedts. iche. Acknowledge then the King, ond let me in. 
Pra, You loung men of Angiert, Artber: fubveAs, Cie. Thee can we act : but he chat proves the King 
Our age 36 call'd youto this gentle parle. Tohien will we prout loyal, all chac time 
Jobs. For our adsantage, therefore hease vs full. Haue we racnm’d vp our gates ageinlt he world, 
Thete fiagges of France that are aduanced heere tebe. Doth not the Crowne of England, proowe the 
Before che eye and profpe& of your Towne, King? 
Haue hacher march’d co your endamagement Andif rahahead gael) te Wicnefles 
The Canons have cheis 1s full of wrath, Twice fifteene choufand hearts of Englands breed 
And ready mounted are they co {pit forth Baft. Baftacds and elfe. 
The [ron indigoation ‘gsinft your walles : febo, To verifie our title with their liees. 
All aaron for a bloody fi Fras. Avmany ead 23 well-borne bloeds as thofe, 
and enereies proceeding, by ¢ French, Bef. Some Beftards too. 
Comfort Cities eres, your winking gates: Fran. Scand in his fece to contrad:& his claime. 
Andbus for eur spproch, thofe fleeping Recs, Ca. Till you compound whofe right is worthiefl, 
Thet asa wsite doth girdic you about Wefor the worthieft hold che right from both. 
By che compulfien of theis Ord:nance, lobn. Then God forgwe the hane of all tbofe foules, 
re tane from their fixed beds of lime That ro thest euerlafting reidence, 
bin difhsbited, and wide bauocke made Before the dew of cuening fall, thall fleete 
For bloody pore toruth vppon your peace, In dreadfull criall of our kingdomes King. 
Buc an the fight of vs your lawful] King, Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Cheualiers to Armes. 
Who peinctully with much sence march Baf. Sait Coorge that fwindg d the Drogen, 
Hawe he a counter before your getes, And ere Gince fan's on's horferacke at mine Hofteffe dose 
To faue vaicracch'd your Cisties chreained cheekes: Teach vsfome fence. Sistah, were I x home 
Behold the French smez'd voechisfes ; At yout den firrsh, with your Lionnefe, 
And now infteed of bullets wrapt in fire } would fet on Oxe-bead to your Lyeas hide: 
Tomeke 2 thaking feuer in your walles, Aod make emonfter of you. 
They fhoote but calme words, folded vp in {moske, Anft. Peace, no more, 
Temake 2 faithleffe errour in your cares, Bat, O rremble: for you heare the Lyon rore. 
Which cruft eccordingty kinde Cettizens, Tobe. Vp higher co che plainc, where we'l fet forth 
Aad let vs ia. Yous whole laboer'd fpisits Io beh all cur Regimencs. 
Fore-wearied in this eGtion of (wit (peede, Bef . err ar eo pelt ogre: lana 
Croues herbourage within your Cine wales. Fra. It thall be fo, and at che orber bill 
France. When I heue (osde, make aniwrer to vs both. | Commend the refi to ftand, Ged and our ri he, Exeunt 
Loe in this right hand, whofe : Howe after encur fens, Brace the Herald of Prance 
Is wok divinely vow'd vpen the nght with Travpets to tbe gases, 
Ofhie # helds, ftends youg Nawaegenst, B. Her. You men of Aagiers open wide your geeet, 
im, 






Soane co the cider be of chis enon, And lec yong 4rther Duke of Beiaine 
e 








The life and death of K ng Fob. 


aed, a of Engiend 
Fre. Peres pean that heere held vp his 










Our former (crapie in ous trong basr'é : 

og carhe feare, varill our feares ‘a 
certame : ‘d and depos'd. 

yes 1if. By oem ek rp of Angie fon you 

King John, your ie, bg Englands, doch approach, Aad on bacerleenes, 



















fecurety en the (hungs, 
Comeender of this presen Ce eee 
Thess Armours that masch'd hence fo fluer bright, At your indufineus Scenes and as of 
Hither retarne oll gikt with Frenchmens blood - Aha bar shines adr fob dogo 
There fucks no plea in any Eaglith Creft, De tike the Mutines of lereGalem, 
Thet 1s removed by a fisffe of Fraace . isle ean raprebopate pe 
Ong colours do resume va thefe fame hand: Veer tharpeft Deeds of malice on this Towne. 
The dd them when we firft marche forch By Eaft snd Weft let France and Paowae. 
And hike sielly ¢ of Heneimen come Their bartering Canon charged te the mouthes, 
Our lofhe Eaghth, all with purpled hands, Till their foule-fearing clameers hee braai'd éowne 


Dide in the dying Mleugheer of their foes, The fliatic ribbes of ctus 


oe gues, vee the Vidlors way Ide plsy inceflansly chefe Lode, 

whey Heralds from off ost towres we pught behold | Buen till vafenced ebotanes 

From Arfi co aft, the en-fet snd e: Lease them as naked a3 the ayre: 

Of beth your Armies, whole y Thee done, diflever your vaied Rrengths, 
our belt eyes connect be cenfured : (blewes. | And pert your mingied colours once og sine. 

herr bloed, aad blowes hase an fwerd Terne face co face, and bi 


oa es | Ho eae 
thrmescht with Arenath, and in a mBOmens Fortane cull 

. . Ours of one Gide her happy Minion, 
Beth sre and both slike we hke. Te whee in favour the thall give the day, 
One mutt prove greateft, While they weigh fo even. And kiffe him with a glorious victery : 


We held eur Towne for neither : yet for both, How tthe youths counfell emghry Seaces, 
Smeockes « not femevdung of the 
Eater she reo Keng: woth chews powers, Jom, Now by the sky ches hangs sbowe our heads, 
os feucraldecres. L hike it well. France, thall we knit our poveres, 


And tey this Angiers ewen with the 
Toba. France, heft chow yet more blood tocaft sway? | Then after fight who thall be king of it? 














» thall che current of our right rome on, Bef. And if thou holt the metele of a king, 
fe peffage vert with thy impediment, Beieg wrong’d as we are by this peeusth Towne: 
Shall leave bis native end ore-fwell Turne show mouth of tey Ariblerie, 
with courfe difturb'd even thy confining fheres, As we will curt, againh chefe fewcie walles, 
Valefle thoa les his flues W eter, heepe And when that we howe dafh'dthem to the ground, 
A pescefull te the Ocean. Why chen defie each ether, sad 
Pre. thow heft not (au'd one drop of blood Make worke vpen our (elues,for heaven er bell. 
Ja this hot eriall more chen we of Prance, Pra. Let it befo: fay, where will you saul ? 
Racher lof mere. And by this hand J fwesre lee. We from the efi will end deftretion 
That fwayes the earth this Climace over-loekes, lato this Cures bofome. 
Before we will ley downe our iuft-borne Armes, Afi. lfrem the North. 
Wee'l put thee downe, ganft whom thefe Armes wee Free. Owe Thunder frem the South, 
Or adde 2 royall number to the dead : (beare, | Shall caine their drift of bullets en this Towne. 
Gracing che {croule chet cels of chis werres loffe, Bf. O t difcipline ! From North to Seuth : 
With dag hr coupled the name ong Aufizie and theo: m each ochers mouth. 
Bef. Ha Maiefty : how bigh thy glory towres, Ule fttrre them to 1: Come, awey, le 
When the rich blood of hings is fet on fire: Had. Weare vs great kings, veuchiafe awinle to flay 
Ob now doth death line his dead chaps with Acele, And! (hall thew pou pesce, and fsire-fac'd league : 
The (words of fouldiers are his teeth, his phangs, Win yeu this Cicse witheut ftroke, os wound, 
And now he feafts, mowfing the fiefhefmen * Refase thofe ing lies to dye in beds, 
In vndetermia’d differences of kings. That hecre come focrifices for che field. 
Why ftand chef royall fronts smezed thus : a oe ee 
Cry hwvockehings, ke co the ftained field Sohn, Speake on with feucer, we are Bent to heare. 
You equall Potents, Aerie kindled ty Heb, dias yoobantbalis eon ithe Lady Slaech 
Thenles confufion ef ene part ¢ baie ah carte bald 
Ldarlrexgarel abe sient rpar bee-heicrthepabope ea Of Lewes the Dolphin, ond tha: loucty maid. 
e@ 


perry do the Townefmen yet edrnie? If afte lous Chould co in queft of beanie, 
Where 
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Where fheuld he fade ie fairer, then in Bleach : 


Is che yong riaory tore Nok 
Ifees complese of, fey be 
And the wants 
Heide prt biefed 
Beels r cone, 
Lek eo gran Aric thee, 
encetience, 

Whote felachle of perfeftion hyes in him, 
O two fech Giver corrents when they ioyne 
De the beniees chet bound them in; 

ewe fech thores, to two fuch fireames made one, 
Twe foch deends thal! you be, kings, 

them: 


‘The mouth of peffege fhail we ope, 
Aad give yeu entrance : but without this match, 
‘The tea enraged is not helfe fo desfe, 

more confident, Moentsines sad reckes 
ove Gee Rom motion, ao men death birnfelfe 
3n morte! faerie bolfe fo peremptorie, 
As we eo keage this Cicie. 

. Beeres a ftay, 
Thee the rocsen carkafie of old death 


pint ie 
Ghofl gild hes beidall bed and sankke her rich 





‘| In fechs 





Pra. Whee {ait ? leoke iv the Ladi 
Del. 1 domy Lord, snd inher ele I find sere 
A wonder, oc 6 ‘ 


polar vile o Lour as he, 

y vackles will in this re(peAt is mine, 
Ifhe foe in you thas makes hem fike, 
Thee any thing he fee's which moves his liking, 
I can with cafe crenflare ig to my will : 


Thee Icon Gade, Qheuld meri any hee, : 

os Wher fale thefe yong -cees? What fey you my | 
Blan, That the is beund inhoner ftili co do 

What you in wifedome Rill vouchfafe en fay. 

coe Speake thea Prince Deiphia, cen you loue ths 


1 was 
Fra, Now Cictinene of Angires 
Lat incr wate which yout made, 
‘or at Saint Maries prefently,. 
The rights of nee all Cabemena' 
Is aot the Ladte mthis ervepe? 
I know the is net for this match mode vp, 
Her presence would heue iaterrupred much, 
Wiel Ehets bd end pebinenen oh youshughar> 7 
ts st emt. 
Pra. Ad so tai, chs lence has tre had wade 
Will give ber wery lictie cares 
Brother haw weconcens 
This widdow ? fn her we came, 
Which we Ged knewes, haus cura d another way, 
To ew ewee 


doin, We will heale vp alll, 
For wed't evence Achar Dake of Briaine 
And Earle of Richmond, and chis rich felce Towne “ 





Tha: we thal flop her exclamation, 

Go weas well ss = will {uffer vs, 

To this vnlook’d for voprepaced pompe. Excom. 
Baft, Mad world, mad kings, med compofxion : 


Hach willingly 
Aod France, w 


changer, thar Oye diuel, 
ill brcakes the pace of fanh, 
Tha dayly breake-vow, he chac winnes of all, 


Theat forooch-fac’d Gentleman, ticking commodiie, 
Commodicie, the byas of the world, 


The world, who of ic felfeis peyfed well, 


Made to ren euen, vpon eaen ground: 


; ie, 

This Bawd, chis Broker, this all-changing-word, 
‘don che oveward eye of fickle France, 
drawne bie from his owne determio'd ayd, 


Bat for my hand, as yet, 
Like a poore begger, raslech on che rich, 
Weal, whiles lem sbegger,1 will raile, 
And fey there is no fin bur co be eich: 
And being rich, my vercey then fhail be, 
To fey therc is no vice, but te: 
Since Kings breake farth vpon 


commoditle, 
Geime be any Lord, for 1 will worthip thee. - 


ous. 


ef Gus Secundus 


Excer Confiance, Arter pnd Salsbury. 


Cow. Gone to be married? Gone to fweare 8 peace ? 
| Falfe blood to falfe blood ioyn'd. Gone to be freinds? 
Shell Lewis have 3 launch, and Blawch thole Prouinces ? 
itisnac fo, thou halt mifpeke,milheard, 

Be well advifd, cel ore thy cale againe 

Je cannot be, thou do'ft bur fay ‘tis (0. 

Lereft ] easy noe treft chee, for thy werd 

1s bac the vaine breath of scomaon man + 


dey. 

(he of thy heads 
Why doft thou looke fo = face! 
What meanes that hand vpoa that bresdt of thine? 
Why holdes chine ete that lamencable 
Like s proad river peering ore his bounds ? 
Be chefe fad fignes confirmers of chy words? 
Then fpeake againe, not all chy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true, 
Sal. Ascrve as I beleewe you thinke hem falfe, 
That give paded iene) Grids dobar 
Cas. Qh if chou teach me to belecue this Corrow. 
Teach thou this forrow, how to make me dye, 
And let beleefe, and life encounter fo, 
As doth the furie of two defperare men, 
Which in che very meeting fall, and 
Lewes Re OLY denabecatdec 
France friend with England, what becosses of me f 
Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy fighe, 
This newes bath made thee a moft vgly maa. 


me be content, wert grim 
My and flendrous to chy Mothers woasbe, 
Full of vnp{ieefing blots, and fight!eMe Gaines, 
Lame, foolith, crooked, fwart, predigioes, 
Parch'd wich foule Moles, and ending smarkes, 
I would not care, [then secald bs Sonccar” 
Fer theo } fhoeld net love chee t no, nos thou 
Become thy birth, nor deferve a Crowne, 
Bet chow ert faire, ond at thy birth (deere bey) 
Narure and Fortune ioyn'd to make chee great. 
Of Natures guifts, chou mayft wich Lillies bosh, 
And with the halfe-blowneRofe. But Forrune, ob, 
Ghe is corrupted, chang’d, end wonne from thee, 
Sh‘adukkeraces hourely with thine Vackle febu, 
hath phuckt on France 


Euvespm him wich words, or get thee gone, 
iadloame ole wees dora, atch (alone 
Am Sound co vader-beare. 
I nal cabeot che 
may not wi to i 
Cn. Thee aif, ou hak, lw 
1 will infirw& my forrowes to bee proud 


Hecre ls ey Thy bid kings come bow cole. 
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eA tus Tertius, Scena prima. 


Sohn, Pv ° Chaver, F. . 
Kar ig leh, Pree Delp, lnc, Fae, Pl 


Free. Tistrve (faire dsughter) and this bleed day, 

Ener m France fall be keps feftivel » 
To felemaize this dey the ¢ funne 
$Sxayes in bis courfe, and pleyes the Alchymift , 
Turning with (lender of his precious eye 
The meager cloddy earth to giuterng geld: 
The yearely courfe chat brings this day abet, 
gt pnb fee rt, bur a holy day, 
A wicked dey, and nora holy day. 
Wha: hath chis day deferu'd ? what hath it dene, 
That ie in golden learers fheuld be fet 
Aapeng the high tides in the Kalender ¢ 
Nay, racher tarne this day out of the weeke, 
This day of theme, opprethon, periury. 
Or fie meh Gand Mill, let voues with childe 
chac their burthens may not fall this dey, 
thar their hopes prodigioully be croft : 
Bat (on this day) let Sea-men feare no wracke, 
No bargsines breake that are not chis day made ; 
This day all things begua, come to ill end, 
Yea, faith ic fctfe to hollew felfhood change. 

Fre. By hesuen Lady, you thal} hove ne essle 
To curke che faire proceedings of chis day: 

Haee | not pawa'd te you my Maielty ? 

Conf. Youhaue beguil'd me with s counterfeit 
Refembling Maiefty, which being couch’d and tride. 
Proves valuetefle : you are forfworne,forfwerne, 
You came in Armes to {pill mine enemies bloud, 
Buc now in Armes, you firengrhen ie wich yours. 
The graphing vigor, and rough frowne of Waste 
Is cold in armeie, and painted peace, 

And ovr opprefhon hath made vp this league : 

Arme, arme, you heavens, apainit thele periur'd Kings, 
A enddow cries, be husband to me ( heavens) 

Let noc che howres of this vngodly day 

Weare out the dases in Peace ; bur ere Sun- fer, 

Sex armed difcord *twixt thefe periur’d Kings, 

Heare roe, Ob, heare me 

Aaff, Lady Conftance, peace. 

Conff. War,war, Do peace, peace is to mes warre: 
Oo 31,0 Aaftria, chou dof fhame 
That bloudy : thew flawe,thow wretch, § coward, 

villanie 


Seats he < ide 
pe rinske be cece Blk 


Thow ever ftron 
Thos Fortunes 
Bur when ber humovrous Ledithip is by 


Toresch chee fafery : shou srt periur'd too, 
And feoth Rvp greeinede. a feole ort thou, 
A romping foole to brag, and figmp, and fweare, 


Vpon my pastic : chow cold blooded flave, 

Haft thos not fpoke like thunder on my fide? 

Beene {worne my Souldier, bidding me 

Md apc Granlesaeeat Lehi teae Arength, 

And doft thou now fall over to my foes ? 

Thow weare a Lyons bide, doff is for (hame, 

And hang 0 Calves skin om thofe recreant limbes. 
Aaf. O chat omen thould fpeske thofe words co me. 
Piel. And hang 0 C slues-ckins on thofe tecreant limbs 
Aaf Thea darRinot fay fo villains for thy life. 


, e non recreent limbs. 
febn. We ike not this, chon deft forges hy felfe. 
Exrer Pasdedph, 
Bra. Heore comes the holy Lega of the Pope. 
Pan, Haile you anneinced deputies of heaven, 

Saraki, ‘oben tay holy errand is 

} Pandelph, of faire Adihane Cardinal! , 

And from Pope /anecent the Legace heere, 

Doe is his esr Ard demand 

Why thow agsinfi che Church,our holy Mother , 
So wilfully doft {purne ; aad force ce 

Soepben Langree chofen Arthbifhop 
of Cert foe chat holy Sea . 
This ta our forefaid holy Pachers name 
Jenecent 1 doe demand of thee. 
loba. What esrthie neme to lncerrogstocies 

Can taft che free breath of s facred King? 

Thos canft nex (Cardinal!) deuife aneme 

So flight, enworthy,snd ridiculous 

To charge meto an anfwerv, as the Pope: 

Tell him chis tale,end frumi che movch os 
Adde thus much more, that no /ralian 

Shall tythe or coll in our domimons ; 

But 95 we, sete beeees are fupreame heed, 

So vnder hin thee greas fupremacy 

Where we doe jegae: we will slonev 

Withoas th’sfhftance of « mortal : 
So tell che Pope, all rewerence fet apart 

To him and hie vfucp'd sushoritie, 

Fra, Brother of aarp We blefphere in this. 


neced to geeybyibin iin ses 


is mediing Pnef, 
Dresding the curfe 


money rey buy oxt, 
And byt mericef vilde gold, drole, dan, 
Purchole c ed perden of s man, 
Who in that fale Sle from himfsite: 
Though yeu, and al che reft fo groflely led, 
This iugting witcheraft wish reuennue ° 
Yet J alone, slone doe me oppofe 
Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes, 
Pand. Then by che lowfull power thee i haus, 
Thou thals ftend curft,and excommunicate, 
And bieffed fhall he be chat doth revel: 
From his Allegeance to an heretique, 
And meritorious thall chas hand be calf'd, 
Canenized sad wosthip’d as 0 Saint, 
That cokes ant any feceet cousfe, 
Thy hecefull ji 
That I haue roome with Rome to curfea while, 
Good Facher Cordinall, cry chow Amen 
To my keene curtess for wichout my wrong 
There is no tongee vara gota tocurfe him right. 
Pan. There's Law and Wartanx (Lady) for my curk. 
Conf. Aad for mine coe, when Law can do no right. 
Let it be lawfull,chas Law barre no wrong; 
Law cannot give my childe his king dome heere ; 
Far he that holds his K holds the Law. 
Therefore ince Lew is feifeis perfedt wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe ¢ 
Peed Phe of France, on pariliiof s cule, 
Let goe the hand of thar Arch-herenrque, 
And tsife the power of France vpon his bead, 
Vaiefle he dos febmnit himfelfe to Rome. 
Sica. Look’A chow pale Prance?do not lex go thy hend. 
Cov. Leeks xo thas Denil, 0 et Frame nepeet 





tO 
nd by dslioynie hands neil tole a foale. 
Auf. Pha, tiften to the Cardinal. 
Bef. And a Calues-skin on his recreant limbs, 
Anf, Well 1 maf pockes vp thefe wroogs, 
Becaufe, 


‘Bef, Your breeches beft may carry them, 
Jobe, Philp, what faift thou to the Cardinal ? 
Con, What thould he fay,bat asthe Cacdinall ? 
Delph. Bethioke you father, for the difference 
Is purchafe ary Goris Rose , 
Or the light boffe of Eng Lead,for a friend: 
Forgoe the eaber. 
Ble. Thac s the curfe of Rowe. 
(ee. O Lewes, fland fa, che dcuill termpts chee heere 
Ia likeneffe * anew sera ahi ees 
Bla The Conf ance €5 NOT ith , 
Buc from hac f a 
Com. Oh, ifthou grant my need, 
Which onely lives but by che death of faith, 
That need, maft needs inferre chia principle, 
That faith would hue agame by death of need: 
O then tread downe my need, and faith mounts vp, 
Keepe my need vp,and faith is trodden downe, 
Jobe. The hing is moud, and anfwers not to this. 
Con. O be cemou'd from him, and anfwere well, 
Auf. Doe foking Philp, hang no more in doube. 
Baf Hang nothing but a Calues skin moft {weet lout. 
Fra. 1 am perplext,and know not what to fay. 
Pas, What canft chou fay bee wil perplex thee more? 
If thou ftand excommunicate, and cur it? 
Fra. Good reverend father rake my perfon yours, 
And tell me how-you would beftow your felfe? 
Thisr and mine are newly knit, 
Aad the conanétion of our inward foules 
Married in league, coupled,aad hk d together 
With all religous Nrength of [acred vowes , 
The lateft breach thet geue the found of words 
Wasdeepe-fworne fauh, peace, amity. true love 
Betweene our kingdomes and otr royall felues, 
And even before this truce, but new before, 
No longer then-we well could wath ourhends, 
Toclap this royall bargaine vpof peace, 
Heauen knowes they were befmeaf’d and over-feind 
With flaughters pencil ; where revenge did paint 
The feaefal ie incenfed kings : 
And hall thefe hands fo lately purg’d 
So newly ioyn'd.in love ? fo feng both, 
Vayoke this feyfure, and this kinde regreete ? 
Play fat and loofe with faith 2fo teh witb heasen, 
Make fuch vnconflant children of our felues 
Adnow sgaine to (natch our palme from palme: 
Vo-(weare fzith (worne, reir the marriage bed 
Of {miling pesce to march a blaody hoaft, 
And sie ryoc on the getitic brow 
Of true fincerity ?O holy Sir 
My reverend father, let et not befo; 
Out of your grace, deuife, ordaine, impofe 
Some gentle order, and then we fhall be ble& 
To doe yous pleafare, and cantinuc friends, 
Pand. All forme is formeleffe,Order orderleffe, 
Saue what is oppolite to Engleeds loue. 
Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Charch our mother breathe her curfe, 
A mothers curfe, 0.1 her revolting fonne: 
France chou matft hold a ferpens by the tongue, 
A caled Lion by tne mortal’ paw, 


loud? 
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A fafting Tyger fafer by the tooth, 
aah fe sn pesce that hand which thou deft hold. 
Fra. I may dif-soyne my hand, but not my faith, 
Pand. So mak’fi thou faith an to faith, 
Andlikes ciuill warre fetRoath sip F 
ie Maa ve againft thy tongue. O let thy vow 
Fi etoheauen, firft beto heaven perform'd, 
That is, to be the Champion of our Church, 
What fince thoo fworft, is fworne ym felfe, 
And may not be performed by thy felfe, 
For that which thow haft fworne to doe amiffe, 
Is not amiffe when it is truely done : 
And being not done, where doing cends to ilt, 
The truth is then moft done not Lingit: 
The better A& of purpoles miftooke , 
Isto mifakeagain, h indireA, 
Yet indirection thereby growes dire€, 
And faifhood, falfhood cures, as fice cooles fice 
Within the fcorched veinesof ane new barn’d: 
Itisreligion that doth make vowes kept, 
But thou halt fworne againf religion: 
By what thou fwear'tt again the thing thou fweer A 
And mak'R an oath the {uretie for thy truth , 
Againlt an oath the truth, thou art wnfure 
To fweare, (weares onely not to be forfworne, 
Etfe what smockerie fhould it be to fweare ? 
But thou doft (weare, onely to be forfworne, 
And moft forfworne, to keepe what thou doit fweare, 
Therefore thy later vowes, sgainft thy firft, 
Isin thy felfe rebellion to thy felfe : 
And better conqueft never canft thou make , 
Then armethy conftant and thy nobler parts 
Againf thefe giddy Joofe fuggeftions: 
Vpon which better part, our prayrscomein, 
Ifthou vouchfefe them. Bat if not,then know 
The perill of our curfes light on thee 
So heeuy, asthon fhak not thake themoff 
But in rere gone their blacke weight. 
Auf, on, flat rebellion. 
- Wiftnot be? 
Willnet a Calues-skio Aop that mouth of thine? 
Daal. Father,to Armes. 
Blanch. Vponthy wedding dey ¢ 
Againit the blood that thou bef married? 
sthall our feat be kept with flaughtered men? 
Shall braying trompets, and load ehuslifh drums 
Clamors of bell, be mesfures to our pomp? 
O husband heere me : aye, ajacke, how new 
Is husband in my mouth 2 cuen for that name 
Which till chis timemy tongue did here pronounce ; 
Vpon my knee U beg, goe notto Armes 
Againft mine Vnele, 
Coaft, O, vpon my knee made hard with kneeling, 
I doe pray to chee, thou vertuous D 
Alter not the doome fore-though: by ° 
‘Blan, Now fhalll {ee thy louc, what motive 
Be flzonger with thee, then the name of wife ¢ 
Com, which vphoideth hia, that thee vpholds, 
ar arnag Oh ne Pa aphid ie ee 
. Towle Maiefty 0 cold, 
When fuch profiel refpedts doe pull you on? 
Pand, 1 will deoounce aicurle vpea bis Head: 
Fra. Thou thal: not need. &n »] will fall frd thee. 
Conft. O faire retasne of banifh'd Maieftie. 
&lea. O foule revolt of French inconftancy. 
Eng. Prace, } thalt ruc this houre within this houre, 
; Bef 
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Beft.Oid Tien che clocks farcer,y bold Tienes 


Isle as he will ? well chen, Fravwe (heli me. Ele. Come heather licele kindnan herke,s worde. 
Bla, The San's esecelt with bloud : faire day odieu, hein Corus bens Po OP7 Gee Haters, 
Which is che Gide chet I ruft gee wichall ? Weowe thee much : within this wail offieth 
each ajar acreciecmmenbaoo tiara 








J will noe with thy withes cheise : Hubert, 1 am almof sfham‘éd 
Who-ener wins,ce tha: fide thal | lofe: © fey what good refpett I have of thee. 
ASared leffe, before the match be p!aid. Hiab, Lem tmach bounden to your ° 

Delp. Lady, with me,wich me thy fortune lies. Jekz. Good fivend,chou baft no cenfeto fay fo yet, 
Bis. There were my forrooe tives thee ny ife des harp ing eat time nee fo flow, 
lohan. Cofon, ow peifance together, etiz core, for me co doe thee good. 
promeJanibued: with iaflacping ersth I had a thing to fay, but let it goe: 
A rage, whofe beat hath this condkion ; The Sunne is in the heaven, and she proud day, 
Tine bet blood, Attended with the pleafures of the world, 
The bleod snd valued of France. Isall coo wanton, and too full 6f gawdes 
fra. Thy rage thall burne thee vp,8& thou thalt cme | To give me sudience : Ifthe mid-night bell 
Tosthes, ere our blood thall quench cha: fire: wich bis yron tongue,sed brazen mouth 
Leoke to thy felfe,chou art in icoperdie. Sound on into che drowzie race of night: 
Idw.No raote then be chat threats. To Arms le’cs Ifcbis fame were 3 Cherch-yard where we ftand, 


hie. 
Gxemt. | And chou poffeffed with a choufand wrongs « 
Or if chaz furly fpirit melancholy 
Had bak’d thy bloud,end made it hesuy, thicke, 
V S l. Which elfe runnes tickling vp and downe the veines, 
° Making that sonplens aha keepemenseyer’, 
And firaine their 
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Wichout «congue, v 


Some syery Dewill Without eyes,cares,and hermefull found of words 
And pour’s dewne mifchicfe.Aufrias bead lye chere, Hien, 1 detaGin oy ereeee’ wear: 
Bower leben, Archer bert. J would into chy bofome poure my thoughts 
While Philp breathes, Oe ee Tloue chee weil , 
tele. Hobert this boy : Philiy make vp, And by my croch I thinke thos lew'R me well. 


My Mother is in our Tent, Hob. Sowcll,that what you bid me vadertake, 
And cane feare. Though chat my death were ediun& co my AQ, 


Bef. My Lord I refcoed her , By heauen J would doeit. 
Her Hi is tn (afery, feare you not: fobn. Doe not I know thou wouldfi ?- 
Guc cn my Liege, for very little paines Good Hebert, Habers, Haber: chow thine eye 
Wel being this tebor to en happy end. Exits. | Onyon young boy : Ile cel! thee whee ary friend, 


Heis a very ferpent in my way, 
Alarms, exeurfiens, Retreat. Exner lobu,Bloaner Arthur | Avd wherefoere this foot of mine doth cread, 
Boftard, Hubert, Lords. He lies before me: dof chow vaderftend me ¢ 








Thou art his keeper. 

kehn. So thaile bet ee ee neler 
Se guarded : @ NO he thall not offend yous Malefty. 
Sey oes Loses thee, ead chy Vakle wi Tebn, Desth, ’ 
As deere ba to chee, as ty father os. Hob. My Lord. 

dish, O this will mother die with griefe. Jee, A Graur. 

Sea. Colca sway for England, hafie before, Hab. He thall not live. 
And exeour comming (ee thou fhake the bags les, Enough. 
Ofboording Abbots, imprifoned engeils I could be merry now, Hebert, | lowe chee. 
Sexes iberus : the fac ribs of peace Well, the nos fay whac I i for chee: 
Mak by the cece ee! fa Remember: Medam, Fare you well, 
Vic our thon in his force. Ihe fend thofe powers o're to your Maiefly, 


tf acueecane parsiap hip oe with thee. 


. gor. 
llexne your bighneffe : Gesndame, } will pray: Beebert thal be your man, attend on 
(If enes I remember robe holy ) a reheh rue decd 1 On vowerd Calico ot. 





Some 
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Scena Tea tia. 





Enter France, Delybis, Pandniphe, Astendants. 


Fra. So bys roaring Tempeft on the flood, 
A whole Armgdo of sang rs 
Is (cactered snd dif-ioyn'd from fellowthip. 
Pand. Courage aud comfort all foall os well, 
Pre. Whet can goe well when we heve runne fo il}? 
Are we not beaten ? 1s not Angiars loft? 
Arther une prifoner? divers deere friends (laine? 
And bloady England into Exgland gone , 
Ore-bearing :nterruption oe France? 
Del. What he hath won, that hath he fortified: 
So bot s fpeed, with fach adurce difpos'd, 
Such temped ate order in fo fierce a caufe, 
Doth went example: who hath read,or beard 
Of any kindred-aétion like ro this? 
Pra. Well could ! beare that erinreat thés pracfe, 
So we could finde fome petterne of ous (hame : 
Essen (Conf sce. 
Leoke who comes heere ?'s graue vnto a foule, 
Holding thetcrnall {pint againft hes will, 
In the vilde prifon of aff ed breath: 
I prethee Lady goe away with me. 
Com. Loy Soe inos ee the flue yan (eee 
Fra, Patsenee good Lady,comfort gerile Confanre. 
Con. No, I defie all Counfell, all redseffe, 
Bar that which ends all counfell,trwe Redrefle ; 
Desth, death, O amuable, lovely death , 
Thoe odonferous ftench : found rottenneffe, 
Arife forth from the couch of lafting night , 
Thou hate and terros to profperitie, 
And | will kifle thy deteflable bones , 
And put my eye-balls in thy veulise browes , 
And nag thefe fingers with thy lowfhold wormes , 
And flop chis gap of bresth with fulfome duft , 
And be a Carrion Montler like thy feife ; 
iO on me, and J will chinke thou imi A, 
thee ss thy wife : Miferies Lowe, 
O come to me. 
Fra. Ofzire affiv€tion, peace, 
Con. No,n0, I will not, having breeth to ery: 
O chat my tongue were in the chunders mouth , 
Then with  paffion woald I thake the world, 
Aad rowze orn Gecpe chat fell A 
Whuch cannac hesre 3 Lautes feeble voyce, 
Which fcornes « moderne Inuocsdion. 
Pand, Lady,you vetes madoeffe,and not forrow. 
Cen. epithet dota 
Tarp not mad : chis haire Iteare ts rmne, 
My nacnc 1: Cooffance, | was Ceffrezes wie, 
Yong -crthar is my Conne, and he 13 loft: 
1 em not mad, | would to hewmen I were, 
pgh aley gear ip (clfe: 
O, fl could, what criefe thould I ? 
Preach fore Philofophy to makiric ed: 
Aad thow fhais be Canoniz'd(Cardinall, 
ehnaba deveean he obtleot grec 
My reefona! produces r 
How I may be deliverd of chefe woes, 
And ceaches mee co kill or hang my felfe: 
IS were cud, I thould forget Sry lorme, 
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Or madly chinks a babe of clowts were he ; 
I ant not med : too wall, too well | feele 
The different plsgue of each calemitie. 

Fra. Binde vp thofe trefles: O what lowe] note 
Ie the faire maltitude of thote ber hsires ; 
Where but by chance a filoer drop hath fslae, 

Ewen to that ten thoufsad hends 
Doe glew ues ia focisble eriafe, 
Like trve, i oo 
Ricking ¢ incalamiie. 

Con, Tc Englond if yoo voll 

Fre. Binde vp your haires. 

Con, Yes chat I will :and wherefore will I dod 
Jtore them from their bonds, end cride aloud , 
as eee fonne 
As haue gi e a thet 3 
atpad depel coairomd rutiea ; 

Aad will againe commit them to their bonds, 
Becaafe my childe is 3 prifoner. 

And Pather Cardioall, } bue beard you 

i eben aster ert se our friends in : 
If thas be true, J agzine ; , 
Poroaccibetets tees ac teae kes 
Tehiem that did bat yefterday fafpire , 
There was not fuch's gracious creature borne : 
But now will Canker -forrow eat my bud 

And chafe the nstiue beauty from his cheeke, 
And be will looke as hollow 35 s Ghoft, 

As dim and er as an Agues fitte, 

Aod (a heel dye: and rifing (0 againe, 

When I hall rect him in the Catse 

1 Thall not know him : therefore neuer, newer 
Mult I behold my pretty: Ariber more. 7 

Pand. You hold too heynous s refpeQ of greefes 

Coaf. He talkes fo me,chat ibn wih a fonne. 

Fra, Yousre as fond of greefe,vs of your childe. 

Con. Greefe fits the roome vp of my abfent chalde : 
Lies inbis bed,walhes ep and downe with me, 
Puts on his pretty lookes, repeats his words , 
Remembers me of all tus gracioes parts, 
Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forme . 
Thea,hawe I reafon to be fond of griefer 
Farcyouwell : had you fuch a loffe asI, 
Scould give better comfort then you doc. 

1 will noc keepe thif forme vpon ay head, 

When there is fuch diforder in my witte : 

O Lord, my boy, my Aris, my faire Sonne, 

My life, my ioy, my food, my all the world : 

My widow-cousfort,and my forrowes care. Enz. 
Sr aah rece ee Exn, 

re’s inthis world can make me icy, 

Lifes asceodious ara ect tale, ss 

Vening the dull care of adrowfic man ; 

And bitter theme hath {poyl'd the fweet words cafte, 

Thet it yeelds nov tbe tharse andbitvarnefl 

Pand. Before the curing of a {trong difeafe 

Buen in the infant of e and health, 
The fis is Rrongeft : Ewils chat cake leave 
On their departure,moft of all (hew euill: 
What heue you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Del. Alidales of 











The bfe 









Pda eter -or aioe papi a 
Thaz whiles warave fe playes in thee infants veines 
The méf-plec'd- lobe thoeld excertaine ao howre, 


And he chat fends 3 fitpp’ 
Dakss niceofve ride hoideehsy 
That lobe mey Gand, then strrbar aceds meft fall, 
So be x, for x connor be but fo. 
Del. Bet what thall 1 gaine by Anta: fall? 
Pas. You.ia the right of Lady Biasch your wife, 
Béoy chen make all che clawne that Arther did. 
Del. And loole it, life and all as Arrhyr did. 
Pas. How 


Plainly denouncing vengeance 

Del, May be he will net touch yoog Arehue If, 
Bus hold hienfeife {sfe in his prifonment. 

Pas. O Sis, when he thal) heare of yous approach, 
If chet youg Jérther be not gone sireadie, 
Buen ac chat aewes he dies : and then the hearts 
Of al his people fhail renelz from him, 

And kiffe che lippes of vaacqusined change, 


2 Mbure 


Now chet cheir Conles ase of offence, 
For Eog)and gos] will whet on the King. 

Del. Serong resloas makes Rrange actions: tet vs go, 
I you fay 1, the King will not fay no. Exvomi, 


a ye. No 
r ' 3 . t 
7 


and death f King Fl. 









13 
eA Hus Quartus, Scena prima. 


Ewter Hubert and Executioners, 

Hub, Heate me thefe Irons hot, and looke thou ftaad 
Within che Actes : when I finke my foer 
Vpon the bofome of the ground, ruth forth 
And binde the boy, which you thall finde with me 
Faft tothe chaire ; be heedfull : hence,and watch. 

Exec. Lhope yous wasrane will beare out the deed. 

Fieb. Vecleenly {cruples feare not you . looke toot. 
Yong Lad cone forth ; | have co {ay with you. 

Emer Arthur. 

Ar. Good morsow Habere. 

Hab Good mortow, little Prince. 

Ar. Aslictle Prance, hosing fo grease a Tuls 
To bemore Prince, as may be: you ase fad. 

Hub. Indeed U have beene merrier. 

Ain. “Metcieonme: 

Mechinkes no body fhould be fad bes I : 

Yer I semember, when 1 was in France, 

Yong Genelemen would be as (ad as niyhs 
Onely for wantonneffe : by my Chriftendome, 
So I were out of prifon, and kept Sheepe 
Ithould be as merry as the day is long: 

And fe | would be heere, ber chee I doubt 

My Vackle pradtifes more herme to me : 

He is affraid of me, and j of him: 

[sie my Goulc, thae ] was Gefrezes fonne ? 

No in deede ist nos : and | would to heaven 

I were your fonne, fo you would love me, Hubert: 

Hob. If Tralkeco hiro, wich his wanocenc prate 
He will awekerny mercie, which lies dead: 

Therefore | will be fodaine, ind difpacch. 

Ar. Are you fuke Hubere? you looke pale co day, 
Saleath | would you were aliucle icke, 

That f mighe fit all night,and waech with you. 
1 warrant I loue you more then you do @e. 

Hob. His words do cake 10n of my bofome, 
Reade heere yong Arthe, How now foolilh theume ? 
Turning difpicrous torture out of doore ? 

I mul be breefe, leaft refolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanith teares. 
Con you not reade ic ? Is 1¢ not fabee worit ? 
v. Toofaisely Hubert, (or fo foulc effe, 
Muft you with hot Jrons, burne ous both mine eyes? 

Hub. Yong Boy, ! mut. 

Ars, Aad will you? 

Hab. And Iwill. 

Aire. Hove you the heart ? When your head did bu: 

ake, 
I kaie my hand-kescher sbowt your browes 
(The beft I had, » Princeflc wrought it me) 
And { didneuer aske st you againe : 
And with my hand, st midnight held yeur head; 
And like the wacchfull minates, to che houre, 
Still and snon cheer'd vp the beauy time ; 
Saying ,what lscke you? snd where lies your greefe? 
Ox what goed lowe may I performe for you / 
Many 8 poore mans fonns would have lyeo ail, 
And acre hane {poke 2 loving word to yous 
But you, et your ficke feruice hada Princes 
Nay, you mey chinke say love was craftic leur, 
And cell ix cunning. De, a yee wil, 














































































Ifbeauen be Laas ¢ Pe 
then you You put om mineeyes. 
hae § at neuer did, nor a ai fall sd 
So och as frowne on you. 
Heb. Uhaue (worne ro do it: 
And with hot Irons maf I burne them out. 

Ar. Ah, aone but is this lron Age, would do 1 
The Iron of it feife, chough heate red hor 
Approaching neere thefe eyes, would drinke my ceares, 
And quench this fierse indignation, 

Euen im the maccer of mine innocence : 

Nay, after that, confume away in raft, 

But for containing fre to harme mine eye. 

Are you more ftubborne hard, then hammer’d Iron ? 
Aad if an Angell (hould have come to me, 

And told me Hebert fhould put owt mine cyes, 

J would not haue beleeu'd him : no tongue bue Haberts. 

Hub. Come forch: Do as | bid you do. 

Art. Ofase me Huber: (sue me : my eyes are Out 
Euen with the fierce lonkes of thefe bloody men. 

Hab. Give me the Iron | fay, and binde him heere. 

Art. Alas, what neede you be fo beiftrous rough? 
I will not Neuggle, 1 will Mand floue ftill. 

Bor heaven {ake Hinbert le me not be bound : 
Nay heare me Hubert, drive thefe men away, 
And ] will fic as quiet as. 3 Lembe 
1 will not ftirre, nor winch, nor fpeahe a word, 
Nor looke vpon che Iron angerly : 
Thruft bur thefe men wey, and tle forgive yoo, 
What ever torment you do put me too. 

Hab. Go flend within : let me alone with him, 

Exec, 1am befi pleas'd to be from fuch a deede, 

Art. Alas, I chen baae chid away my friend, 
He hath a flerne looke, bat a gentle heart: 
Let him come backe, chat hie compaffion may 
Giee life to yours. 

Hub, Come (Boy) prepare your felfe, 

Art. Is chere no remedie ¢ 

Hab. None, but to lofe yout eyes. 

Art. O hewmen: that there were but a moth in yours, 
A groine, s duft,a goat, a wandenng haire, 

Aa in that precious fenie : 
Then feeling what forall things are boyferous there, 
Your vilde incent moft needs feeme horrible. 
Heb, 1s this your promife? Go too, hold your coong 
Art. Hubert, che viterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muff needes want pleading for 2 paire of cyes : 
Lec me aot hold my congue : let me not Habers, 
Or Hubert, if you will cut out my congue, 
So I may keepe mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes, 
Thoogh to no vie, but Aull to looke on you. 
Loe, by my troth, che laftrument 1s cold, 
And would not harme me, 

Heb. Van heace n, Boy 

Art No, in good footh : the fire 1s dead with griefe, 
Being create for conrfort, to be vs'd 
in endeletued extreames ; See elfe yous felfe, 

There isno malice in this berning cole, 
The breath ofheaven, hach blewne his fpirit owt, 
And firew'd repencant sfhes on his head. 

Hub. Bor with ey breath [ can reuse it Boy. 

Art. Andif you do, you will but make it bluth, 
And glow wab thame of your proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, 1« perchance will {parkle in your cyes ; 

And. like adogge that is compeil'd cokes, 
Snatch at bis Maftes chat doth carte him on. 
















































Creatures of nore for mercy, locking 

Hob, Well, fee to lave : I will not conch chine ey. 
For all 3 beg ee hl tea 
Yer am I {worne, ¢, Boy, 
Wich this fame very Iron, to burne them ost. 

Art, Onow you looke like Hubert. All this while 
You were difguis'd. 

Hab. Peace:no more Adieu, 
Your Vackle mult noe know but you are dead. 
Ile fill chefe dogged Spies with falfe reposts ; 
Aad, pretty childe, fleepe doubrieffe, and fecure, 
That Habere for the wealth of all che world, 
Will not offend thee. 

Ars, Oheaven! J cheake you Hebers, 

Hub. Silence, 00 more ; go clofely in with mee, 
Much danget do I vadergo for thee, Exeme 


Scena Secunda, 


Rover Joba, Pembroke, Salisbury, and aber Lerdes, 
Jobe, Heere once agsine we fir : once agsingt crown'd 
And Jook’d vpon, Lhope, with chearefull eyes. 


Pem This once again (but chat your Highnes pleas’d) 
Weasonce fuperfluous : you were "d before, 
And chat high Royaley was nere pleck’d off : 

The faiths of men, nere flained with revoke, 
Freth expe@ation troubled not the Land 
With sny long ‘d-for-change, ot better State, 

Sal. Theretore, to be poffefs'd with double pormpe, 
To guard a Title, that wasrich before ; 

To gid refined Gold, co paint the Lilly ; 
Tathrow a perfume on the Viclet, 

To (mooth the yce, or adde another hew 

Vaio the Raine-bow; or with Taper-lighe 

To feeke the beautcous eye of heauen to parnith. 
Is waftefull, and ridiculous exceffe. 

Poem. Bux thac your Royall plesfure maftbe dene, 
This ee, is as an ancient tale new cold, 

And, in the [aft repeating, troublefome, 
Being vrged at o tune vnfeafonable. 

Sd. Inthis che Anucke, end well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, is much disfigured, 

Andlike a thifted winde vnro a feile, 

Ie makes the courfe of choughts co fetch about, 
Stareles, and frighes confideration: 

Makes (ound opinion ficke, and truth fulpe&ed, 
For putting on fo new a fathion‘drebe. 

Perm, Workemen {triwe todo berter then wel, 

They do confound their skill in coueroutnefie, 

Aad oftentimes excufing of s felt, 

Doth make che fawle the worfe by ch’excufe : 

As patches fer vpon sliccleb ; 

Difcredite more in hiding of the 
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leh. Some reslons of this double Corronation 


ss St fy and per rr 
ous : for the a. aod them 
Bend cher bef fades, bear 


x 
Th 


fadies, beartily requeft 
mfrenchifement of e frtbar, whofe refiraint 


toa ena tl pate 
(as they fay) atrend 
fhould moue 


To gracececafions : let it be our (vite, 

That you have bid vs aske his libertie, 
egareteal habepias deceae 
Then, whereepon our on in 
tis berry. ss 


Es A 
leben, Letit be fo : 1do commis his youth 
Toyou direGiion : Habert, what newes with you? 
Peas. This is che men fhould do the bloody deed : 
Ble thew’d his warren to 2 friend ofmine, 


Lanes in hi 2 thae efpe& of his 
De liewihsascd elvan soablcsied, 


Bie is fo ripe, itneeds muft breake. 
emt. ee 


Good Lords, 

The fuice which you 

be cels vs Archer ts decess'd conight. 
Sal. Indeed we fear'd his ficknefle was peft cure. 
Paw: Indeed we beard how necre his death he wes, 


The Copie of your (peede is learn'd by chem: 
For when you fhoald nih hse 
The A hers 4 comes, that they are all arriu'd. 

. Oh where hath our Intelligence bin drunke ? 
Where heth ie Sept? Where is my Mothers caret 
That foch an Army could be drewne in Praace, 

And fhe not heare of ic ? 

CMe. My Liege, hereare 
Is flops wich daft ; the firft of April di‘de 
Your noble mocher ; and as ! Lor 


Leba, With-hold thy fpeed, dreadfull Occafion : 
O makes leagee with me, “cill I have ptcas’d 
My difcomented Peeres. What? Mother dead ? 
How wildely chen walkes my Eflate in France? 
Vader whole condu& came thofe powres of France, 
Thac thee for truth giu'ft out are landed heere ? 
Mf. Vader the Dolphia. 
Exper Baftard and Peter of Pomfret. 
fe, Théu heft made me gi 
With thefe ill rydings : Now ? Leyes the world 
To your proceedings? Do not feeke to ftuffe 
My head wich more ill newes : for ic ts full. 
Bf. Bu if you be a-feard to heare the worft, 
Then lex che worf} vo-hessd, fall on your hesd. 
Leu. Beare with me Cofen, for I was amaz’d 
Vader the tide; but now I breath sgaine 
Aloft the flood,and can give audience 
To any congue, (peake it of what it will. 
Baf. How I haue (ped among che Clergy men, 
The famaes } have c died thal : 
But as J trsuail'd hither through the land, 
I finde he reer fareafied, 
Pofeft with rumors, full of idle dreames. 
Not kno wher they fesre, bur fall of feare. 
And here's a Propher chse I with me 
Prom forth the fireers of Porafret, whom I found 
With hundreds treadi artnet 
Towhom in rude founding rienes, 
Tae dean Alcan acca neat 
‘Yous Highnes (houid deliver vp your Crowna. 
felm. idle Dreamer, whorefore didft thou fo? 
Pet. Fore-knowing that the cruth will fall out fo, 
rap se a 


ayes 
rowne, let him be heng’d. 
, and returne, 
For I muft viether. Omy genie 
Hear'f how the aewes sbroed, who are arrin’d? 
Bef. The Preach (my Lord) mens mouths re ful of ic: 
Befides I wer Lord Biger , snd Lord Satisborie 
With eyes ss red as new enkiadled Gre, 


And more, to fecke the grave 
Of Arther, whom hy is kill’dco night, on your 
leba, Genile kinfanso loggeitice. 

| 





16 The hfe and death of Kung Fobn. 
Thewe lA been loves againes Hab. My Lord. 


them me. 
ry a I will feeke them ous. 
be Nay, but make hafte : che better fooce before. 
O, let me have no fubsedt enemies, 
When adeerfe Forreyners affright my Townes 
With dreadfull pompe of flout inuafion, 
Be Merasric, fet feathers to thy hceles, 


And fi ay thought) from them, to me spaine. 
ad he fpiric of the time thall tcach me (peed. Exw 
labs. Spoke like 2 fpnghtfull Noble Gentlemso. 
Go after him : for he perhaps thall neede 
Some Meffenger bet wixt me, and the Peeres, 
And be thou hee. 
Mef. With all my heart, my Liege. 
lobe, My mother dead? 


Eater Hobert. 
Hub. My Lord, they (ay fiue Moones were feene to 
Foure fixed, and the fift did whirle sbout (nighe: 


The other foure, in wondrous motion. 
Jeb, Prue Moones ? 
Hab. Old men, and Beldames,in the ftreees 
Do prophefie vpon it dangcroufly : 
Yong Artbar: death is common in theirs mouths, 
And when they talke of him, chey thake thei: heads, 
And whifpet one another in the ear. 
And he that (peakes, doth gripe the hearers wrif, 
Whilft he thac heercs, makes feerefull eAion 
With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rollng cyes. 
1 fave a Smith Nand withhis bemmer (thus) 
The whilft his Iron did on the Anuile coole, 
With open mouth fwallowing a Taylors newes, 
Who with his Sheeres, sod Mesfure in ins hand, 
Standing on flippers, which his nimble hole 
Had falely theufl vpon conuary feete. 
Told of s many thoufead warlke French, 
That were embattailed, and rank'd in Kent. 
Anocher leane, vnwath'd Artificer, 
Cuts off his tale, and talkes of Arthers death. 
fo. Why feek'f oN to poffeffe me with thefe fearcs? 
vrget thou fo oft yung Arthers death? 
Thien uckcceaehice, Uhad a mighty caste 
To with him deed, but thou hadfl none to kill hom. 
H Nohad (my Lord why .did you not provoheme? 
Lehn. Ic ia che curfe of Kings, to be arended 
By flaves, chat cake there humors for a warrant, 
To breake within che bloody houfe of life, 
Andon the winking of Authoritee 
To vnderfland 2 Law ; to hnow the meaning 
Of dangerous Maiefty, when perchance 1 frownes 
More vpon humor, then aduis d refpedt. 
Heb.tHeere ss your hand and Seale for what I did. 
Ieb. Oh, when the lat sccompt cwint heaven & earth 
Is to be made, chen fhall this hand and Scale 
Witneffe sgainfl vs to damnation. 
How oft the fight of meanes to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done? Elad'fi not thou beene by 
A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and fign’d vo doa deede of theme, 
Hoey me otihy sehen d hor ai 
Bat taking cote of t "dA 
Finding thee fe fer bloody ath a 
Apt, liable to beermploy'd in danger, 
I family broke with thee of Arthurs death : 
And thou .to be endeeredto a King, 
Made it ne conlcience to deftroy a Prince. 








— —-— 


beh. Had’ thou but fhooke thy head, or made » paule 
When | {poke derkely, what { purpofed: 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt vpon my face ; 
As bid me tell my tale inexpreffc words. 
Deepe fhame had ftruck me dumbe,made me break off, 
And thofe thy feares, might have wrought feares in one 


‘But, thou didfi vaderitand me by my fignes, 


And didftin fignes againe partey with fiane. 
Yea, without flop, didft let thy heart canfent, 
And confequently, thy rude hand co ae 
The deed, which both our tongues held vilde to name 
Out of my fight, and never fee me more: 
My Nobis leane me, and my Szace ss braved, 
Euen at my pares, with rankes uf forraigne powres. 
Nay, in the body of this ficthipLand, 
Thus kingdome, this Confine of blood, and brenthe 
Hoftilicie, and ciuill cumult reignes 
Betweene my confcience, and my Cofins death. 
Heb. Armc yeu sgainit your ocher enemues - 
Ile make a peace betweene your foule, and you. 
Yong ps te is alive . Thashand of mune 
Isyet 6 maiden, and an innocent hand. 
Not painted with the Crimfon (pors of blood, 
Wathin this bofome, neuer entred yet 
The dresdfull motion of a murderous thought, 
And you haue flander d Nature in my forme, 
Which howfoeuer rude cxtersorly, 
Is yer the couer of a fayrer minde, 
Then to be butcher of an innocent childe. 
leln. Doth Aribur lie ?O haft chee to the Peeres, 
Throw this report on their incenfad rage, 
And make them tame to their obepience. 
Forgwe the Comment that my paffion made 
Vpon thy feature, for my sage was blinde, 
And foule immaginarie eyes of blood 
Prefented thee more hideous chen thou ert 
Oh, anfwer not ; buc to my Cloffer bring: 
The angry Lords, with all expedient haft, 


Iconiure chee but flowly: run more fail. Exemt 





ee 


Scena Tertis. 





Emer Avther on the wales. 
Av. The Wallis high, and yee will | leape downe. 
Good be pittifull,aod hurt me not : 
There's few or none do know me, ifthey did, 
This Ship-boyes ferbiance hath difgues'd me quite, 
Lam afcaide, and yet [lc venture i. 
If 1 get downe, and do not breake my limbes, 
Sle fade a choufand (nifts wo get away; 
As good to dye and go ; asdye, and ftay. 
Oh me, my Vackics {pisit us in thefe flones, 
Heouen take my foule and England keep my bones Deer 


Enter Pewshr eke Salubury fo Bigot 
Sal. Lords, }willmecthunacS Edmendsbury, 
ic Is our (aferie, and we mult cmbrace 
This gerile offer of the perilous ume. 
Pom. Who brough« that Letter from the Cardinal! ? 
Sal, The Count Meleeze, a Noble Lord of France. 
Whole priuste with me of the Doipbines lode, 
Is much more gencrall, then thefe lines umport. . 
Xe 





——— 





Sal, S Eee oaee. ‘twill be 
Two dayes iourncy (Lords)or ere we mecte, 
ae Ewer Baftard. 





Baft.Once more to day well met, dittemper'd Lords, 


The King by me requefts your prefence Rraight. 
Sa. The king hath dil A himfclfe ay vs, 

We will not lyne his chin-beftained cloake 

With our pure Honors : nor attend the foore 

That leaves the print of blood where cre ic walkes. 

Retume,and tell him fo : we know the worft. 


Buf. What etc you thinke, good words I thinke 


were bef. 


Sal. Our greefes, and not our manners reafon now 


Baff. But chere is little reafon in your greefe. 
Therefore twere reafon you had manners now. 
Pem. Sit, fir, impatience hath his priudedge. 
Baff. ‘Tis crue, vo hurt his mafter, no mans elfe, 
Sel, Thisss the prifon : What is he lyes heere? 


P.Ob death,made proud with pure & princely beuty. 


The earth bad nut a hole to hide this deede. 


Sal. Murcher, as hating whac himfelfe hath done, 


Doth Isy ic open co vrge on revenge. 
Beg. Or when he doom’d this Beautie to 3 grave, 
Found it too precious Princely, for a grave. 


Sal. Sis Richard, vshac thinke you! you have beheld, 


Or hace youtead, or heard, or could you thinke ? 
Or do you almoft :hinke, although you fee, 


Thae you do fee ? Could thoughs, withou this obicd 


Forme fach another ? This isthe very top, 

The heighth, the Creft : or Creft vnto che Creft 
Of eunthers Acmes : This is the bloudieft fhame, 
The wiideft Sauapery, the vildefR troke 

That eves wall-ey’d wrath, os faring rage 
Prefenced co the ceares of foft remorfe. 

Pras. Alimurthets paft, do ftand excus'd in this: 
And chis fo fole, and fo vnmarcheable, 

Shall giue a holineffe, a lal 
To the yet enbegorzen finne of times; 
Aad prove s deadly blood. thed, but 9 ieft, 
Exampled by this heynoos fpedtacle. 

Bef, It is adamned,and a bloody works, 
The graceleffe alion of a heauy hand, 

If chat it be the worke of any hand, 

Sal. Wf chat ic be the worke of any hand ? 
Wehada kinde of light, what vould enfue* 
Tcis che fhamefull worke of Muberrs hand, 

The pra&ice, and the pospofe of the king : 
From whofe obed:ence J forbid my foule, 
Kneeling before this raine of fweere hfe, 
And breathing co his breathleffe Excellence 
The incenfeot a Vow,2 holy Vow: 

Neuer to tafte the pleafures of the world, 
Neuer to be infected wich delight, 

Nor conuerfane with Eafe, and Idleneffe, 
Till | have fer a glory co this hand, 

By gising it the worthip of Reuven 























Emer Habers. 
Heb, Lords, } am hot with hafte, in feeking you, 
Artin dorh live, the king hath (ent for you. 
Sal. Ob be is bald, and bluthes not at death, 







fis Lamovocillaine. 


Baf Yourlwordisbright fir, put it vp sgaine. 
Sal. Not a sees eas eat iene akin 










The Gfe ‘and deash of 


Bez. Tomorrow morning let vs meete him then, 


Pew. Big. Our foules religioufly confirme thy words. 


Avanc thou harefull villviu,getthee gone. (the Law? 
Sal. Muft] rob 
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Hub, Scand becke Lord Salsbury, fland backe J fay 

By heauen, I thinke my (word's ss fharpe as yours, 

1 would not have you ( ord) forget your feik, 

Nor the danger of my true defence ; 

Leaf I, by marking of your rage, forpet 

your Worth, your Greacneffe, and Nobility. 


By. Ous dunghill : der‘ft chou brave « Nobleman ? 


Hab. Not for my life: But yet I dare defend 
My innocent life agaioft sn Emperor, 
Sal, Thou atca Murcherer. 
Heb. Donot prove me fo : 
Yetlamnone. Whole tongue fo ere (peakes falfe, 
Not gh Sean : who (peakes not truly, Lies, 
Pem. him co peeces. 
Bef. Kecpe the peace, I fay. 
Sal. Standby, orf thall gaul you Faniceabridge, 
Bah, Thou wer’ bercer gaul the divell Salsbury. 
If chou bur frowne on me, or flirre thy foote, 
Or teach thy haftic (pleenezo do me fhame, 
He Mtrikechee dead. Put vpthy {word betine, 
Or Ie fo maule you, aad your tofting-Iron, 
That you fhall chinke che diuell is come froin hell, 
By. What wile chou do, renowned Faskconbridge ? 
Second a Villaine, and a Mustherer ? 
Hub Lord Bigot, lamnone. 
Bug. Whokili'd this Prince? 
Heb, “Tis not an houre fince I left him weil; 
I honour’d him, } low’d him, and will we 
My date of life out, for his fweece lives loffe. 
Sal Truft noe chofe cunning warers of his cyes, 
For wilanie isnot without fuch rheume, 
And he, long treded in st, makes it feeme 
Like Rivers of semorfe and innocencie. 
Away with me, all you whofe foules abhorre 
Th’vncleanly favours of a Slaughrer-houfe, 
Forlam Rifled with this fmell of finne. 
By. Away,toward Burs, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There cel che king he may inquire vs ouc Ex Lords. 
Ba.Here $3 good world:knew you of this faire work? 
ond the infinice and boundieffe reach of mercie, 
(If thou didft this deed of death) art 7 damn'd Huberts 
Hub Dobutheareme fir. 
Raft. Ha? Me rellchee what. 
Thou ‘tt damn'd ss blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke, 
Thou art more decpe damn’d then Prince Lucifes : 
There is not yet fovgly a fiend of hell 
Asthou thale be, 1f chou did ft kill this childe. 
Hab, Sponmy foule. 
Aaft. If chou didft but confene 
To this moft cruell AG: dobucdifpaire, 
And if chou want'ft a Cord, the fmalleft rhred 
That ever Spider twifted from hes wombe 
Will ferve to ftrangle thee: A ruth will be a beame 
Tohsng theeon. Or wouldft thou drowne thy felfe, 
Puc buta lictle water in a fpoone, 
And t thail be as all che Ocean, 
Enough to Rifle fuch a villaine vp. 
Ido futpeSt chee very greeuoufly. 
Hab. \f Lin a&, confent, or fnne of thoughe, 
Be guileie of the ftealing thee fweere breath 
Which was embounded in this besuteous clay, 
Let heil want paines enough to torture me: 
T left him veil. 
Baft. Go, beare him in chine srmesz 
Tam amaz‘d me thinkes, and loofe my wey 
Among the chornes,and dengers of this world 


b; How 








How eafie doft thow teke all England vp , 
Fronrforth this morcell of Royaltie? 

The life, the right, and truth of all this Reslme 
Is fled to heawen : and Eaglaed now 1s left 

To tug and feamble, and to part by th’tecch 

The vn. owed intereft of proud (welling State ; 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Maicfty, 

Doth dogged warre brifiie hie angry creft, 

And {narleth inthe gentleeyes of peace: 
Now Powers from home and difcontents at hom 
Meet inane line: and vaft confufion weices 
Asdoths Raven on s ficke-falne beaft, 

The iminent deeay of wiefted porpe. 

Now happy he, whofe cloake and center can 
Hold out thistempeft. Beare away that childe, 
And follow me with fpecd : Le to the King: 

A thoulend befincffes are briefe n hand , 

And heaven it telfe doch frowne vpon the Land. 


Exn 





eA tlus Quartus, Scena prima. 





Ester Ring lel and Pandelph, attendants, 


K.Lobn. Thus have! ycelded vp into your hand 
The Circle of my glory. 
Pan. Takeagpine 
From this my hand,as holding of the Pope 
Your Soueraigne greatneffe anc! authoritee. 
Jobn. Now keep your holy word,go meet the Preach, 
And front his holineffe vfe sit your power 
To Nop chess marches ‘fore we are enflen'd : 
Owr difconcnted Counties due revolt: 
Our people quarrel with obedience, 
Swearing Allegsance,and the love of foule 
To Mranger.bluud, to forren Royalty, 
This inundation of millempced humor , 
Reflaby you oncly to be qualified. 
Then peule not . for the prefent time's fo hicke 
Tha prefent medcine mult be minifteed , 
Or onerthrew incureable enfues. 
- Pend. 1¢ was may breath chet blew chis Tempel op. 
Vpon your Rubborne viage of the Pupe. 
But fince you are a gentle conuertite, 
My tongue fhall buth againe this Rorme of ware, 
piles i faire weather in your bluftring land: 
On this Afcention dey, ressember well, 
Vpon your osth of feraice 10 the Pope, 
Goe I to makethe French lay downe thei Armas. Exot 
loha. 1s this Afcenhun day ; did not the Prophes 
Say, chat before Alcenfion dey at noone, 
My Crowne | fhuuld gre off ? euen fo | have: 
1 did fuppofe st thould be on contrainte, 
Buc (lheau'n be thank djst uo buc voluntary. 
Ener Baftard 
Baf. All Kent hach ycelded : nocheng there holds our 
But Dower Calle: London hath recess d 
Likeahinde Holt, the Dolphin and his powers 
Yous Nobics will not hearse you, but are geome 
To offer ferusce to yous cnemy : 
And wilde amazement hurnes ep and downe 
The lutte number of your doubt full friends. 
Lodm, Would not my Lords returne to me againe 
! Afcer they heard yong freber was aliuc? 


Bait. They found him dead, and cof into the Are 
Anempty Casket, where the Sewell of Iife 
By forne desan’d hand was rob'd,and tane sway, 
Jobs. That villaine Hubert cold me he did line. 
Baft. Se on my foule he did, for ought he knew . 
But wherefore doe you droope ? why looke you fad? 
Be great in a, 33 you have beene in thought : 
Let not the world fee feare and {ad di 
Gouerne the motion of a kinglye eye : 
Be firringas the time, be fire with fire, 
Theeacen the threstner,and out-face the brow 
Of brag ging horror : So thal inferior eyes 
Tha: borrow their behauiours from the great, 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauncleffe fpirit of refolution. 
Away, and ghifter like the god of warre 
When he imendeth to beeome the field : 
Shew boldneffe and afpiring confidence: 
Whar, thall they feeke the Lion in his dewne, 
And tright him there ? and make him tremble chere® 
Oh let it not be faid : forrage,and :uone 
Tomeet difpleafure farther from the doret , 
Aad grapple with him ere he come fo nye. 
lehu, The Legat ofthe Pope hath beene with mee. 
And I haue made 8 happy peaee with him, 
And he hath promis‘d to difrmifle the Powess 
Led by the Dolphin. 
Bef. Ob inglorivus league: 
Shall we pea the foottmg of ovr land, 
Send fayre-play-orders and make comprimife, 
Infenuation, parley and bafetcuce 
ToArmes Invafue? Shalle beardleffe boy, 
A cockred-filken wanton brauc Our fields, 
And fieth bis fpsrit in 9 warre-like foyie, 
ae egies ayre with colours idlely (pred, 
And no cheeke * Let vs my Liege to Armes: 
Perehance the Cardinal cannot make your peace; 
Orifhe doe, fet st at leaf be faid 
They (aw we had a purpofe of defenee. 
Tobe Haue thou the ordering of this prefent time, 
heft. Auiay then with good courage: yet] know 
Our Partse mey well meet a prowder Ee. Encuet, 





Scena Secunda. 





Ester (nn Armes) Delphen, Selusbury , Meleons , Peas 
broke, Bigot, Soulderrs. : 


Del, My Lord Afoleone,\et this be coppied oar, 
And heepe It fafe for our remembrance» 
Returne the prefident ro thafe Lords againe, 
That hang our faire order written downe , 
Both they and we, perufing ore thefenoces 
May kaow wherefore we cooke the Secrament, 
And keepe out fatthes firme and inaiolable. 

Sal Vpon our fides it neuer thall be broken, 
And Noble Dolphin, albeit we feeare 
A volumary zealc, aod an vo-ucg’dFaith 
To your proceedings : yet belecue me Prince, 
1 am not glad that fuch a fore of Time 
Should fceke a plafter by coaremn'd revolt, 
And heale the soucterate Canker of one wound , . 
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het yous cow, 
snk $8 cean 
se eile tod ttle Scena Querte 


That in your Chambers gave you chafticement ? 
No : know the gallant Monarch is in Armes, 
Add like an Eagle, o're his eyerie cowres, Enser Salisbury, Pembroke, and Bizet, 

To fowllc exbeyunce tot comet nacre me lek re inke the King fo ftor’d with friends. 
And yoo degencrate, you tagrate Reaolts, Pem. Vp once sgaine : iit in che French, 
you bloudy Nero's, ripping ¢p the wombe Hoey ane i ak 

Of your deere Mother-Englsod: lath for thames Sel. Thas 












i ten Falconbridge, 
For your owne Ladies, and palc-vifag'd Maides, In fpight of (pight, slone s the day. 
Like Amazons, come tripping after 5 anati : Pem. They (ay King Jobm fore fick, bath left the fiel.!, 
Their chimbles into armed Gantlets change, Ester ‘Molen wernded. 
Their Needl's to Lances, and their gencle hearts Mel, Lead me to the Reuolts of Eagiand heere, 
Te fierce end bloody inclination. Sal. When we were happie, we had other sames, 
Del. There end chy brave,s0d sen thy face bo peace, Pom, itis che Counc Af 
We grent thou canft out-feold vs : Fer thee well, Sal. Wounded to death, 
Wehold our time too precious to be frent Add, Fiy Nobie Eng l:th, you are bought and fold, 
With fech a brabler. Vachred the rude eye of Rebellion, 
Pax, Give me leaue to fpeake. And welcome home againe difcarded faith, 
Bef. No, I will (peake. Secke out King /obn, and fall before his feete: 
Del. We will strend to neyther : For if che French be Lords of this loud day, 
Strike y Se dremames, tnd let the congue of warre He mesnes to recompence the psines you take, 
Pleade for ovr incereft, and ow: heere. By cv off your heads - Thus hath he (wore, 
Baf, lndecde your drums being besten, wil cry Outs =| And I with him, end many moe with mee, 
And fo tha!l yoo, being beaten : Do bus Rast Vpon the Altes tS. Edesondsbury, 
As eccho with the clamer of thy drumme, Euen on that Altar, where we fwore co you 
Aad even at hand, a dromase Is readie brac’d, Deere Amity, end everls fing loue. 











Ther thal reverberace sll, as lowd as chine. Sal, May chisbe pofible? May chis be true? 
Sound bur another, and another thail Adel. Haue I aot hideous death within my view, 


(As lowed asthnac) ratcle che Welkins care, Retaining buts quantity of life, 

nd mocke the deepe mouth'd Thende: : for at hand Which bleeds sway, even ass forme of waze 
(Not trofting co this etoe ere heere, Refelueth from his figure ‘gainft che fire? 
Whom he hath vs'd racher for fpore, then aeede) What in che wosld fhould make me now deceiae, 
Is warlike Jebw: and in his fore-heed fis Since 1 mult loofe che vfe of all deceice? 
A bare-sib'd death, whole office is this day Why thould Ethen be felfe, hace st is crue 
To featt vpon whale thoufands of the Frenc h Thac I muft dye heere, and live hence, by Trath ? 


Del. Strike vp our drummes, to furde this danger owt. | J fay againe, if Lewis do win the day, 
Bat, And chou halt finde it (Dolphin)donot doubt | He is forfworne, ifere thofe eyes of yours 

: Excust. | Behold another day breake inthe Eat: 
But even this night whofe blacke coats brea 
Already frooskes sbout the burning Cs 
Scana Terti y Of che old, feeble, and day-wesried Sanne, 

. Even chis il! night, your bsesthing thal! expice, 

Paying the fineof rated Treachery, 
Euen with a crtacherous fine of all your lives: 
1f Lewes, by your 3fsiftance win the day. 
Cormenen 














Alarwns, Caer lebn and Hebert, 











d me to one Habert, with your Kong; 
Joba. How goes the day with vs? oh cell ene Ffabert. =| The lowe of him, and this refpedt befides 
Hab. Badly! fease; how fares your Maiefty ? (For chas my Grandfire was an Engtifbarsa) 
Jom. This Feawer shat hath troubled me fo long, Awakes my Con{cience co contelle all chis, 
Lyes heaune on me : oh, my heart is fcke. Jn lieu wheseof, I pray you beare me hence 
" Na nial ie eS cp tilhep ae ta Fields 
Mef. My Lord: your valiant hinfman alcoubridge i. Where { ma eche remnant cthoughs 
Defwes sou Mai¢fie co leaue the field, lo peace: nd parc this bodie and say toale 


Andfend him word by me, which way you go. Wich contemplation, end devour defires. 
lobe, Teilhim toward Swinfted, co che Abbey there. Sal. We do beleeue chee, end bethrew ary foula, 
CMef. Be of good comfore; for rhe great fupply, But | do love the favour, and the forme 
in hee Of chis moff faire occahan, by the which 
Are wrack'd three nights ago on Gesders fands. We will encresd the fteps of damned Bight, 
Thus newes was broughe co Zicherd but cuen now, And like s bated end retired Flood, 


The French fight coldly,and retyre themfehues, | our renkoeffe and irregal ar courfe, 
Tobe, Aye me,cthas tyrant Fesves burnes mee vp, Sctoope within chofe bounds we have ere-leek'd, 
nd will nox fet me welcome this good newes. And calmely rm on in obedience 










on toward Sweafted. to my Lacer ftraight, Eyes to our Ocean, to our Kiog sabe. 
cakaelic pofletieth ae, andl am faine. éxems. | My esme hall give thee to beare thee hence, 


The 











old right. Euum 
Euw and bes Traine. 
Det The Sen of hesecn( ene choughs)eres lath vo fc 
Bur ttaid,and made che Wefterne Weikin . 
When mesfare backward their owne groend 


Enser a Mefeager. 


Are caf eway, an 

Del. Ab Fowde  throw'd newes, Bethrew thy very 
{ did not thinke salah raped, (hase 
Asthishathmedeme. Who was {sid 
7 Toba dd fire an houwre of two before 

fumbling o: ae happlyiebialal efor 

ef. Whece fake sien ord. 

Del.W alt . keepe good y ashe good care tonight, 
-| Theday thafl not be wp fo foone as, 


To try che faire aderatere of to morrow. fxemt 





Scena Sexta. 





Ester Baftard and Flubert, feucraly, 
Eas. Winch Seaton ren quay ce 


perfed thoaghx : 
| bas agaber soa eerie fo well 
act iead, that : 
Who art thou? wd 
Bef. Who thoa wilt ; and f thou pleafe 
Thos eaift be-friend me fo much, 23 to thenke 


That aay eceene breaking from thy 

Ee Cee : of cune care. 

Bel. cutee complement, Whet newes 
Fiub. Why heore walhe 3, in the black brow of night 

Tofade you our. 


cand deathof K.é . 
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knowne of this. 
Baft, How did he take it ? Who did cafte to him? 
Hab, A Monke | tell vou, a refoleed villains 
Whole Bowels fodainly burt our: The King 
Yer fpeskes, end pereduentere mey secower. 
Bof Who didft thou leaue co rend kis Maiefty? 
Parts itr tren yee oes tee bere we come 
e, 


Awny before : Condn& me to the k 
(acobthe obs bevcealcoma’ 





Scena Septima. 





Barer Prince Feary, Salishorie, and Biget, 
Bre. I is coo late, che fife of ali his blood 


3 and his pure breine 
the foules fraile dwelling hoafe) 
Ls A eae thet k mekes, 
Fore. the of | e 
P ° 

Pom. His Highnelie yer doth (peak, & holds beicefe, 
brough: rad ig syre, 
Ic would the burning 
Of chet fell posfon which eflayleth hem. 


Hon. Let him be broughe into the Orchard heere s 
Doch he fil rage? 


you ; even now he fang, 
Hien. Oh vanity of fckneffe: fierce excreames 
ee eee 
haaing praide outwar 
Leanes chcrs ecole and bis feige is eda 
A the winde cer ee nee and wounds 
many legions of firange 
Whichia elt throng, andoreflctot ‘ left hold, 
Counfound themfelues. “Tis A death fhold fing: 


To fer a forme thet indigsft 
Which eh ef apele ,and forude. 
wr. 
lob. Lemnartic, new my fouls hath elbow roome, oe 
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Jt would not out et windowes, nor at doores, 
There is fo hoe s Summer in nty bofome, 
Ther all my bowels crumble vp co duft : 
Lam eferibled forme drawne with ore 
a Parchmen:, end againft chis 

Do J thrinke Pe 

Hom. How fares your Mavefly ? 

eb, Poyfon'd, ill fare : dead, forfouke. caf off, 
And aone of you will bid che winter come 
Tothruft his ycie fingersin my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdomes Rivers take cheir coerfe 
Through my burn dbofome . nor increac the North 
Tomake his blcske windes kiffe my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. Ido not aske you much, 
I begge cold comfort . and you are fo Araighe 


And fo ingsacefull, you deny me chat. 
Hew, Oh chac there were fome veriue in any ceares, 
Thac mughe releeuc you. 


lebu. The fate in chem 1s hoe. 
Within me is a hell, and chere the poyfon 
Is, a8 a Gend, confin dco cyrannize, 
On vorepreeuable condemned blood, 

Enter Bef ard. 

Baf. Oh, 1 am fcalded wah my violens motion 
And |picene of fpeedc, to fee your Mavefty. 

leba, Oh Cozen, thou art come to fer mine eye: 
The tackle of my heart, is crack’d and burnt, 
And all che throwds wherewith my hite fhould fale, 
Are temedco one thred, one herle hare: 
My heare hath one poore frig co fay a by, 
Which holds bur tilluhy newes be viresed, 
And then all chis chou feef, 1s buc a clod, 
And module of confounded ray alty. 

Baft, The Dolphin ss preparing hither-ward, 
W here heaven he knowes how we thall anfwer him. 
For inenight the bell pare of my powre, 
Asi vpon aduantage did remouc, 
Were inthe Wajbes all vawarily, 
Deuoured by the encupefted flood. 

Sal. You breath thefe dead newes sn as deed an care 
My Liege, my Lord - but now a King, now thus. 

Hea Euen{o mul I run on, and even fo flop 
What furecy of the world, what hope, what flay, 
When this was now a King. and now 18 clay ? 

Baft. Artthou gone fo? Ilo but ey belunde. 
To do the office for thee, of dict Sa 
And then my foule thall wane on to heaven, 
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As it on earth hath bene thy feruene (ll. 
Now, now you Scarres, that meve in your right 
Where be your powres? Shew now your mended faishs 
And inftsntly rerurne with me agame. 
Toputh deftruGion,and thame 
Out of the weake doore of our fainting Lend . 
Scraight let vs feeke, or Araight we be f - 
The Dolphine cages at our sar heeles. ed 
Sal. Icleernes you know not chen fo much 2s we, 
The Cardinal Pandulph 1s within ac reft, 
Who halfe an houre fince came from the Dolphin, 
Aad brings from him (uch offers of our peace, 
As we with honos and refpe@ may cake, 
With purpofe prefensly co leave this warre. 
Baf. He wall che rather dois whon he fees 
Our (elues well fnew'd to our defence. 
Sal. Nay, 'tisin amanner done slseady, 
For meny carriages hee hath difpe-ch'd 
Toche fea fide, and pat his caufe and quarreil 
Tothe difpofing of the Cardmall, : 
With whom you: clfe, my felfe, aad other Lords, 
If youchinke mecte, this afiernoone will 
Toconfurnmace this bufineffe happily. 
Baff. Let be fo, and you my noble Prince, 
With other Princes chat may beft be fper'd, 
Shall waire vpon your Fathers Funeral, 
Hen. Ac Worfter moult bis bodie beune:s'¢, 
For fo he will'dit. 
Bef. Thicher (hall st chen, 
And happily may your fweet felfe put on 
The lineall face, and g!orie of the Land, 
To whom witb all fubmfsion on my knee, 
t do bequeath my fa:thfull (eruices 
And true fubieQion everlafiingly. 
Sal. And the like cender of ou: lowe wee make 
To re withour a (por for evermore. 
Hea. haves kinde foule,chat would giue chankes, 
And knowes noc how to do it, but with teares. 
Baf. Ohler vs pay the come : bas needfull woe, 
Since it hath beenc defore hand with our greefes, 
This England newer did, nor never fhall 
Lye at che proud foore of a Conqueror, 
Bue when 1t firft did helpe to wound ic felfe. 
Now, thefe het Princes are come home againe, 
Come the three corners of the world in Acunes, 
And we thall thocke them : Naughe thald make vs cus, 
If England co it felfe, do ceft bus crve, 
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Enter King Rickard, lobe of Cant, wish other Nobles The vglier feeme the cloudes thacin it Aye: 
and Atsendentt, Once more, the more to ag grevate the note, 


With # foule Traicors name Ruffe | chy cheoce, 














Keng Rickard. And with (fo pleafe my Soveraigne) ere | moue, 
IE Ld Jobe of Gannt, cene-honoured Lencafter, Whac my tong (peaks my ahead fword may proue 
Holt choo according to thy oah and band Mew, Let noe my cold words heere accule roy zeale: 






Brought hither Heavy Herford thy bold fon: | Tis not the eriall ofa Womans ware, 
Heere co make goed §boiftrousiate appeale, | The bicter clamour of cwo eager tongues, 































Which chen oer leyfure would soc let ve heare, Can srbierate this caufe becwist vstwaine: 
Agsint the Deke of Norfolke, Themes Mawbvay ? Theblood ts hot thar muft be cool’d for this. 
Gaus. I beuc my Liege. Yer can} not of tuch tame patience boalt, 
. Tell me moreover, haft chow founded him, Ascobehuthc, and noughr a¢ all ro fay. 
If be sppeale the Duke on ancient malice, Fit the faire reverence of your Hichneffe carbes mee, 
Or worthily as a good fabied fhoald . From giving reines end {putresto my free {peech, 
On fome knowne ground of treacheric in hom., Which elfe would poft, wneill it had recarn'd 

Genet. Asneere ss! could Gfthim on that argument, | Thefe cesrmes of tresfon, doubly downe his thront. 
On fome spparant danger feene in him, Setting afide his bigh bloods royalty, 
he er ee Ang let him be no Kinfraan co my Liege, 

Km. cal! chenseo out prefence tace to face, 1 do defie hun, ang I fpit at him, 

And frowning brow to brow, our felues will heare Cali him a flanderous Coward, anda Villaines 
Th’secufer, and the accufed, freely (peakes Which comamsine, I would allow him oddes, 
High fromack'd sre chey both, end fell of ire, And mecte him, were I tide co runne afoote 
ln rage, deafe as the fea; hefite as fire. Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other ground inhabitable, 
Ester Balkingbrecks and ; Where ever Engh:fharan dusit fer his foote, 
Bal. Many yesres of happy deyes Meane time, let chis defend my loyaltie, 
Soversigne, my moft loving Liege. By all my hopes mof faifely doth he hie. 

Maw. Hach dey Mill betzer others hopinele, Bal.Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage, 
Voarill che heavens enuying earths good hap, . Difclaiming becre the kindred of a King, 

Adde an imaortall tithe to your Crowne. And lay afide my high bloods Royslcy, 

Keg. Wethanke you both, yet one but faceers vs, Whach feate, not reverence makes thee ro excepe, 
As weil appeareth by che coule you come, If guilty deead hath left chee fo mach flrength, 
Naenely, to eppeale each other ofhigh tresfon. Asto take vp mine Honors , then floope. 
Coofin of Hereford, what de@ thou ebie& By that, and alll che rites of Knight-hood elfe, 
Again che Duke of Nosfolke, Thomas Adanbr ay ? iI make good tgaat thee arme to arme, 

Bal. Flt, beswen be therecerd to my fpeec Whar I haue {poken, or thoa canft deutfe. 
ilar iheiarschale pany state meat It ray hd Lm dy lec tae 
T i Prince, ic zi he-hood on Ider, 
espa te Licata bce, ie ster te ie say fuse degree, as 
Come I sppesient to chis Princely prefence. Or Chivalrous defigoe of knightly triall : 

Now Thenas Mewbray do | curne to thee, And when Inecants alive moy'l acc Light, 

And marke my greeting well : for what 1 (peake, If 1 be Traitor, ot vniuflly fighs. 

My roake good vpon this earth, a, aba our Cofin lay to Afasbraies charge? 
Or my ding foule snfwer ke ia heaven. Ic amuft be grest that can mberice vs, 

Thou at 9 Treicor, and a Mifcreant; So awth 20 of ht of illin him. 

Too good to be fo, end too bad te hive Bal.Looke what {eid,my fife thall prowe te true, 







Siece the more faire and chrtfiall is the skit, Thee Adowbray hath secein'd eight thoufandNobles, us 
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Inaame of leadmgs fos your Highneffe Soldiers, 
The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments. 
Like a fale Traitor, snd ssiurious Villaine. 
Befides I fay, and will in bactaile proue, 
Orheere, of elfewhereto the furrheft Verge 
That ever wes furucy’d by Enghith eye, 
That all the Treafons for chefe erghccene yeeres 
Complotted, and contrived to tis Land, 
Feceh'd from falle Mowbray thei firlt head and (pring, 
Further I fey, and further will maincsine 
Vpon his bad life, co make al) chis good. 

at he did plot che Duke of Gloufters death, 

Suggeft his basis beleeumng aduerfaries, 
And confequerly,hke s TraitorCoward, 
Slac’d out his innocent foule chrough Rreames ofbblood 
Which blood, like facrificing Abels cries, 
Sa from the toongleffc cauernes of the earth) 
one for iuftice, and fan chafiicement : 
And by the glorious worth ot my difcent, 
This arme thall do it, or chis life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his sefolution foares 3 
Thomas of Norfolke, what fayeft chow to ches ? 

Slew. Oh let my sta Dn turne away his face, 
And bid his esses alittle while be deafe, 

Till [have cold chis Mander of his biood, 
How God, and good men, hate fo foule a lya 

2 Adowbray, wmpartiall acc ous eyes and cares, 
Were he my brocher, nay our kmg domes heyre, 
Ashe is bat my fathers orochers fonne ; 
Now by my Scep:crs awe, J make 3 vow, 
Sach neighbous-ncereneffe to our facred blood, 
Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
The vn-Noopiagfismenctle of my vpright foule. 
Heis our fubiect / Sfowbray) fo arc chow, 
Free {peech, and fearelefle, | to thee allow. 

Mow. Then Bedinpbroakg, 28 low as to thy heart, 
Through che felfe patiage of thy throat; thou lyefts 
Threc pares of chat receipt Thad for Callice, 
Disburft { co his Highuefle fouldiers ; 

The other port referu'd ] by confent, 

For chat my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 
Vpon remaindes of adeere Accompt, 

Since left 1 went to France co fetch his CQucene t 
New (wallow downe chat Lye. For Gloufters death, 
I flew bin ox ; but (to mine owne dilgrace) 
Negleéted my (worne duty in that aes 

For youmy noble Lord of Lancafer, 

The honoursble Facher to my foe, 

Once I did lay on ambuth for your life 

A crefpaffe chat doth vex my preeucd 
Bue ese [laft receia’d the Sacrament, 

I did confefle it, and exadlly bege'd 

Your Graces pardon,and I Thad st, 

This is omy faule : a8 for che seft sppeal'd, 

Ic iffees fron: the rancomt ef a Villoine, 

A recreant, sad moh degeberate Traitor, 
Which ia my felfe 1 boldly will defend, 

And insetchangeably hurle downe my gage 
Vpon this overeweening Trairors foote,} 

To prowe my {cife a loyall Gentleman, 

Eucn inthe bet blood chambers'd in his bofome. , 
In haft whereof, molt heartily I 

Your Highneffe to our Triall day. 

King. Wrath-ki Geatlemen be rul’d by mes 
Lec's purge this cholier without letzing blood: 

This we prefcribe, though 20 Phyfizion 
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Deepe malice makes too deepe inahon. 
Forget, forgive, conclude, and be ayceed, 
Our Doétors fay , Thess no tune to bleed. 


-| Good Viackle, let this end where it begun. 


Wee'lcalme the Duke of Norfolke; you, you ton. 
Gawst. Tobe araske-peace bhai! become my aye, 
Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Nosfolkcs pay. 
Kay. And Nosfolke, throw dowme bis 
Gana, When Harrse when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids } fhould not bid agen. 
Keg Norfolke, throw downe, we bidde; there a 
no booxe. 
Mew My Ccife I throw{ dread Soucrespne)at thy 100: 
My life thou fhalt commend, but nox aphn 
The one my dutic owes, but my faire name 
Defpighe of deach, chat lives vpon my grauc 
To darke difhonours vie, thou (hak not have 
Tam difgrac'd, lmpesch'd, and baffel'd heere, 
Piere'd to the foule wich flaoders venom’d ipesre. 
The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood 
Which breath’d this poyfon, 
Keeg. Rage molt be withflood . 
Gree me bis ges ; Lyons make Leopards tame. 
e.Yea, but not change his fpots.take but my fhame, 
And I cehgne my gage. My deere, deere Lasd, 
The purcti cceafuce mortall tumes afford 
Is fpotiefle repucation : that away, 
Men are bus gilded loame, ox painted cley. 
A Icwell in a cen cirpes barr’d vp Cheit, 
Is abold {pirit, ina loyall breft. 
Mine Honor is my life ; boeb grow in one: 
T2ke Honor from me, and my life is done. 
Then (decre my Liege) mine Honor let me tne, 
Ja thac I hive; and for chat wall I die. 
Keg Cooks, throw downe your gage, 
Do db degmn. 
‘al, Ob heauen defend my foule from fuch foule 
Shall I feeme Creft-falne in my fathers highs. 
Or wnth pale beg yas-fearc impeach my hight 
Before chis ou ddafterd? Ere my toong, 
Shall wound mine honor with fuch feeble wrong; 
Or found fobafe a parle : my teeth fhall cease 
The flaw th motiue of recancing tease. 
Aad (pic it bleeding io his high difgrace, 
Where thame doth kk sbour, even in UMowbraze: face 
Exa Gee 
co We were not borne to fue, but 0 command, 
Which Gnce we cannot do to make you friends, 
Be readie, (as your liaes (hall safwer st) 
At Cowencree, vpon S. Laasberts dzy : 
There thall your (words and Lences srbicrase 
The {veelfing difference of yous ferled hate : 
Since we cannot atrone you, you fhall fee 
luftice the Vidtors Chiualsie. 
Lord li, command ous Officers ax Armes, 
Be resdie to dire& chefe home Alarmes, Excon 


Scena Secunda. 





Enter Gana, ond of Gleunfic. 
Gases, Alas, the part J had in Glosfters blood, 
Doth more foliate me then your exdsimes, 
To titre againt che Butchers of his life. 
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Bux fince coctection hyeth in thofe hands " come, but my grones ? 


Which made the fault chat we cannot corre, 
Puc we oor quarrefl co che will of 
Who when chey fee the houres ripe on earth, 
Will reigne hot vengeance on offenders heads, 
Dar. in chee no fharper fpurre? 
Hach loue in ch rere ig ore, Ne ‘gay 
Edwards {even {ornes (whereof thy felfe are one) 
Were as feven violles of his Sacred blood, 
Or (even faire branches eroging from one roote: 
Some of thofe (even are dride by nacures courfe, 
Some of chofe branches by che deftinies cus ; 
Bust Thousas, ry deere Lord, my life,my Glosfter, 
One Violl full of Edwards Sacted F 
One flourishing branch of his moft Royall roote 
Is crack‘d, end all the preciews liquor (pil ; 
Ishacke downe, end his fernmer leafes all vaded 
By Eowes hand, and Murders bloody Aze 
Ah Gasat! His blood was thine, ther bed, thet wombe, 
Thar mettle, chat felfe-mould that fethion'd thee, 
Made hitn a man ; sad though thou liu'f, and bregh'ft, 
Yer art thou flaine in bim ; thou dof confent 
In fome large meafare to thy Fathers death, 
In chat thou feeft chy brother dye, 
Who was che modell of chy Fathers life. 
Call it not patience (Gener) it is ds , 
In Soff ring thus chy brother to be Heughter’d, 
Thou thew’ che naked patt.wayco thy life, 
Teaching fterne marther how to butcher thee s 
That which in meane men we mtitle patience 
Pl epee ee tepraabaahe noble brefis : 
fhail 1 fay, co fafegerd thine owne life, 
The beft way 1s co venge my Gloufters desth. 
Gannt.Heavens ist kg :forheanens fubRicore 
His Deputy annoiated wn his fighs, 
Harb caus’d bis death, the which if wrongfully 
Let beauen reaenge : for] may never life 
An sngry erg agsing bis Miniter. 
Da. Where chen (alas mey I)complaine my (elfe ¢ 
Gas, Tohesuen,the widdowes Champron to defence 
Dat, Why chen I wilt: ferewell old Gawas, 
Thos go’R to Couentrie, there co behold 
Our Herford, and fell Mowbray fight » 
O ft ny harbands wrongs on Hetfords (peare, 
Thae se ney encer butchers Mowbrayes bref : 
of orate ee aplcltie , 
Be es fo heauy in his bolome, 
Thac chey mey breake his foammg Coarfers backe, 
And chrow the Rider inthe Lifts, 
A Cayriffe recreant to aay Cofine Herford: 
Farewell old Game, thy brothers wife 
+ 3 mo to Conentree, 


With her 

Gas. Sifter 
As much fay wich chee, ss go with mee. 

Dar. Yer one word more : Greefe boundeth where it 
Nor with the emptie bollowner,bucweight: (falls, 
Leake wy leave. before I hawe begun, 

For (orrew ends noz, when it feemeth done, 
Commend me so my brother Edun Yarky. 
Loe, this is alls nay, yet depart act fo, 

Thou. thie beall, not fo quic 
remember more. Bid him, 


old Yerke chere {ce 


Bor empty lodgings, sod vnfarnith'd 
VepetiObes wedatsent 


ie 


€ 

Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To feeke out forrow, that dwels every where : 

Defolase, defolate will | hence, and dye, 

The left lesue of thee, cakes my weeping eye.  ZExcant 





Scena Tertia. 





Enter (Mahal, and Aumeris, 
Ma. My L. Aumerie, 1s Harr Herford oren'd. 

Aum. Ve, at all points, and Jongs co enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, {prigh:fully and bold, 
Stayes but che fummons of the Appealants Trumpet. 

An. Why then the Champions, ate Prepar'd.end Mey 
For aothing but his Maiefties spproach. Flearyb, 

Enter Keng, Gant, Bafby, Bagot, Greet, & 
others : Then (Mowbray in Ar. 
meer, and Harveld. 

Rich, Marthall, demani of yonder Champion 
The cantle of his srriuall heere in Armes, 
Aske hin bis name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare hie in the ioftice of his coufe. 

Mer. \nGeods name,and the Kings (oy who § art, 
And why chon com’fi thus knightly clad in Araes? 
Agsinft what man thou com'fi end what's chy a gies 
Speake truly on chy knighthood, and thine oath, 

As fo defend chee heauen, and thy valour. 

Mew. My name ss The. Afowbray,Duke of Norfolk, 

Who hither comes engaged by my cath 

hich heauea defend s knight thould violate) 

hee defend my loyalty and trech, 
ToGod, my King. and his fucceeding iffee, 
Agsinh the Dake of Herford, thas sppesles me: 
And by the grece of God, and chis mine arene, 
To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 
A = Aes to my God, my King, snd me, 
And 8s ! truly fight, defend me heaven. 

Tasker. Enter terdferd, and Herold. 

Rich. Morthall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 
Both who he is, snd why hecommeth hither, 

Thus placed in babsliments of warres 
And formerly according toour Law 
Depofe him in the iuflice of his coule. 

Mar. Wha isthy name? and wherfore com § hithe: 
Before King Rechard sn his Royall Lifts? 

Agsialt whom comft thoe? and what's sy dee 
Speake like s truc Kaighe, fo defend thee heauen. 

Bal. Harry of Hertord, Lancafter, and Desbie, 
Am 1: who ready heere do fiand in Armes, 

Teo heavens grace, and my bodies valour) 
In | pega eae Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
Thac he’s « Traitor foule, and dangerous, 
To God of beanen, King 2chard, and to me, 
Andes! cruly 6 me heaven. 

dar. On paine of death, no perfon be fo bold, 
Or dering hardie as to touch the Liftes, 
Excepe che Marthall, end fech Officers 
Appointed so dire thefe faire defi , 

Bal. Lord Marhhall, let me kiffe my Soueraigns hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maicftie : 
For Mowbray end my (clfe are like cpwomen, 


That vow a long and wescy pilgrimage, 
Theo 
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Then let vs rake 8 ceremonious lesue 
Ané sp lap peyton 
ada, mn greets our Highnes, 
dun head ee cae his Woune: 


and fold bien in oar armnes. 
Cofka of Herford, as thy ceofe is iuft, 


So be chy forrenc in this Royall fighe: 
Scovel cry blacd, which ico dey thou fhesd, 
if be gos'd with eA 


Por 
As asis thePalcons flight 
Aguinft s bird, do] with Afasbray fighs. 


My louing Lord, I toke my leave of you, 
of you (my Noble Cofia) Lord tasverie ;, 
Nos ficke, 


Bu leftie, Engh cheerely drawing breeth. 
eft 


1 {peace : 


as at Feafts, fo | regreete 
The dae aft, to make the end mofi fweer. 
Ob chou the earthy suthor of my blood, 
Whofe yourhfull fpirit ta me 
Doth wich « old rigor lift mee vp 
To reach a vidtory sboue my head, 
Adde proofe vato mine Armour with chy prayres, 
And with thy blefsings fleele my Lances poinc, 
Thac it may enter Adawbr ayes waren Coste, 
And fornith new the name of lohn 4 Game, 
Even to the lufty haviour of his fonae. 


Geme. Heaven in thy good cazfe make chee profp reas 


Be {wift like in che execution, 

Andiet thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like emezing thunder on che Coske 

Of thy smez'd pernicious enemy. 

Rowe thy youth full blood, be ealiant,and five, 
Bal. Six maocence, and S.Grerge to thriue. 
Mew. How ever heaven ot forrane cafi my lot, 

There llaes, or dies, true ro Kings Rickards Throne, 

A loyall, iuft, and vpright Gentlemen: 

Newer did Captive with s freer heart, 

Coft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 

His wncontroal’d enfranchilemens, 

Mere then my dancing foule doth celebrate 

This Fea ft of Baccell, with mine Aduerfarie. 

Moft mighty Liege, end my compsnion Peeres, 

racheney mouth, the with ef happy yeeres, 

As »and as iocond,as to left, 

Gol to fight : Truch, hath s aeaieties 
Rich. Farewell, my Lord, J elpy 

Vertse with Velour, couched in thine eye: 

Order the trieil Marfhall, end begie. 

Mar, Hari of sil be TT and Derby, 

Receive thy Leence, end heasen thy right. 
Bul. Serong 0s stowre inhope, I ery Amen. 
Adar. Go besre this Lance to Thomas D. of Noefolke, 
1.AMer. Harry of Herferd, Lencafter ond Derbie, 

Scands heere for God, his Souersigne, and imfelfe, 

On psine to be found falfe, and recreant, 

To the Duke of lorfolke, Thomas Adawbrap, 

A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 

Aad dares him to fer forwards co che fighe. 

a. Har, Here ftandeth The; Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 

Boch to defend himfelfe, and to approve 

Hoary of Herford, Laxcafter, ond Derby, 

TeGod,his Souersigne, and to him dift 

Couragioufly and wich 3 free defire 
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Withdraw with vs, and let the T d. 
White we ttence tote Doki whncc daca” 


For that our easth fhould not be 

With that deere which it hath f 

And for our eyes do hate the dire sfpe@ 

Of cintll wounds plowgh’d vp with neighbors fwords, 

Which fo rouz’d vp with boyftrous vatun'd dremmes 

With barth refounding T dreadful bray, 

ried me noe rathtull » Armes, 
ight our quiet Confines frig hs faire peace, 

Recltoaks o< wade cack our Kiaeds kieca; 


Till cwice fize Summers earich'd our fields, 
Rag do bendeahirepr=est 
But treede Cy of banvfhment. 


Bal. Y our will be done: This moft my comfort be, 
That Sen chat warmes you heere, thell thi 


Theh ¢ word, of Neuer co rererne, 
Beesth y contac esha ples 
Meas. moft Soversi sege, 


erry Mipsis 
And ell vnlook’ for from your Highaefic moath: 
A deerer merit, nox fo deepe a meime, 
As to be ceft forth in the common syre 
area eee 

g* we leara’d ¢ yescce 
(Mprauee EoghiO. now! anf forge’ 
slgdataber | tongues vic is tome no more, 
Then an voftringed Vyall, or a Herpe, 
Or like s cunning Inftrement ¢as'd vp, 
Or being open, put imo his haods 
That knowes no touch to tane the harmony, 
Within my mouth you hsue engaol’d my 


ri rae ltl teeth and lippes, 
, vatech treo seeded 
Is mademy ols atcend on me : : 


Jam tao old co fawne vpon s Nurfe, 

Too farrein yeeres to be a popill now : 

Whac is thy fentence chen, bur fj e death, 

Which sobsmy congue from breathing native bresth > 
Rieb, It boos thee not w be compeftivnace, 

After our fermence, plaining comes too late, 

CSdew. Then thus I turne me from my councries Ligh 
To dwell in folemne (hades of endiefle night, 

Ror. Returve egzine, and cake sn oath with thea, 
Ley on our Royall word, your banish: bands ; 
Sweare by the duty ther you owe to hesuen 
(Our part therein we benith with your felues) 
fo ge ahd a 
You uautr ret 
pokes ck cba tee ibcelfenane 
Neos eucs looke vpon each others feer, 
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Nos ever write, regrecte, of reconcile 
This lowring teanpelt of your home-bred hate, 
Ner ever by aduied purpofle meete, 
To plot, contrive, or complor sit a 
Gainft Vs, ous Scace, our Subiedis, er our Land. 
Bad. | {weare. 
Mew. And [,co ceepe all this, 
Bal. Norfolke, fo fare, a8 to mune enemic, 
By this time (had the King pernmeted vs) 
One of our foules had wandréd inthe syre, 
Banith'd chis frase Sepulchre of our fieth, 
Asoow ow fiefh is banith’d from this Land. 
Confe ffe chy Treafons.ere thou fiye this Realme, 
Since chow heft farre to go, beare nor along 
The cloggmg burthen of a guilty foule. 
cH ow. No Bubragbroke : fever | were Traitor, 
My namebe blotted from the dooke of Life, 
Aad I from heauen benith‘d,as from hence: 
But whar thou ast, heaven, thou, snd I do know, 
And all coo foone ({ fesse) the King hall rue 
Fasewell (my Liege) now no way can! ftray, 
Save backeto England, all the worlds my way. 
‘Reh. Viele, even in the glaifes of thine cycs 
3 fee thy greeued heart : chy fad afpe, 
Hath (rom che number of tus banith'd yeares 
Plack’d foure sway : Sin frozcn Wimtess (pent, 
Retorne with welcome home, from banillimencs 
Bul. How long atime lyes in one litle word : 
Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton (prings 
End in a word, fech is the breach of Kings. 
Ganst, I thanke my Liege, that in reyaed of me 
He thorter.s faure yeases off my fonnesexile : 
fluc tittle vancage thall } reape thereby. 
For exc she (ize yeares that he hath co (pend 
Can change therr Moones, and bring their times about, 
My nyle-dride Larape, and trme- bewafted light 
Shall be excmdl with age, and endleffe night : 
My iach of T oper, will be burac, end done, 
And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 
Rich. Why Vile, thouhsh 1 yceres to hue, 
Gewnt. But not aminate (King) chet thou caoft gue ; 
Shorten my dayes chou cent with fudden forow, 
Aod placke nights from me, but not lend amorrow : 
Thou canft tue to fussow me with age, 
Bat flop no wrnkle in his pilgrimage : 
Thy word is currant wish hie, for my death, 
Bet dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 
Res. Thy foaness benifh'd vpon good adurce, 
Whereto chy tongue 8 party-verdiG gave, 
Why at our Joftice feea'f chou then to lowre ? 
Gan. Things {weer cotaft, proue im digefhon fowre : 
You erg'd meas 3 ludge, but I had secher 
you would have bid me argue like a Facher. 
Alas, I look’d when fome of you fhoald fey, 
J wastoo frit to make mine Owne away: 
Bor you gave league co my wawilling tong, 
Againttmy will, co do my felfe this wrong. 
Reb, Cofine forewell ; and Vacle bid him fos 
Six yeases we bambth him, and be hell go. 
f 


Aa. Cofmne farewell: what prefence mult sot know 
From where you de semaine, let peper fhaw. 

Sto, My Lord. no leave take J, for J will 
As farre es land will letme, by your fide. 

Gaant .Oh to what purpofe doft thou hord thy words, 
Ther chee returnG no greeting co thy friends? 


éza. 


Exz. 


When the congues office fhould be prodig 
To breach ch’ t dolour of the heart. 
Gea Thy is but thy abfence for a cime. 


Bull, Joy abfent, greefers ss for pene. 

Gan. Whatis ize Winters, they are qei ? 

Bal. To mea w ioy, but greefe faikes one nicl Jer 

Ges. Call it acrawell that thou rak'tt for pleafase. 

Bal. My hesct will figh, when I mifcall « fo, 

Which findes it an nforced Pilgrimage, 

Gas. The fullen paffage of thy weary fteppes 
Efteeme 2 foyle, wherein thou art co feg 
The precious lewell of chy home returne. 

‘Bal. Ob who can hold fire in his baad 
By thinking on the froftic Camcafus ? 

Or cloy che bungry edge of sppetice, 

by bere imagination of a Fea? 

Or Wallow naked in December fnow 

by chinking on fantafticke (ummers heace? 
Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 

Guues bur the greater feeling to the worfe 
Fell forrowes coorh, doth ever renckle more 
Then whenie bes, but lanceth noc che fore. 

Gea Come, come (my fon) ile bring thee on thy wey 
Had I chy yourh, and caufe, | would not ftay. 

Bul. Then Englands ground farewell: (wees foil adieu, 
My Mocher, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet: 
Where ere I wander, boaft of this I cen, 

Though banifh'd, yet strve-borne Englifhmen. 





Scans Quarta. 





Euter Keane, Aumerie,Creene ard Baget. 

Rich, We did obferue. Cofine Aaseerke, 

How far brought you high Hertford on his way ? 

Aug. I brought high Herford (if you call bua 6) 
but co the next high way,sod there { lef hum, 

Rich. And fey, wha: Nore of parting ceass were theck 

Aum, Esithnone for me: except the Northes wind 
Which chen grew birtesly againft our face, 

Awak’'d the Hleepie rhewme,snd fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow perting with 3 cease. 

Rech, What (sid oat Cofin when you perted with bin? 

As. Farewell: and for my bart dildemed § my toogve 
Should fo prophane the word, chat caught me cals 
To cquaterfert opprefsion of fuch greefe, 

That word feea.'d buried inmy forrowes grave. 

Marry, would che word Farwell heve lengiben d boares, 
And added yeeres co his fhoce bamthmenc, 

He fhould haue hed s volume of Farwels, 

but fioce it woald nor, he hsd none of me. 

Rech, He is our Colin (Cofin) but ‘tis doukbe, 
When time thall call him home from benifhment, 
Whether our kinfman come to (ee his friends, 

Our feife, and Bafhy : heere Bages and Gresue 
Obferu’d his Courtfhip to che common people? 
How he did feeme co dive into cheir hearts, 
Wids humble, aod familias coursefe, 
What reverence he did throw away on (laues; 
Wooing pooreCraftef-men, with che craft of foules, 
And patient vader-bearing of his Forcane, 
As ‘tweretubanith cheic effes wish him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an OyRex-wench, 
c3 
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And had che criboce of his fuppic knee, 

With thankes my Coentzimen, my louing friends, 
As were our England in revesfion his, 

Aad he our (ubietenex: degree in hope. 

Gr. Well he is gone, & with hum go thefe choughes : 
Now fos the Rebels, which Aland out in Ireland, 
Supedsent cunage malt be made nny Liege 
Ere further leyfure, yeeld chem further meanes 
For cheis adosntage, and your Highneffe loffe. 

Re. We will our felfe m perfon to this werre, 
Aad for ovr Coffers, with coo great « Court, 
Aod liberal Lergeffe, are growne fomewhat light, 
We ase inforc'd co farme our royall Resime, 
The Reveunew whereof fall furnith vs 
For our 2ffayres in hand ; if chac come fhort 
Our Subftirutes at home fhall hace Blanke- charters . 
Whereto, when they thal know wha men are rich, 
They thail (ebferrbe them for large fuenmesof Geld, 
And fend them after to fepply our wantes 
For we will make for Irehind prefently. 

Eater Bufty. 

Bafhy, whet newes? 

‘Bu Old lobo of Game is verte eke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken, and hach fence poft hafte 
To entrest your Maiefty co vibe him, 

Pie. Where lyes he? 

Ba. Ac Ely houfe. 

Rie. Now put it (heaven) to his Phyfisians minde, 
Tohbelpe him to his immediately : 

The lining of his coffers fhall meke Costes 
To decke our fouldiers for thefe Itith warres. 
Come Gentlemen, let's ail go vifit him: 


Pray heaven we may meke haft, aod come too late. Exe. 








eA dus Secundus. Scena Prima. 





Zaser Gasnr, ficke web Yorks. 


Gan, Will the King come, that { may breach any loft 
Ia wholfome counfell to bis enftsid yeuth ? 
Tor.Ves not yout felfe, nor Arswe mst wich your breth, 
For ell ia vaine comes counlell co ts care 
Ges. Oh but (they (ay) the congues of dying men 
Inforce cee deces cree ; a 
Where words are fcarfe, they are (eldome (pent m vame, 
For they breach truth, char breath then words m pame. 
He that no more moft fay, is fend more, 
Then they whom youth and eafe haus rsughs co glofe, 
More are mens ends marke, then cher hues before, 
The fecerug Sun snd Moficke is the clofe 
Asche loft catte of fwectes, is fweereft laf. 
Writ in remembrance, more then long paft, 
Though Archerd my les counfell weald not heare, 
My deachs fod cate, may yet endeasfe his are. 
Ter. No, it ts ope with echer flat'nng founds 
As prasfes of his ftare : then there are found 
nous Meerers .to whofe venom found 
The open care of youth doth alwayes liften, 
aby of fathions in proud Italy, 
manners Rill ow: tardie apift: Nation 
Lorapes after in bafe imitation. 


28 The ie and deat of Richard the foond. 
A brace of Qisy-men peed hi : deth the world thielt forth avemmry, 
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Se u be new, there's no refped how vile, 

Thac is not quickly buz’d into hs cares ¢ 

Thoc all eb wager spre to be hesed, 

Where wi reutiny wits regard: 

Duse& nor him, whofe way hiefelfe will choofe, 

Tis breath chon lackft, aad cher bresth wils thou lonfe 
Geunt. Methinkes I ane new infpis’ 

And thus expiring, de foretell 

His rath fierce blaze of Ryot cannot iaft, 

For violent fices foone burne out themielues, 

Small fhowres laff long, but fodaine ftormes are thor. 

He tyres betimes, that fpurs too fait betimen, 

With eager fecding, food doth choake the feeder : 

Light vanity, mafstisce cormorant, 


Confuming meanes foone preyes vpon it felfe. 
This roy all Throne of Kings, this ed Ne, 
This earth of Maiefty this of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy paradife, 


This Forwseffe buile by Nacure for her felfe, 
= chee the hand of warre : 

ishappy men, this lircle world, 
This precious Rone, fet in che files fea, 
Which ferues it in the office of s wall, 
Or as » Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 
al Sai the enuy of Icffe happier Lands, 
This blefled plot, this earth, this Realeme,chis England, 
This Nurfe, this reerming wombe of Reyall Kings, 
Fear'd by their breed, and farnous foe their birch, 
Renowned for their deeds, as fane from home, 
Foe Chriflian feruice, end true Chivalrie, 
Asis che feputcher in ttubborne / 
Of the Worlds ranfome, bleffed Meerie Senne. 
This Land of fuch deere foules, this deere-deese Land, 
Deere far her cepucation chrough the world, 
is now Leos'd out (I dye pronouncing it) 
Like to a Tenement ov pelting Farme. 
England bound m with the tssemphant fea, 

¢ socky thore beares backe the enwrous fiedge 

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in wich thame, 
With Inky blocces, and tetten Parehmen bonds, 
That England, chaz was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made s thamefull « of ix felfe. 
Ah! would the fcondall vanath with my life, 
How happy then were my enfoing death? 


Emer King, Queene Awmeris Bufiy,Crevee, 
Auger, Ros, and W ; 
Tor The King is come, deale midly with bis youth, 
For voung hoe Colts, being rag'd do rage che more, 
2. fares our noble Vnele Lancafter? 
RB. What comfort man: How ift with aged Gaew ? 
Gs. Oh how cher name befits my compofnisa t 
Old Gawne indeed, end gaunt in being old ; 
Wirhmn me greefe hath kept a tedious teh, 
And who abftaynes from mesce, chat 1s not geunt? 


Fer Englend longtime have I wetche, 
We ceeds bes . leanneffe 15 all gasne. 
The p that forme Fathers feede vpon, 


Ts eny Mri fat, | meane my Childrens lookes, 

And therein fafting, halt choe made me gaunt: 

Gount am | for the grave, gaunt 932 grave, 

Whole hollew wombe inberns naught ber bones. 
Ric. Can fieke men play fo arcely with thesr names? 
Gas. No, mifery makes fport to mocke 1 felfe: 

Since thou doft feeke co kill my asme mn mec, 
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Cas. No, no, men fumg flacet chas 

Rech, Thounow s epi ely p= . 
Cau Ohao, thog dyeft, chough I the icker be, 
Rab, tam inheaith, i breath, J fee chee ill, 
Can. Now bethet made me, knowes I fee chee ifl: 

Min my feife co fee, and in thee, feemeg iff, 

Thy deaeb-bed is no leer chen che Land, 

Wherein chou lyeftin seputarion ficke, 

Read thes tan core teh pte ae Sere St 

Convent’ thyanointed body to the cure 

Of thole Phyfitians, thas fic wounded thee,! 

Athooland Ga rrerers fic within chy Crowne, 

Whok compaffeis no big ger then thy head, 

And yet incaged in fo (mall a Verge, 

The walte 1s a9 whic leffer then thy Land: 

Ob had thy Geeadfre with a Pr eye, 

Seanc how bis foanes fonne,(hoeld deftrey his fonnes, 

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy fhame, 

DepoGag chee before thou wert poffett, 

Wich me pogen nee © Srey cre 

Whey (Cohae) were thou Regent of the world, 

Is were a (tame co let his Land by leafe: 

Bet for thy world enioyieg but this Lond, 

Is net more then fhame, co fhame it fo? 

Landierd of Eaghead sx: thou, 2nd not King: 

Thy Gare of Law, is bondflaue co the law, 


fd ————- 
Roh, And thou, a lunaticke leane-wiceed foole, 


ot on an Agues pruniedge, 

Der thy frozen plasoios 

Make pale oer cheeke, ees hope 
Wrath fery, from hisnecuss ¢ e? 


Now by my Seates right Royall Maieftic, 

War's thou not Brother to great Edwards forme, 

This that runs foreundly ln chy head, 

Should run thy head from thy varevesent fhoulders. 
Gas. Oh ipare me not, my broshers Edwards foane, 

Fos thas I was his Father Edwards [onac 

Thax blood alresdy (like the Pelican) 

"| Thou haft cape owt, and drunkenly corows'’d 

My brother Gloucefter. plaine well meaning feule 

Whom faire befall in heaven ‘mong ft happy foules) 


on Aa ar eer ieee 


thec age end fullens have, 
Fes boch halt thos, and become the praue, 
Tor, 1 do befeech your Maicfic impure his words 
To weyward Gckiinefle, and age in him: 
He loues you 04 my life, andhoids yeu deere 
As Harry Duke of Horford, were he heere. 
Rb. Right, you (ay crue : as Herfords love, fo hiss 
As chess, fo mine : sad all be as ic 18. 


Lasers Nerthumberiaad. 


Moefis. 





Ne My Liege, olde Goww commends him to your 
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Ne, Na all is faid: 
Hie tongue is nowa firi 
Words, life et diiaus tascchesan a 

To. Be Yorke che next, thet meft be bankrups fo 
TPR Cae Oe Pearenis Sars ane iian wok ; 

» The ripeft fruic firft fals, and Co dotb he, 

His time ts (pent, pur pilgrimage muft be : 
Se cauch for chaz, Now for onc Irith warres, 
We cauft fepplem thofe rough rug-headed Keres, 
Messi live like venom, where no venom elfe 

t onely they, heue priuiledge to live. 
And for chete great affayrer do asxe fome charge 
Towards our aftiftence, we do [eize to vs 
The place, coine, revennewes, and moursbles,’ 
Whereof our Viele Gemw did Aland poffeft. 

Tor. How long (hall 1 be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender ducie make me fuffer wrong ? 


Heue ever mode me fowre t cheeke 
Or bend one wrinckle oo iat eect baie ide 
1 am the left of noble Edwards fonnes, 
Of whom chy Facher Prince of W sles wes irft, 
In warte was newer Lyon rag’d more fierce : 
Jn peace, was never gencie Lambe more milde, 
Then was that aad Peincely Gentleman, 
His face thou ball, for even fo look'd he 
*d wich the number of thy howers: 

But when be frowa’d, tt was egeinft che French, 
And not agsiaft his friends: his noble hand 
Did win what he did {pend : end Spent noe chat 
Which his criumphanc fachers hand bad wens 
His hends were of nokiadreds blood, 
Bur bloody with the enemies of his kiane: 
Oh Richard, Terky is too farre gone with greefe, 
OF el(e he neuer would compare becweene. 

Rich, Why Vocle, 
What's che mater? 

Tor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if net 
I pleas’d noe ro be pardon'd, am content with alll : 
Seeke you to feize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banith’éd Hesford 2 
3s not Gane dead? and doth not Herfosd line? 
Wee not Geens inf? and is not Harry trae? 
Did nox the one deferue co have an ? 
Is not his heyre a well fonne? 
Take Herfords rights sway, and toke from time 
Hrs Charters, and his cuftemacie rights: 
Letnot co mortow then infue to dsy, 

net thy felfe. For how artthow 3 King 
Bet by faire fequence and fuccefsicn ? 
New sfore God, God forbid ! fay crue, 
If you do wrongfelly (eize Herfords right, 
Call in his Letsers Parencs that he bath 
By his Acsurneyes all, to fue 
His Linerie, ond denie his offer'd homage, 
You sit athoufend dangers on your head, 
Yoo athoufand well-difpofed hearts, 


* Aad pricke my tendes paience to thofe thoughts 


‘Which honor and alleseance cannot thinke 


Ric. Thioke what you will : we feile inco our hands, 


His plate, bis goods, his money, and his lands, 
Yor, Tle not be by che while My Liege farewell, 
C3 
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What will en(ve heercof, there s none can tell. 

But by bad cou: fes may be vaderftood, 

That theirs events can acucr fall our good. Ex. 
kich, Go Bafbie co the Earle of #ilsfeore feerghe, 

Bid him tepaite to vs co Ef houfe, 

To fcc this bufineile . co mon ow next 

We will for dveland, and ‘t1s time, J crow - 

And we create in abfeace of our feife © 

Our Vacle Yorke. Losd Governor of England: 

For he is suft, and alwayes lou d vs well 

Come on our Queer ¢, co morrow mull we pare, 

Be meriy, for our time of May is fhore. tlourdh, 

At anes Norib. Willoughby. oe Ro 

Ner Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter ss dead. 

Ref. And luug too, for now his fonne » Duke, 

ad. Bosely in cule, not in seuennew 

Now, Richly in both, ifiulice had her cighs. 

Keg. My hearess great: but ie muft break with hlence, 
Er‘t be disburchen d with a liberall congue. 

Ner.Nay fpeake chy and . & ber him ne'er (peak more 
That (peakes thy words agsine to do thee harme. 

Bil Tends chat chou dit fpeake toch Du of Herelosd, 
If st be fo, out with st boldly man, 

Quicke is mine care to beare of good cowards hum 

Ref. No good at all chac | can do fos him, 
Valeffe you cali 1¢ good to pitie him, 

Berefe and peided of bis pacrimonie. 

New. Now afore heascn, ’tts there fuch wrongs are 

borne, 

In him a royall Prince,and many moe 

Of noble blood in this declining Land; 

The Kang isnot himfcife, but balely led 

By Flatcecers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hace ‘geil any of vs all, 

That wall the King (euerely profecure 

Gain vs, ovr hues, our children, and ous heires,! 

Ref. The Comenons hath he pil’d with greevous canes 
And quite loft their hearts : che Nobles hath he finde 
For ancient quarrels, snd quite loft theirs hearts, 

Dil. And daily new exactions are denis'd, 

As blsakes, denevolences, and | wornot wha: 
But what oGods name dosh become of this? 

Ne. Wars hechact walted st, for war'd he bath nos. 
Bot bafely yeeided vpon comprimize, 

Thae which his Anceflors atclieu'd wich blowes : 
More hath he fpent in peace, chee they in warret. 

Ref. The Earle of Wiltfhice hath the realme in Forme. 

ood. The Kings growne bankrupe bke a breken man. 

Ner. Reproach, and diffolution hangech over him. 

Ref. He hach aot monie for chele lrith warres: 

(His berthenous carations notwithflanding) 
Bux by the robbing of che banith'd Duke. 

Ner. His noble Kinfmen, moft degencrate K ing : 

Bux Lords, we heare this fearefull termpeft fing, 
Yer feeke no theicer co auoid the Rorme: 


ase thy thoughts, as chew doft ours 
madiharcity guid Pr or lg 








The life and death of Richard the fecond 





a 


Thy words ace buc as thoughts, therefore be bol 
Nor. Then thus : J haue from Port ls Blan| 
A Bay in Pritaing, recesu'd intelligence, 
That Harry Duke of Herferd, R. mald Lord Cobbam, 
Thac tate broke from che Duke of Exeser, 
His brother Archbifhop, lace of Camerbury, 
Sit Thomas Evpa , Sit Jobe Reixffon, 
Sir lobe Norberse, Sit Rebert Waterton, & Francis Querm , 
All thefe well furnuth'd by the Duke of Brizesne, 
Wath eight tall (hips, three thoufand men of wasre 
Are making hither with all due ex e, 
And fhortly meane to touch our Norcheme (hore 2 
Perhaps they had ese chis, Dut thas ¢ 
The fir departing of the King for Ireland. 
Ifthen we thall thake off our Raith yoake, 
Impe out our dronping Countnes broken wing, 
Redeeme from broaking pawne the blemifh'd Crowne, 
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepeers gile, 
And make high Marcie looke bike it felfe, 
Away with sne in pufleto Renewsparg b, 
Rut if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 
Stay, and be feccet, and my felfc will go. 
Ref. To horfe, ro horfe, vige doubts co chem 6 
worl, Hold ou my horfe, aad | wall ficit be thers. 
Exeuat. 
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Enter Quecac, Rufby, and Bager. 
Bufh. Madam, your Ma 18 too much fad, 
You promis’d when you paried with the King, 
‘To lay afide felfe-harming heavineffe, 
And entertaone a cheerefall difpoftion. 
Qu. Topleaie me King, | did . to pleafe my felfe 
J cannot do it : yet] know no caufe 
Why I thould welcome fuchs gucft as greefe, 
Save bidding farewell co fo fweet a sch 
As my weer Richard; yet againe me chinkes, 
Some vadome torrow, ripe in forsunes wombe 
Is comming towards me, and ny inward foule 
Wrath noching trembles, a1 fomerhing it grecues, 
More then withparting from my Lord the King. 
Dg. Each fubMance of 2 greefe hath twenty 
Which thewes hke greefe it felfe, bur is nor fo: 
For forrowes eye, glazed with blinding teares, 
Divides one thing snture,ro many abi rhi 
Like perfpedtiucs, which rightly gad vpon 
Shew nothing bur confufion, ey'd awry, 
ne orme : fo at fweet Maeftie 
ing awry vpon your Lords departuce, 
Finde fhepex of greats, more then himfelfe to walle, 
Which look’d on as it 1s, is nauphe bur fhadowes 
Of what ot is not : chen thrice- gracious Queene, 
More chen your Lords departure weep not gore’s NOE 
Or a pale with falfe torrowes eie, (tees 
Whi things trac, weepe things: ° 
Qu. disanyte fo : bur asada ear et 
Perlwades me it is otherwile : how ere st be, 
3 cannot bus be fad ; fo heany fad, 
As though on thinking on no though« I thinke, 
Makes me with heavy noching faint end fhrinke. 
Bofh. “Tis neching but conccit (rey gracious Ledy.) 








































For aothing bach begot my fomethin ‘ 
Or we. ‘ ete nothing thet a 
Ts 100 that I do pollefie, 
Bot what st 1s, chat is not yct knowne, whae 
1 cannot nasat, ‘tis nammeleffc woe | wot. 
Eater Greene, 
Gree. Heaven fene your Matefty, and wel met Gentle. 
the King is net yer fhipt for freland. (men: 
Why hop’ choo fo? Tis bercer hope he iss 
defignes crauc heft, hishaft good hope, 
Then wherefore doft thou hope be 1s not fhipt ? 
Gee. That he our hope, nnght haue reryr‘d his power, 
and driven wmto difpsire an enemies hope, 
Who @rongly hath fer footing inthis Lend. 
The banith’d % repeales hiralelfe, 
Aad with vp-lifted Armcs is {efe srrie’d 


Oe. Roe God ia heaven forbid. 


Gr. O Madam ‘tis too true: and chat 1s worfe, 

The L.Nocthumnberland,his yous foane Hears Peres, 
The Lords of Rofe, Be and wilewg bby, 
Wath all cheir powrefull facads ase fled 10 him. 

Bufh Why hace you not prociasm'd Northumberland 
And the refi of the rewolsed feAton, Traicors ? 

Gre. We howe: whereupon the Earle of Woscefter 
Heth broke his Maffe, rcfign'd his Stewardthip, 
Aad althe houfhold feruanes led with him to Bulsa brook, 

Qe. SoGreene, thou arc the mdwife of my woe, 

And Babsabrocks my forrowes dilmall heyre : 
Now hath my foule brought forth her prodegie, 
And I 2 gasping new delivered mother, 
Have woe to woe, forrow to forrow ioyn’d. 

Buf. Orfpsire aot Madem. 

Qe. Who thall hinder me ? 

i will defpaire, and be 0 enmitie 
With couzening ghessa Flacterer, 
A Parafue, akecper backe of death, 
Who gently would diffolue che bands of Life, 
Ww beck folfe hopes linger in extremmey. 
Eua Tork 
Grr. Heere comesthe Duke of Yorke. 

Qa. Wah fignes of wasre about his aged necke, 
Oh full of caretull bufineffe sre his loobes : 

Vocle, for heauens fake (peake comfortable words: 

Yer .Comfort’s in heaven, end we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but croffes, care and greefe 3 
Your husband he is gone to fave farse off, 

Whilft others come to make him loofe at home t 

Heere acm 1 left to vnder -prop bis Land, 

Who weake with age, cannot facrers my felfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfet made, 

Now thal he try bes friends thas flatcesed him, 
Enter a fernant 

Ser. My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came, 

Yer. He was: why fo: ge all which way ic will - 
The Nobles they are Aled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I feare revolt on Herfords fide. 

Sucre, gee thee to Plathse to my filter Glofter, 
Bad hes fend me prefently sthoufand pound, 
Hold, take my Ring 

Ser My Lord, I had forgot 
Tote!) yoor Lordhhip, co day I came 
Ber 1 Ayal greeue you to report che se 


wand call'd chere, 


I came, the Darcheffe di'de, 
Tor. Heau'n for his mercy, what s tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land ac once ? 
1 know not what to do: [ would to heswen 
(So ay enreth had not provok’d him to ie) 
The had cut off my head with my brothers, 
What, are there poftes difpaccht for Ireland? 
How thell we do for money for thele warres ? 
Come (ifler (Cozen I woeld fay ) pray perdon roe. 
Gofellow, get thee home, wld Sy Casts, 
And bring cee (pee Asmous chat is there. 
Geatlemen, you mufier men? 
If | know how, or which way 20 order thefe effaires 
Thus diforderly thrult incomy hands, 
Neucrbeleeue me. Both are my kinfmen, 
Th’one is avy Souer whom both my osch 
And detec bids sth'other againe 
1s wy kinkman,whom the King hath wrong’d, 
Whom confcience, and my kindred bidsto right: 
halahoeee Cokes cmea 
Ihe di entlermen,go muftes 
And sect me prefendy a¢ Bas oie 
J fhould co Pisthy too : but ume will noe 
All is vneuen, and every thing is left ot fix and fewen. Exit 
Bufh. The winde fits faire for oe wes to go to Ireland, 
But none retuenes: For vs toleuy power 
Proportionable co chenemy, is all impofeible. 
Gr. Befidesour nee eto the King in love, 
Is ncere she hate of chefe loue nox the King . 
Be Aadthac's the wavering Commons,for theisloue 
Lies in their pusfes, and who fo empties them, 
By fo much hile ches hearts with deadly hate, 
« Wherein the king fends generally condemn'’d 
‘Bag. If wdgement lye in chem, then fo do we, 
Bec aufe we hauc beene eucr neere the me 
Ge. Well: I will for refuge ftrsight to Briftoll Call, 
The Earle of Wilethire 1s alresdse there. 
Bef, Thither will 1 wih you, for lecle office 
Will the harefull Commons performe for v5, 
Except bke Curres, corcare va all in peeces : 
Will you go slong with vs? 
Bag. No, | will to Ireland to his Maieftie: 
Farewell, ifhearts prefages be not vame, 
We three here pare, that neu fhalt meece againe. 
Bu. That's as Yorke chrwes to beste back Bwhicbroly 
Gr. Ales poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes 
Te numbring (ends, and drinking Ocesns drie, 
Where one on his fide fights choufands will fiye. 
Bufh, Farewell at once, for once, for all, end ewer. 
Well,we may meete ageine, 


Bag. 1 feare me neuer. Ex: . 


Scena Tertia. 


ater the Duby ada, and Nerthan- 


Bel, How farre is it my Lord to Betkley now ? 
Ne, Belecue me noble Lord, 


Jam a Aranger heere 10 Gloufterfhire, 

Thefe bigh wilde hilles, end rough wnecuen waiet, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them wesrifomes 
And yet our faire difcourfe hath beene as fugar, oe 





Bat | bechinke me, what s wearie way 
Frem Revenfpergh co Cotshhold will be found, 
In Ref and Willoughby wanting you: companic, 
Which I proteft hach very much beguild 
The tecioufneffe,and proceffe of my tracell: 
Bat theirs is fweetned with the hope to have 
The prefene benefit chat I poffeffe ; 
And to ioy, ts litele leffe mn toy, 
Then emoy'd: By chis.the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort,as mine hath done, 
By fight of whst J have, your Noble Companue. 
Buk. Of much leffe value is my Cormpanie, 
Then your good words: but who comes here ¢ 
Enter H. Perce, 
North. It is al lanai young Hay Perce, 
wm 


Set from my Bror focuer. 
Harsh bes yom 5 col eating 


Perce. Ubad thought, my Lord, co haue learn'd bis 
health of yoo. 

North, Why,is be not with the Queene? 

Perce. No,my good Lord,he hath forfook the Coane, 
Broken his Staffe of Office and difpertt 
The Houfeheld of the King. 

North, What wes his seafon? 

He was n0t (0 refolu'd,when we lait (pake together, 

Pevcee. Becaufe your Lordthip was proclaimed Traitor. 

But hee, my Lord, 's gone to Raven orgh, 

To offer feruice co the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me ouer by Barkely, to difcouer 

What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 

Then with direftion tg repaive to Rauenfpurgh. 
North, Haue you forgot the Duke of Herelos d(Boy.) 
Perese. No,my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 

Which oe're 1 did temember : to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did Jooke on him. 

Nerth. Then learne to know hia now: this ts the 
Duke. 

Percie, My gradious Lord,! tender you my fereic 
Such as it there uadenieand young, ° 
Whuch elder dayes thall npen.and confirme 
To more feruice.and defert. 

Ball, 3 thanke thee gentle Perew, and be fure 
I count my felfe m nothing elfe fo happy, 

Atin a Soule remembring my good Friends : 

as my Fortunc ripens with thy Loue, 

It thall be Aull thy crue Loues recompence, 

My Heare this Couenant makes,my Hand thus feales it. 
North. How fare is it to Barkely > and what flirre 

— good old Yorke there, with his Men of Warre ? 

evcie. There Mands the Cafile,by yond cuft of Trees, 
noe wich three hundred men,as J haue heard, 

And inie are the Lords of Yerky, & , and Seymer 

None elfe of Name, and noble ened ° 

' Eater Refe and wilongbby. 

North. Here come the Lords o Ld snd Wideaghby, 
Bloody with fperring ficrie red with hafte. 

Bed, Welcome my Lords,] wor your lou pusfses 
A banithe Traytor; Ri my Tseafusie 
Is yet but vofele thankes, which more enrich'd, 

Shall be your love, and Isbouss recompence. 

Ref. Y our prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord, 

hers a fatre ebrpayr td es atcaine it. 

more thankes,ch’Ex¢ the 

Which till my infane-forcune pbaaingh el cere 

Stands for my Bouatie : but whe comes here ? 








32 The life and death of Richard the fecond. 
Moking the hard way fweet and deleQable: Enter Barkely. 


* And Jam come to (ecke chet Name tn England, 








North. te my Lord of Barkely, 0s 1 : 
Bark, My Lord of Hereford.my ne ee to you. 
Bek. My Lord my Anfwere is to Lawaffer, 









And [ muft finde chat Title in your Tongue, 
Before | make reply to sughe ee 

Bark, Miftake me nor, my Lord, tis not my mesning 
To reze one Title of your Honor ont, 
To you,my Lord, | come (what Lord youwill) 
From che moft giorioes ef this Land, 
The Duke of Yorke,to koow what pricks youon 










Tocake aduantage of the sbfent time, 
And fright our Native Peace wich felfe-borne Armes. 
Ene Toke. 





Bef, ) thall not seed cranf words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Person My Noble Vackle, 

York. Shew me thy humble heart, snd nos thy koee, 
Whofe dutic is degetuable,and falfe, 

Bak. My gracious Vockle. 

York, Tut,tue Geace me no Grece,nor Vackle me, 
Tamoo Trsytors Vnchle ; aad chat word Grace, 
In on mouth,ts bus. prophane. 
Why hese thefe banith’d,sod forbidden L 
Dar'd once to tooch a Duff of Englands Ground ¢ 
Bat more then why, why have they dard to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull Bofome, 
Frighing her pale-fac'd Villages with Werte, 

oftentatsan of defpifed Armes? 
Com'ft chou becaufe th’ane ynced King ts hence? 
Why oa Boy.che King 1s teft behind, — 
And in Bofome lyes his power, 
Werel be be the Lord of fach fot youth 
As when brave Gamw,thy Father,end my felfe 
Refewed the Black Prence that yong Mars of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many choufand French: 
Oh then,how quich!y fhould this Arme of mine, 
Now Prifonerco the Palfic, chaftife thee, 
And minfiet correQionto thy Faulk. 
Bal. My grecious Vackle,tet me know my Fault, 

On what Condition flands it,end wherein? 

Terk Euen in Condiuon of the worft degree, 
In groffe Rebellion and detefted Treafon: 
Thoo art a banith d man,end here art come 
Before th'expiracion of thy thne, 
In braving Atmes agzinft chy Soucrsigne. 

Bod. Asl was banifh'd,! was baoith'd Hereford, 
But as I come, I come for Lane 
And Noble Vackle,I befeech your Grace 
Looks on my Wrongs with sn indifferent eye: 
You are my Fether, for me thinkes In you 
I fee old Gasnt alive. Oh then my Father, 
Will you permit,that I thall {tand condemn’d 
A wsodring Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Plocks from my armes perforce,and given away 
To vpftart Vosheifese Wherefore was [borne ¢ 
If thac my Cowfin King, be King of Engisad, 
Ic ema be graunced, I em Duke of Lancafter. 
You hsue e Sonne, 4umerke,my Noble Kinfmsn, 
Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe, 
He thould have found bis Vackle Gaver a Father, 
Torowse his Wrongs,end chafe them to the bay. 
Jem denyde to fee my Livesie here, 
And yer wy Letters Parents give me leave: 
My Fathers goods are all diftraynd.and fold, 
And chefe,and all,are all emiffe imployd. 










































ease cea hay cny claime 
yl 
Tony Laberixence of frve Dilcent. 
pra ftands your Grace doe hin right. 
o Ie your vpon,to ig’ 
wile, Bale wen by his eadowmens are made 
Terk, My Lords of England, ler me cell you this, 
T hawe hed of my Ww : 
And labeur'd alll [ could to doe him righe : 
Bat in this kind sco come in Armes, 
Be his owne Carver,and cut out bis way, 
To kad ovt Rigtt wah Wrongs it not be; 
And you chet doe abett him in this k 
Rebeilion,and ase Rebels all, 
Mark. The Noble Duke hath fworne his comeing le 
Bus for his owne ; and for the rightof ther, 
Wee ai have fwrorne to give him syd, 
And les him nen's (ce Loy,that breskes that Osth. 
Tak, Well weeil,! {ce che iffve of theie Armes, 
{ cannot mend it,I maft necdes confeffe, 
js weake, and all ill left » 


Bet wee awh winne your Groce co goe with v8 
To Briftow Caflle, which chey fay is held 

Defoe B eget and the'e Comphices 

pe Caterpillers of the Commonweskb, 

Which ecw cdeopabaseertpn race oui 
Tak, Ie I will gow yet ¢, 
Fartire tach fotecshe cor Comtaice Loves: 

Neer Friends nor Fors,te me welcome you sre, 
Things peft redreffe are now with me pelt core. Excsnt. 





Scans Quarta. 





Ewer Salishbary, and a Capeaiat. 


. My Lord of wre haue 
Pre eat Selisbury we have Rayd ten days, 





eA tlus Tertius. Scena Prima. 





Ester Baliagbreoke Yorke, Nertburaberland, 
Roffe,Percve Willoughby orth Bufine 
and Greene Prifoucrs, 


Bul. Bring forth thefe men: 
Bafbee ard Groree, 1 waillnot vex your foules, 
(Since prefently your foules cou part your bodies) 
With too mach wrging your pernitions liaes, 
For'twere no Charitie: yet to wath your blood 
From off my hends, bere in the view of men, 
I will vafold fome caufes of your deaths. 
You have mis.led sPrince,a Royall 
A happie Gentleman in Blood, snd Li 
By you wnhappied,and disfigus'd cleane: 
Y ou hase in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Diuorce beewixs his and him, 
Broke the poffeflion of 9 Roytii Bed, 
And flaya’d the beautie of a tare Queenes Cheekes, 
With tcares drawn fro her eyes, with your foule wrongs. 
My (elfes Prince,by fortenc of my bert 
Necre to che King tn blood, and acere in loue,, 
Till you did make him mifinecsprese me, 
Haue ft sh Gaby vader your inkaciesy 
And figh'd ary Enghth breath in forraine 
Eating che bitcer bread of banifhment s 
White you have fed vpon my Seignories, 
Dif-pork’d my Parkes,and fell'd my Forreft Woods 
From mine owng Windowes tome my Howfehold Coss, 
Raz ‘dour my Imprefle,leauing me ooh 
Sace mens opinions,znd ny itm blood, 
To thew the World f ams Gentleman. 
This,and mach more,much more then twice afi thie, 
Condemoes you co che death : fee chem delivered over 
To esecution,end the hand of desth, 

Bufbie. More welcome is the froake of death to me, 


Theo 2: to England, 
pasta pient be is,chac Hesuen will cake eur foules, 

And plague Iniofice with the paines of Heil. 

Bub. My Locd Nortiussberland,fee thera difpacch'd: 
Vackle,you fay the Queene is 9 your Houle, 
For Hesuene fake fairely let her be encreaced, 
Tell her 1 fend to her my kind commends} 
Take caremy be deliner'd, 
Tork. AGentlemsn of mine I have difpscch’d 
With Levers of your loue,to her ot large. 

Bud. Thankes gentle Vockle: come Lords ewsy, 
To fight with , sad his Coplices 5 
A whileto worke,and after bollidsy. 


Scena 


4 The hfe and death of Richard the fecond. 
A 





Scena Secunda. 





Draw: : Fleer, aed (cleus. 
Beser Richard, Answers Carlile sad Seottiers, 


Rich. Barkloughty Caftte toll you this ot hand? 

As, Yes,my Lords how brooks your Grace the ayte, 
Afteryour late vofing on che breaking Seas ? 

Rieb. Neods auf | lke ic well: 1 weepe for iny 
To fiend vpon my Kingdome once againe. 
Deere Eorth,! doe fale thee with my hand, 

Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : 
Asailorg parted Mocher with her Child, 
Playes fondly with her tearcs,and {mules in meeting 5 
So secringsimiling grevt I chee my Earth, 
Aad doe chee fowor with my Roysil haads. 
Feed not thy Soutraignes Foe, ay gentle Earth, 
Noe wish thy Sweetes,comfort his ravenous fence: 
But ler chy Spiders, chat fuck vp chy Venome, 
And heanic-gated Toades lye in their way, 
ee. lr tothe trechcrous feete, 
Which with vforping fteps doetrample thee. 
Yeeld finging Ne«les to mine Eneares , 
Aad when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower 
Geerd 1 wich a lurking Adder, " 
¢ may witba tows 

Whole double congue moral 


,3ad thefe Stones 
Prowe armed Souldiers,ere her Native King 
Shall falter vndes foule Rebellious Armes. 


Car.Feare not my Losd,that Power chet made you King 


Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all. 
Aa. Hemscaeeiay Lord thet ecacios rank. 
Whilefi Bakingbresks through our fecuritie, 
Growes flsong snd great, in fubftence and In friends. 
Rech, Difcomforrable Coufin, knowef thou not, 
Thee when the fearching Eye of Heaven is ind 
Behind the Globe that lights che low’r World, 
Then Theeues ead Robbers raunge sbrosd vafeene, 
Ia Murthers and in Ouc-tage bloody here : 
Bat when from vader chis Ferreftriail Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Esfterne Pines, 
And danshis Li proang Uronghes 17 gahoehele 
Then Morchers, Treefons,and detefted 
oad sempre ape lucks from off cheis backs) 
bare ena ns ing st chem/elues, 
$o when this Theefeshis T . 
f in che Night, 


Shall fcevs ghe 
His Treefons will fie blu(hing In bis face, 
Not able to endure the of Day ; 
Bot feife- tremble et his finne. 
apeiron ey 
watht on anoynt ; 
The breach of wor one 
The eleGed 
yeaa endunuscmen GoLeC. 
° our owne, 
Hesuen for hie Richard beth in heoucnly poy 


w S 

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your Power ? 

Selb. Nor ocere,nor of ws gracious Lord, 
Then chis weake arme ; difcomfort guides my tongue, 
And bids me (peake of nothing but defpaire : 
One day coo late, fesre (my Noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all thy hl oo Berth! 
Oh call backe Yefterday,bid Time rerurne, 
And thou thalc have twelue thoulend fightieg men: 
Todsy,to day, vnhappie dey too iste 
Ondeowes loyes.Friends,Fortune,and chy Seate; 

dlchesen hesring thou wert dead, 


ak : ame fall foe tees Ain 
W ill guards the right, 
ca Eucer Selabury. 


For all che W ndarphey te 
Are to Ballingbrodigdifpesft,and fled. 
y Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo 


e? 
Rich, Bat now the blood of rwentie thoufand mea 
Did triumph in my face,and they are fled, 
Aad till fe much blood chaher come agsioe, 
Hawe I not resfon to looke pale,and dead? 
All Soules that will be fafe, lye from my fide, 
For Time hath fet 2 blec pride, 
efem, Comfort my Liege remember who yeu sre. 
Rich. [hed forgoc myfelfe. Am 1 not King? 
Awake thou floggard Maieftie,thou fl : 
Is noc the Kings Name fortie thoufend Names? 
Arme,arme my Name: a penie fubsc A firitts 
Ac thy great glory. Looke net tothe ground, 
Ye ageless 3 are poe 5 JP oi 
High be ous choughes : I know ackle 7. 
Heh Power enough to Sesae cus baiees 
Buc who comes here ¢ Enter Serespe. 
Scrospe. More health and heppiveffe betlde my Liege, 
Then can my care-tun'd tongue delaser him. 
Rich, Vine eace is open,sad my heart prepar'd: 
The wosftis worldly loffe,chou canit vnfold: 
Say,Is my Kingdorve loft? why ‘twas my Care: 
And what lofi isle to be rid of Care? 
Scrues Balieg brooke ca be os Great as wee ¢ 
Grester he thall not be: If hee ferue God, 
Wer'l ferve him too.and be his Fellow fo. 
Reuolc our Subieas? That we cannot mend, 
They breake cheir Faith coGod as weil es vss 
Cry Woe, DefiruAion,Ruine,Lofle, Decay, 
The worft is Death, and Death will hone his aT 
Serespe. Glad om I,thas your Highneffe is fo arm'd 
To besre the tidings of Calacmtie. 
Like an vnfesfoasble Normie day, 
Which mate the Suluer Rivers deowne theic Shores, 
As if the World were all difolu'd to seotes 3 
pa pParaleg Limite, fovells the a 
Bul , coueting your 
Wihbod bri Steele sad hearts herder then Scecie: 
White Besres 


Rich Too well toe weil chou cell'A a Tale foul 


Where is the Basle of Wilcthire?whareis Zager? 
What is become of Baghae? where is Grosse That 
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This fiz of feare is ours: cs 
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Ef we prensiie,chele thell poy fer ic. As ealec toske it is to winne our owne, 
I weerent they bane made peace Say Soreepeywhere lyes oor Vackle with his Powes? 
Serepe. Peace hove they made with him indecde(avy | Speske meo “1 pecbecenhed srais8 
Screepe, on 
espe pica oh che day ; 






So mey you by my dell end hesvie Eye: 
My Tongee bath bet 2 heawier Tale to fay: 












Paxb. Thou haft (aid ence 
Bethrew thee Coufia, which didft lead me forth 
Of ches {weet way I was in,so defpaire 
What {ey you now ? What comfort hese we now ? 
Baral a Sk sg 
es iy Ned orate any more, 
to Fline Ceftle there Tle pine swey, 

{A King, Woesflovs troll Kisgly Wee obeys 
Testes ds Lanai ads nchapers oro 

ocere ¢ to ; 
Foe Ihave none, Let nomen : 
To alcer this, for counfeile is bet vaine. 

Alam, My Liege,one word. 








Heads,and not with Hands: thofe whom you curfe 
Hane fel che wosft of Deachs deftroyiag hzad, 
And lye full low, grae'd in the hollow , 

ham, 13 Bafse, Groves, aod the Earle of Wilthhire 


dead ¢ 
Screspe. Yea all of chem at Briftow loft their heads. 
fam, Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Reb, Nomazter where ; of comfort no man fpeake: 

Lev’s ealke of Granes,of Wormes,and Epitaghs, 

Sake Daft out Paper, and with Raynie eyes 

Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Barth. 

Lest’s chufe Executors,and talke of Wills: 

And yer not fo 3 for whac coo we 








































Seue our depofed bodics to the groend ? Rich. He does me double wreng, 

Over Lands,oer Liocs,snd all are f, Thar wounds me with cbe fiacceries of his tongue, 
And nothing cea we call our owne, but Deas? Difcharge my followers: ter chem hence awsy, 
And thet Grail Modell of che berren Earth, From Reherd Nighe,co Ballngbreetes faire Dey. 
Which ferues ss Pofle, and Cover ro our Bones: Euant. 


For Heasens fake let vs fit vpon the ; 
And cell fad Rories of the desth $: 









Scena Tertia. 






Enter with Dram ad Colours, Baliagbrocke, 
Torke, Northumberland, Attendants. : 


Bak. So chat by chis incelligeace we learne 
The Welchmen ace difpers’d,and Salsbery, 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priaste Resdsseen this Cosft. 
North, The newes is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not terre from hence, hath hid his head. 
Tork, lt would befeeme the Lord Northamberiand, 
To fey King Richard: slack the heseie dey, 
When fechs fecred King fhould hide his 
North, Your Grace miftakes : onely to be briefe, 
Left This Ticle owe. 
Tork, The cime heth beene, 
Tafie Griefe,need Friends : fubiefied Would you hase becne fo briefe with him,he would 
How can you fay ro me, | om ? - ae ase ghee ge ied nc At 
Carl. My Lord, wife men ne're waite their prefent woes,| For teking o che Head, your whole heads lengch. 
Bu Buk, Miftake not (Vinckle) farther chen you fhould, 


























lafefing hin with {eife end vaine conceit, : 

Asif dns Reth, which walls aboue our Life, 

Were Bea fe impregneble: end hemor'd thas, 

Comes at the laft,and with a little Piane 

fevee hic Caftle Walls ond for well King. 

Cover and mock not fleth aod 

Wish Rewerence: throw awey Refpcd, 
Ceremonious dutie, 
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Wriséce Hlarpeiec en this Cafile yeeld? 
; Per. The Cafile soy ally lancer day Lovds 
geint chy encrance, ut Roy- 
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Bel. Royslly: Why, it containcs no King? Armies of Peftilence, end they thal frike 
Per. Yes (my good Lord) Your Children yer vnbome,and 
1 doth comaine s King : King Ascherd ives That lift yous Vaffall Hands againgt my Head, 
Within che limits of yond Lime and Scone, And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne, 
And with him,the Lord Awmerk,Lord Selusbury, Tell Badagbroeke, for yond me thinkes he is, 
Sit Stephen Scroope, befides e Clergre man That every ftride he makes vpon my Lend, 
Of holy reverence; who,! cannot learne. Is dangerous Treafon: He is come to ope 
Neth. Oh,belike 1¢ 1s the Bithop of Carlile, The porple Teftemenc of b Warres 
Bel. Noble Lord, Bur ese the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace, 
Goe tothe rude Ribs of that ancient Callie, Ten thoufand bloody crownesof Mothers Sonnes 
Through Brazen Trempet fend the breath of Parle Shall ill become che flower of Englands face, 
Into his ruin’d Eares, ond thus delimer : Change the complezion of her Maid-pale Peace 
Hewy sirens yen vpon his knees doth kiffe To Scarlet Indignation, snd bedew 
King Richards hand,and fends allegeance HerPaftors Graffe with faithfull Engtith Blood. 
tree faith of heart co his Royall Perfon: hisher come North. The King of Heawen forbid our Lord the King 
Ewen at his feet,to lay my Armes and Power, Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes 
Provided, thas ory Bani oxen tepeal’d, Be rufh'd vpon: Thy thrice-noble Coufin, 
And Lands reftor'd againe,be freely graunced : Harry Bulregbroekg doch humbly hiffe thy hand, 
If not, tle vfe th'sduamsge of my Power, And by che Honorable Tombe he fwesres, 
And lay the Summers dufl wich fhowers of blood, That Aands vpon your Royall Granufices Bonts, 
Rayn d from the wounds of “d Engtifhenen; Aad by che Royalties of beth your Bloods, 
The which how farre off from the mind of Badsgbroeky | (Custents that {pring from one moft gracious Head) 
It le, fach Cnanfoo T Should bedrench And by the buried Hand of Waslike Gasat, 
The freth greene Lap of faire King Richards Land, And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfe, 
My Aooping durie tenderly fhall (hew. Comprifing all chat may be (worne,or feid, 
Goe fignifie as mach while here we march His comming hither hach no further {cope, 
Vpon theGrathe Carpet of this Plaine: Then for his Lineal] Royalties snd co begge 
Let’s masch without the noyfe of threatning Drum, Infranchifernent immediate on his knees: 
That from chis Cafiles cacrer'd Bortlements Which oathy Royall parcie graumed once, 
Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd, His ghicceriag Armes be will commend to'Raft, 
Me thinkes King Richard snd my feife hhould meet His barbed Steedes to Scables,and his heart 
With aoleffe cersor then the Elemenss To faithfull feruice of your Maichtie : 
Of Pire and Water when their thundring (moske This fweares be.as he isa Prince, is iuft, 
At meeting teases the cloudie Cheekes of Hesaen: And ac fam aGentleman,} credit him, 
Be he the fire, Ile be the yeelding Water; Rich. Nerthamberland Jay thus: The King returoes, 
The Rage be his while on che Barth I rane His Noble Coufin is right welcome huher, 
My Waters on the Earth, end not on him. And all the number of [is faire demands 
March on.and marke King Ruchard how he lookes. Shalt be sccomplilb'd without contradiGion . 


Parte without aud anfacre within: then a Flora. | Withall che gracious veterance thou heft, 
Easer oa the Walls, Richard, Cas lile, Aumarle Sereep, | Speake co bis gentle heating kind commends. 














Sebshary. We doe debale our felfe(Coufin)doe we not, 
Seo fee, King Richard doth himfelfe appeare To leoke fo poorety,and 10 (peake fo faire ? 
As doth the blething difconcemed Sunce, Shall we call beck Nerehumberiand, and fend 
From out the ferie Portal of che Esft, Defiance co the Traytor.and fo die? 
When he perceises the cnuioss Clouds are bens Aan. No,good my Lord, let's fight with gentle words 
Todimme bis glory and co Maine the at Till cime lend friends snd friends their heipeful Sword 
Of hisbright paffage to she Occident. Ricb. OhGod.ob God, shat ere this tongue of mine, 

Tort, Yer lookes he likes King : behold his Eye That Jayd the Sentence of dread Banifhmenc 
(As ~~ as isthe Eagles) lighiens forth On yond prowd man, fhould take it off ageine 
ing Maiefiie : alack,alack,for woe, Wah words of footh : Oh thar I were os great 
That eny herme thoald faine fo faire a thew Asicmy Griefe,or lefler then my Name, 
Rich. Wee are smsz'd,and thes long have we ftood =| Orchac I could forget whas I have beene, 

To sar ats sea Lo knee, Or not remewber wher | melt be now : 
Becaufe we thought our fcife thy lawfull King Swell‘ thou prowd hears? Ile give thee fcopeto bear, 
Aad if we be,how dare thy ioynts forget Since Foes haue fcope to beat both thee end me. 
To pay their awfull detic t0 our prefence ? Aum. Nortiumberiend comes bocke from Bei 
If we be aot, thew vs the Hand of God, breekg. 
That hath difmifs'd vs from our Stewsrdhhip, Rab, What matt che King doe now: mot he fabmit 
Por well wee kaow no Hand of Blood end Bone The King frail doe is; Mult he he depos'd 
al mbtir ba ed ppp aa ead The King thall be coacented: Muft he loofe. 
Vaileile he doe prophsae,feale,or vfurpe. The Name.of King ? 0’ Gods Name lec ic goe. 
Aad though you thinke, thas all,ss you hang done, Le gine my Lewels for a fect of Besdes, 
Haue tome theic Soules by curning them from vs, My gorgeous Pallace,fors Hermitage, 
And we are barren, and bereft of 6: My gsy Apparrell,for an Almes-mens Gowne, 
Yer know, my Mafter,God My a Goblets ,for 2 Dith of Wood, 


Is muftcing in bis Clouds, on our . Ny Scepter,for 2 Palmers walking Scaffe, 









the Second. 


Eoter the Queene and twe Ladies, 


A 

Wee'le make fowle Weather with de{piled Teares: Qa. Whar fpore thall we deuile here ia this Garden, 
Ons Gghes and they, hall lodge che Sommer Corne, To drine away che heavie though: of Care? 
Aad make a Deasth in this revolting Land. La. Medeme,wee'le play at Bowles, 

Or thall we play the Wantons with our Woes, Qu,’Twill make me thinke che Worldis full of Reb 
And make forme prewie March, with thedding Teares? =| And chat my fortune runnes again{ che By 2s, 
As thus : co drop them fill vpon one place, Le. Madame,wee le Dance. 

Tal chey hane fretced vs. a payre of Groves, Bu, My Legges can keepeno meafare in Defighe, 
Wicbea the Earth : and therein lay’d there byes When my poere Heart no meafure keepes in Griefe. 
Twe Kenfnen,digg'd their Graues with weeping Eyes? | Therefore no Dancin Gitte) fome other Sport. 
Would nos this ill,doe well ? Well, well, | fee La. Madome, wee letell Tales, 
fia. Of Surtow, of of Griefe? 


























fpeake with pleate sofebshtiale soso Jame aisles 
Te e with you, mey ic to come downe, Je more Sorrew to my went 8 
Rich, Dower dower | come ike gifting Pharter, Fer wha lhaclucdscteneats 






Weaning the of Isdes, And what J want,it boetes not to c ine. 

nt ae Geert? Ele Cor are Rigs grow bl La. Madame Ile fing. ss aes 

Te come at Traytors Calls and doe chem Grace. ln.’ Tis well chat thou halt coufe : 

Inthebefe Court come down: down Court, down King, | But thou fhould’ft pleafe me becter,woald'ft thou 

Fornight-Ovwls (hrike, where mounting Lerks fhould fing, Le. I could weepe, , would ic doe you good 
Ball, Whac fayes his Maiefie? —_- flu, And I could fing, would weeping doe me good, 
Narb. Socrow,and griefe of heart And ncues borrow any I care of thee. 

Makes hire (peake slike 2 francick mans Exser 4 Gardiner eed wwe Seruants, 


Yes he is come. But Ray, here comes the Gardiners, 
















your Princely Kaee, - Goebinde chow vp yond dangling Apricocks, 
To make the befe Earth prowd with killing ix. Which hike varuly Children make cheis Syre 
Me caches hed, rny Heort migh« feele your > Scoupe with oppreifion of cheir prodigal weight ; 


Thea my vapless'd Eye fee your Coartefie. Giue fome fupporcance to the bending twigges. 
V eprops your Heart is ep, I know, Goe thou, and like aa Bascutionere . 
ag 






your Knee be low. Cur off the heads of too foA owing {preyet, 
Bek, By gracious Lord, 1 come but for mine | Thar looke too loffic in our wesith 2 
“Eat. Y yous, aad I am yours You thes crate 
our owne be lem ead ou thes i | t will poe r0et 
all. ‘ : ‘The nopforne Weedes,shet wichour profit facka 
Bull, So fase be mine,csy molt redoubted Lord, The Soyles fertilicie from wholefome flowers. 
As ery ruc (eruice fhall deferue your love. Ser. Why thould we,in the compafie of a Pale, 
Rech. Well you deferu'd : Keepe Law and Forme,sod due P ion, 
They well co heve, Shewing 83 ia a Modell our firme E ftate? 
Thet know che flrong’R, and {ure way to per, When our Sea- walled Garden, the whole Lend, 
Vorkle gine me yous Hend : nsy,drie your E Is full of Weedes,her faireft Flowers choaks vp, 
Teares (hew chee Love, bus want their Remeties. Her Fraic-trees all vnpruin’d, her Hedges tuin'd, 
Cosfin,! em too young to be your Father, Her Knots diforder'd,snd hes wholefome Hearbes 


Swarming with Cocerpillers, 





e 


Lord. 
Rab, Then | aveft nce afro: 
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Srv. What are they dead? 

Gard. They sre, 

And Bakisg brooke bach fciz'd che waftefull 

Oh, whac pitty 1s 1¢, chas be had not fo crime’ 

And dreft bis Land,as we this Garden,at ime of yeare, 

And wound che Barke,the skin of owt Frult-trecs, 

Leaft being ouer -prowd with Sep sad Blood, 

Withtoo mach nches it confound «t felfe? 

Hadhe done fo, to great and growing men, 

They might have liu'd co beare, and he co cafe 

Their frunes of ducie. Superfluous branches 

We lop eway that bearing boughes eg Si 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 

Which wafte end idle boures hath quite thrown downe. 
Ser. What thiake yoo the Kin hail be depos'd ? 
Gar. Depeefi he is already, ond depos’d 

Tis doubted he will be. Letters come loft aight 

Toa deere Priend of the Duke of Yorkes, 

Thas cell blacke tydings. ; 
Ou.Oh | om preft to deach through want of (peaking: 

Thou old Adams likeneife, fet to dreile this Garden : 

How dares thy harth rude tongue found this vaplesfing 

What Eve? what Serpent hath fuggefledthee, (newes 

To make 0 fecond fall of curled man? 

Why do’ft thou fay, King Rebard is depos d, 

Dar ft thou, chow little betrer ching then earth, 

Diomne his downfall? Say, where, wheo,end how 

Cam’ thou by this ill-tydings 2 Speake choo wretch. 
Gard. Perdon me Madam, Lite soy have! 

To breath chefe newes; yet wher I (ay,is trues 

King Richard, be is inthe mighty hold 

Of Ballngbreokg, their Fortunes both are weigh’d 1 

In your Lords Seale, isnothing bus himfelfe, 

And fome fevwe Vanities, that make hina light: 

Buc in the Ballance of great Bullmg brooke, 

Befides tumfelfe. are all the Engtith Peeres, 

And with cha oddes he weighes King Rechard downe, 

Pofte youto London, snd you'l finde is fo, 

1 fpeake no more, chen every one dath know. 

Qu. Nimble ma(chance, that art lo lghs of foate, 
Doth nos thy Benbaflage belong to me? 
And ac | left chat kaowes it ? Ob chou chink R 
To ferve me le, thas I mey longeft keepe 
Thy forrow in my beeaft. Come Ladies got, 

To mneet at London, Londons King in woe. 

Whats was! borne to chis : het my fad looke, 

Should grace the Triumph of great Balmgbrocke. 

Gard'ner, for telling me this newes of woe, 

I would the Plants choo graft'ft, mey never abet 
G. Poore Quren, fo chat thy Sesce might be no 

1 would my shill were febie co thy curler 

Heere did (he drop sresre, heere tn this 

Ile fer a Banke of Rew, fowre Herbe 

Rue, eu'n for roth, heere fhortly thall be feene, 

In the remembrance of a Weeping Queene. 


Exr. 
worle, 


Exe. 





Attus Quartus. Scena Prima. 





Breer as tothe Perhannn, Ba. , Aemok, Ne- 
shausbcr land. Poreie, Furw-Water, Survey ff artile, Abbot 


Srtuofia. tHeranid, Officers and beget. 
Bubtogtrocky, Call forth Bager. 





The Life and Death of Richard the Second. 


Til theo he Uys oats Ep, re 


a 
Engoge it co the Triall, if chou das'ft, 







Scornes to vafsy, whac « hath once 

In that deadtime, when Gloufters death was plotted, 

I beard you fay, Jenot my seme o 

That reacbech from che reftfull Englith Cours 

As ferre as Callis, co my Vakles head, 

rt gaearagt eginerdar abba Arseny 

I heard you [ay, thst you had rather refule 

The offer of an hundred rhoeland Crownes, 

Lier rg sehpeddpiait tela. expe. 

How bieft this Land would be,in this your 
Alam. Prieces,and Noble Lords: 

What anfwer (hall I make to thes bafe man? 

Shall I fo auch difhouce my faire Scarres, 

On | cermes co gine his chafticerpent ? 

Either I mofi,or have asine honor foy!'d 

With eh’Attaindos of his Dandtous Li 

There is my Gage, the manaall Seale of death 

That maskes shee ous for Hell. Thow 

Aad will maincsine what thou haft {eid, is falfe, 

Ia thy beare blood, thoogh being all reo dele 

To Raine che cerupes of my Kn; Sword. 
Bal, Bager fordeore, thou thalt not take it vp. 
Aan, one, | would he were the be? 

eae “te er dap Maar aches 
Fire. if chat chy valour on fympethiac 

There is ny Goge, Aumerie, in Gage co rhine + 

By thas faire Senne, thac fhewes coe where thew 


[heard chee {ay (and veuncingly thou (pal’'ft ic 
Thar chou wer't caofe of Nob Cloefiers ak 


If chow denieft ic, times thoa | 

And | will turne thy falthoed ea eg 

Where it was forged with ay pein. 
Ase. Thow saps gates ypc 
Fitz. Now by a 1 would it were this heare. 
Awa. Fnzmaser thon amt demn'd to hell fer chis. 
Per. Anmerle, thea lye ft shis Hones ts satrue 

In ches Appeale, se thou ert all vaialt : 

Aad that thoe art fo, there I throw my Gage 

To proue it on thee, co ch'extreame® pel 

Of monall ing. Seize it, if chou dar'Rt. 
Aum. And £ do not, may my hands res off, 

And newer brendith more revenge full 

Quer the Helmet of my Foe. 
Surrey, My 










wichell, 
death. 





















Faw water 
I do remember well, the very time 
of uamale, 10d yoo did talke. 
Fas. My Lord, 
"Tis very creee You were in then, 
Aad you can witneffe with me, this is rut, 
Serrey. As falfe, by beaxen, 













os thy Fathers Scu 


In earth os 
1 . there ls ming Honors pewve, 






Pia. 















The Life and'‘Death 


Fit uw. How fondly dot thee fpurres forward Horie? , The blood of Bogisth 


If & dave cace,or drinke, os breathe, er fee, 


guskie of my tue 
BeGides,] heard the bamth’d z 
That chow Answrks didi fend two of thy men, 
Teo execace the Nobdie Deke et Calis. 

Aum. Seac honett Chriftion sruft me with a Gage, 
Thee Moerfolke tyes s heredoc I chrow downe this, 

If he anay be repeal’d,cotrie his Honor, 

Bak. Thefe differences thell all ret? vacter Gage, 
Titl Norfolke be cepeal'd : repeal'd he thail be ; 
And(though mine Enemie)reftor'd egaine 
Teall his end Seignories: wheo her's revure'd, 


ForSafo Cuif, in glorious Cheifhan ficld 
the Entigne of the Chriflian Croffe, 


And his pore Soule vato his Captsine Chri, 
Vader whole Colours he had fought fo long. 
Sef, us Nevfelkg dead? 
Cerf. As ture asi live,my Lord. 
conduct his fweee Soule 
good old Abr ah an. 
your differéces thal al] refi wnder gage, 
nc you to your dayes uf Tryall. 
Enter Yorks. 

Tarkg. Gren Duke of Lancafter,! come co thee 
From plume-plucks Rechard, who with willing Soale 
amt thee Heire,and his high Scepcer yeelds 
To the poflethon of chy Royall Hand. 

Afcend his Throne,de cending now from him, 

Aad I fine Heavy, of thar Name the Foerth. 
Bul. in Gods Name Ile akend the Regalt Throne. 
Carl. Mary, Heaucn forbid. 

Werf om chis Royall Prefence may I fpeake. 

Yer belt belecening me to (peake the truth. 

Weald God, thas say in this Nuble Prefence 


Were enoegh Noble,to be vpright Indee 
Of Noble There Nebiceh coal 
Leasne him forbesrance from fo foule a Wrong, 


What Subse can give Senence on his King - 
And whe fis here shat is not Richards Sabic& ¢ 


Asoynsed,Crown’ 

Be jndg'd by febie Grad inferior breathe, 
Aad he biadfeife act prefenc ? Ob forbid 1, God, 
Thee in s Chiftian Climate Soules refin'de 


Should thew fo dieck.obfcene s deed. 


Shall Kinane with Gene,and Kinde wich Kinde confound. 
Matin 


Thac cues fell this curfed Earth, 

es ttn em peal 

Lesft Chdd, ‘ cry Wee. 
Nor. Well bree you orgu'd Se and far pou: pales 

Of Capitall Treafon we srreft you here. 

My Lord of Weflreufter, be it your charge. 

To keepe hin fofely till his dsy of Teysil. 


May ix oa, Lords,co grant the Commons Suit ? 
hel geil terest rebpepmmestaagehte 
He may furrender : fo we thall proceede 
Wnuhoar fulp: 
Torte. I will be his Conde. Exe, 
Bal. Lords,you thee here are vader our Acreft, 
Procure yout Suretres for your Dayes of Aniwer: 
Lisle ere we beholding to your Lose, 
Aad lle look’d for st your helping Hands. 


Enter Richerd avd Torte. 

Ruch. Alack,why om I fem for to a King, 
Before { haue theoke off the Regall choughes 
Wherewkh | retga'd? I hardly yet have icarn'd 
Toinfinatce flacter,bowe,zad bend my Kace, 
Gave Sorrow leave a while,co cuture me 
To this fubaniffien, Yet] well remember 
The fowors of thefe men s were they not mine ? 
Did they not fometime cry, All hayle tome? 
So ladas didie Chnfi: but he int welee, 
Pound auth a all, but one; 1I,in twelve theulaad,nene. 
God faue che King: will noman fey, Amen? 
Am I both Prneft.sad Claske? well chen, Amen. 
Ged fave the King sithough I be noc hee: 
Aad yet A doe thinke him mee. 
To doe what fereice, am | fen for hither 2 

Terke. To doe that office of chine owne good will, 
Whach tyred Maieftre did make thee offer: 
The Reftgnetion of thy Stace and Crowne 
To Heavy Baking brooke. 

Ruck Gree me che Crown-Here Coufin feize § Crown » 
Here Coufia,on this ide my Hand,on chat fide chine. 
Now is chis Golden Crowne like a decpe Weil, 

That owes cel igrosraeriy Set anoubcr, 

Tine ermptier enér dancing int 

The other downe,vafeenc and tol of Water: 

That Bocker downe,and full of Tceres am 1, 
Drinking wy Griefes, whilit you mount vp eo high. 

Baf.| you had been willing to 

Rub My Tap bur fill vefes are mine: 
You may my Glenecs sad my Scate > 
But not ny Griefer, Rill em | King of thofe. 

Bull Part of your Cares you give me with your Crowne. 

Rech. ¥ our fer vp,de nc pluck my downe. 
My Care,it lofle of Care, by old Care done, 

Y oor Care,is gaine of Care by new Care woane: 
The Carel gh hnoe, h giwen away, 
‘tend t Cee at with me they Bay: ; 
Are you comented to refigne wne 
_ fs Ric. I, 











40 


Rock. 1,00; 70,1: for l mult nothing bee: 

Therefore no, ne, for I refigne to thee, 

Now, marke me how | will endoe my (elfe. 

I give chis heauie Weighe from off my Hesd, 
And chis vawieldie Scepter from my Hand, 

The pride of Kingly (way ftom out my Heart, 
With mine owne Tears ] wath away my Balme, 
With mine owne Hands} give sway my Crowne, 
With mine owne T ongee denice my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breach releafe all dutious Oaches , 
All Pompe and Maieftre | doe forfweare : 

My Monors,Renes, Revenues, | forgoe ; 

My Ads Decrecs,and Scacures I denie : 

God all Oaches thac are broke tomee, 
God keepe all Vowes ynbroke are made to thee. 
Make me.chat nothing have,with nothing gricu'd, 
Aad chou with all pleas'd,thac haf all archieu'd, 
Long may’ thou live in Richards Seat to fit, 
And lye Rechard int an Eacthic Pit. 

God faue King Heary.vn-King'd Richard fayes, 
And fend him many yeeres of Sunne-fhine dayes 
What more remaines? 

North. No more : but chat you resde 
Thefe Accufations, and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Comemtred by your Perfon, and your followers, 

ant the Stace,and Profic of this Land : 
That by confeffing them, the Soules of men 
May deeme.that you are worthily depos'd. 

Bich. Meft | doc fo? and muft | rauell out 
My wean'd-ep follyes ? Gentle Northunebrriend, 
If thy Offences were vpon Record, 

W ould it nat fhame thee,in fo faire a troupe, 

To reade a LeQure of them ? If thou would’ft, 
There fhould’ft chou finde one heynous Article, 
Conrayning the g of a King, 

And cracking the (trong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark'd with a Blot,damna‘d in the Booke of Heaucn, 
Noay,all of you,thac Nand and looke vpon me, 
W’bil' ft chac my wrerehedneiic doth bait my felfe, 
Though: fome of you, with Pelate,wath your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie: yet you Prlases 

Haue here deliuer'd me to my fowre Croffe, 

And W ster cannot wath away your finne. 

Noth. My Lord difpacch,teade o're the Articles 

Rech, Mine Eves are full of Teares I cannot fee: 
And yet (ale. W ater blindes them not fo muchy 
But they can (cc a fort of Traysors here. 

Nay.tt Feurne mine Ey-s vpon my (elf, 
1 finde my {eile a Tesycor with the ret ; 
Far I hque giuen here my Soules confent, 
Trendeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory bale; » Sowersigntie,s Slave; 
Prowd Mateftie, ¢ Subsea ; Scate,a Pefane 

Nonb, My Lord 

Rich, No Lord of thine,thou hsught-infulting man ; 
No,nor no mans Lord : | hsuc no Name,no Title ; 
No, net that Name was givea me at the Font, 
But ‘cis wfurpt; alack che heause day, 
Thac } have worne fomany \WVinters out, 
And know not now,what Namco call my felfe, 
Oh,chac | were a Mockerie, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne of Bulsagbrecke, 
Tomelt my felfe away in Water. drops. 
Good King.great King, and yet not greatly good, 
And if my word be see in England, 
Let ic commend s Mersoe be-the: fir right, 
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That st may thew me what a Face | have, 
Since it 1s Bankrupe ot his Masefbe. 
Buk. Goe fome of you,aod ferch a Looking-Glaffe. 
Nath Read o'se ths Paper,while § Giatle doth corr r. 
Rich Fiend,chow torments me,ere I come to Hel! 
Sul. Vege it no more my Lord Nerrbumberiend. 
he jah acre , § will nor chew be tatisly'd 
wh, acisfy'd: He reade enoug 
Wel isles hes Beek cae - 
Where all ey Gnnes are writ,snd that's my felfe. 
Emer one wah c Glafe 
Give me chat Gisile and therein will I reade. 
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath Sorrow fuuche 
So many Blowes vpon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Woonds? Oh flatr’ring Gaffe, 
Like co my followers in pro(pcritie, 
Thou do’ft beguileme. Was this Face,the Face 
That every day,ynder his Houfe-hold Roafe, 
Did keepe cen thoufand men? Was tlus che Fare, 
That like the Suane,did make beholders winke? 
Is chis the Face which fac‘d fo many follyes, 
That was at laff our-fac'd by Bulimg bv cake ? 
A brittle Glory thineth in chis Face, 
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, 
For there it is, cracke in an hundred fhivers, 
Marke filent King,the Morall of chis (pore, 
How foone my Sorrow hath defiroy'd my Face. 
Bul. The w of your Sorrow hath deftroy’d 
The thadow of your Face. 
Roch. Say chat againe, 
The thedow of my eae : ha,let’s fee, 
"Tis very true, nry Griefe lyes all within, 
And thefe exsermall manners of Laments, 
Are meesely thadowes,co the vafeene Grief, 
That fwells with filence in the costus'd Soule: 
There lyes the fubflance: and I thacke whee King 
For thy [bib bownrie,thac aot oncly giv ft 
Me caufc to wayle, but tcacheft me the way 
How co lament the caufe. Ile begge onc Boone, 
And chen be gonc,and trouble you ne more 
Shall T obtainc it ¢ 
Bull, Name ic,fawre Coafin, 
Rech. Faire Coufin 2 ] am geeacer then 2 King: 
For when I was a King my Aacecrers 
Were chen bur fubiedts; being now 3 fubied, 
Thaue a King here co my flaccerer: 
Being fo geal baueno necde to begge, 
‘Bul, Yer aske. 
Rub. And thall I bave ¢ 
Bah. You thal, 
Rich, Then give me leave to goe 
Bal Whither ? 
Reb, Whither you will, fo I were from Sie fights. 
Bol, Goce fome of you,conuey him to the Tower. 
Rich, Oh good: conucy: Conucyers are you ell, 
That rife chus nimbly by a crue Kings Gil. 
Bab.On Wedneldsy next, we folemaly fcc dawne 
Our Coronation: Lords,prepare yourfelues Exams, 
Abbet A wofull Pageant hour we here beheld. 
Carl. The Woestocome,the Chidren yet vnborne, 
Shall feelechis day as tharpeco them as Thorne, 
efom Youholy Clergie-men, is there no Plog 
Torid the Realme of this pernicious Blor. 
ethber. Before | freety foeike my minde herein, 
You (hall noc oacly take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents but alforo cffe& 





Whae 
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Aétus Quintus, Scena Prima, 





Ever Dusret and L dies. 
1s. This way the King will come: chis is the way 
To laten Cafars Wi-ereAed Tower : 
To whofe Ant my condernned Lord 


Hause say refting for her rruc Kings Queene. 

Bet fofc, bur fee, or recher doe not fee, 

My faire Role wither : eee 

Thar you in pittie may diffolue to dew, 

Aad wath him freth agtine wich croc-love Teares. 

epee ea a 
ORR, i aT 

hed nox ea Picked: shadwoh besaicoss fone, 

Why thould “d Griefe be lodg’d in thee, 

When Triuaaph is become en Ale-houfe Gueft, 

Rich, leyne noc with griefe,faire Woman, do net fo, 
Tomake avy end too fudden: learne Soule, 
Tochenke our former Seate a te ; 

From which avak’d,che cruth of whst we are, 
Shewes vs bur this. I am fwrorne Brothes (Sweet) 
ascend decreed 

Will keepe a League till Death. High theeto France, . 
And Clogfter thee in forme Religious Houfe : 

Our holy lives maf winoc 3 new Worlds Crowne, 
Which oor houres here beve fitichen downe, 
Richard both in fhepe and minde 


Depos'd chine Iareile@ ? héch he beene in thy Hesrt ? 
The Lyon 


‘a Wicere, tedious Nigher 
Wah goed old folkes, sad let tell theeT eles 
Of wofell Ages Jong sgoe betide : 


Tell thou the lamentable org 


The 

And in competfion.weepe the fise owt ° 

Aad fome wilt saotrae to oPeca lavas cosle-black, 
Fox che depofing of 213 hefedl! Kiag, 


Nathiby Locd,the nce of Botrgbroty i cng’ 


‘Sent back ikke Hollowmss.or 
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You ma co ente owe, 
(ahah font pet yoda of A 
» a to e 
Rah. Ni thos Loder wherewichall 
The meuaz 
The time 


correption 

Theegh be divide the Resime,end giue thee haife, 
hpi mt. ear re 

He fall thinke, thac thou which know'ft the way 
To plane ip, saree s, wile know egaine, 

oe're fo lsrele vrg'd snocher wey, 

To plock hien heedlong from the vfurped Throne, 
The Lowe of wicked friends conuerts to Feare ; 


alc be om my Head,sod there 90 end : 
Take leswe,ond part,for you moft part forrhwich, 
Rich. Doubly divorc'd?( bad men) yc violsre 
Atwo-fold Merrioge ; ‘twist my Crowne,and me, 
And chen berwist me,and ed Wife. 
Let me vo-hifle che Oach “twizt thee, and me; 
And yet not fo,for with s Kiffe ‘twas made. 
Part ve, Northumberland : |.cowsrds the North; 
Cold res pianos poe ord Clyme : 
My Queene to France : from whence, fer forth in pompe, 
She come adorned hither like fweet Mey 
thort‘fto 
Le. Aad muft we be diaided ? muft we part ? 
Rich. } hand from hand my Loue)and hesrs fro heart, 
Qu. Banith os boch snd fend che King wich me, 
North. Thac were fome Loee,bat little Polltcy, 
- Qu. Then whither he goes,thicher let me goe. 
Rech.So tworogether ing make one Woe, 
Weepe thoe for me in France; I,for chee heere 
Becrez foere off, then neere,be ne'te the neere. 


Goe,counc thy Way with $i I.mine with Grosnes. 
Qe. So 2 Way tral hous the tougeft Moanes, 
ive for one ftep Ile groane,j Way beg thor, 

ich a hesuie hearz. 


Come,come,in 
Since eh it, there is fach lengch in Griefe: 


s, Give memine owne agsine: swereno 
rok. oa me to keepe,ond fi thy hearst. a 
So,cow 1 have mine owne ageine, be gone, 
That f msy ftrice ro Kill ic with agrosne. 

Rich.We make Woe wanton with chis fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reflec Sorrow fay. Exennt. 


Scans Secunda. 








Enter Yorke,avd bes Duchef?. 


Dac. Uy Lord you told me you would tell che teft, 
When weeping made you breake the flery off, 
ino Leodon, 


Deeb. Acchet fad Lord, 
Where rude mi. é » from Windowes tope 
deft and on King Richards head. 
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Yorke, Then, ss I (01d, the Dake, prea Boliegbrocke, 4» Boy, let me fee the Writing, 


Moanted epon a hot and fierie Steed, fam, \ dobefeech you per don me,J may noe thew it 
Which his afpiring Rides feem'd toknow, Tor. Lwillbe fatisfted:tet melee ici fay. Swatches ot 
With flow, bat flacely pace, kept on his courfe : Treafon, foute Treafon, Villaine, Traitor,Slaue. 

While all congucs cride, God fauc thee Ba coke. Det. What's the matter, my Lord? 

You would hase thoaghe the very windowes fpske, Terke. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my horfe. 
So many greedy lookes of yong and old, Heauen for his mercy : what ereachery is heere ? 
Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes Das, Why,what ist my Lord? 

Vpon his vifage : and that all che walles, Yorke. Give me my boors, I fay : Saddle my hocfe : 

With painced Imagery had faid at once, Now by my Honor, my life, my troth, 

Ife preferve thee, welcom Bulg brooke. I will appeach the Villaine, 

Whil'ft he, from one fide to the other curing, Dus. What asthe matces ? 

Bare-headed, lower then his proud Scecda necke, Yorke. Peace foolith Woman. 

Befpake them thus; I chanke you Countrimen: Dut. lwill noe peace. What is che metter Sonne? 

And thus (till doing, thus he paft along. Aum. Good Motherbe content, icis no more 
Dutch. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilfl? | Then my poore life muft anfwer. 

Torkg. Asina Theacer, the eyes of men Daz, Thy life anfwer ? 

After a well grac'd AGtor leaues the Scage, Enter Sernant with Bests. 

Areidlely bens on him that en:crs nexe, Tor, Bring me my Bouts, I will vnto the King. 

Thinking his pratcle co be tedious. ‘Dat, Strike him Asmerie. Poore boy, § act omar d, 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes Hence Villaine, never more come in my fight, 

Did feowle on Recbard no man cride, God fave him: Tor. Give me my Boots, fay. 

No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home, Dat, Why Yorke, what wilt thoudo? 

But dof was throwne vpon his Sacred head, Wilt chounoc hide the Trefpaffe of chine owne ? 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke of, Haue we more Sonnes? Or ste we like to haue ? 

His face fill combacing with teares and (miles Is not my teeming date drunke vp with tune? 

(The badges of his ares and patience) And wilt thou yak my faire Sonne from mine Age, 

That had not God (tor fome frong purpofe) feel'd And rob me of ahappy Muthers name ? 

The hearts of men, they muff perforce have melced, Is he not like thee? Is he not chine owne? 

And Basbari(me it felfe have pittied him. Yor. Thou fond mad woman : 

But heawen bath s hand in thefe events, Wik thou conceale this dake Confpiracy? 

To whofe high will we bound our calme contents. A dozen of them heerehaue cane the Sacrament, 

To Balmgbreske, are we (worne Subies now, And interchangeably fer downe their hands 

Whofe Stase,and Honor, I for aye allow, To kill che King at Oxford, 

Ewer tamerie, Dat. He fhall be none: 
Det. Heere comes my {cane Aumerie. Weelkeepe himhecre : then whac is that to him ¢ 
Tor. Anmerlerhat wes, Yer Away fond womans were hee tw cnty umes my 

But thacis loft, for beng Rechards Friend. Son, I would appesch him. 

And Madam, you muff call him Reslesd now: Pu. Hadft thou groan’d far him as J have done, 

J amin Porliament pledge for his truth, Thou wouldeft be more pittsfull : 

And laftirg fealtie to the new-made King. But now 1 know thy minde ,chow dof fufpec 
Dat. Weicome my fonne : who are the Violetsnow, | That] haue bene dilovall ro chy bed, 

That Acew the greene lap of the new.come Spring 2 And that he is a Beflard, nee thy Sonnes 
Aum, Medam, I know not, nor! greatly carenoc, =| Sweet Yorke, fweet husband, benot of chat minde : 

God knowes, I had as licfe be none,as one. Hews as tke thee,as aman may oee, 

Torke.Well, beare you well inchisnew.{pring of time | Nocl-ke come, nos any of my Kio, 

Leaft you be cropt before youcome to prime. A: dyet Jlouc him, 

What newes from Oxford?Hold thofe lufts & Triumphs? Torke. Make way, vnruly Womsa. Exu 
Aum. For ought | know my Lord.they do. Dat. Aftce Aumerle, Mount thee vpon his horfe, 
Torke, You will be there know. Spusre polt, and pet before him co the King, 

Aum. 1 God prevent nor, I puspofe fo. And begge thy pardon, ere he du accufe thee, 
Tor. What Seale is chat that hangs without thybofom? | Ie not be long Uchind : thongh Ibe old, 

Yea, look‘ thou pale? Lec me fee che Writing. I doubt not but to ride as fail as Yorke; 
fam. My Lord, ‘tis nothing, And neuer w Ji I rife vp from the ground, 

Torke, No matter then who tees it, Till BaSeug brooke haue pardon'd thee: Away be gone. Zant 

I will be (atished, let me fee che Writing, 

Aum, \ do befecch your Grace topardon me, 

Ic is amatter of fmall confequence, 
Which for fone reafons 1 would not haue feene. 

Torky, Which for fome reafons fir,l meane to fee: 
I feare.} feare. 

Dat. What hhould you feare? 
’Tus nothing but fome bond, rhat he is enter'd into 
Por gsy apparrell ageinft the Triumph. 

Yorks. Bound tohimfelfe? What dochhe with s Bond 
Thac he is bound 10? Wife, thou art a foole. 

























































































































































Scena Tertia. 















Barer Bulinghrocke, Pevcie and other Lords. 
Bal. Can no man teil of my vnthriftie Sonne? 
Tis full three monthes fince 1 did lee him latte 
Hany plague hang cuer vs, ‘tis he, 
I would to heeven’ my Lords)he might be found: 
Enquire at London, ’mongft the Tauernes there: 








For 
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Foe there (chey fay) he dayly doth frequent, As chrifdefie Sonnes, their (crapiag Pazhers Gold, 


Wh vaseftroined loofe Compamons, 
Ewen fach (chey (ay ) as ftand in ascrow Lanes, 
Aad rob oor Watch, and beace our paffengers, 
Which he, yeng wanton, and effeminate Boy 
Takes on the point of Honor, to lupport 
Sediffoluce aceew.” 
Per. My Lord, forne two dayes fince I (ow the Priace. 
Aodcold him of thele Tremphes held at Ozford. 
Bol. Aad wha: {aid che Gallen ? 
Pov. His anfwer was : he would enco the Scewes, 
And fram the common’ it creature plucke a Gloue 
Aad weare 1¢ a8 3 favour, and with char 
He wauld wnborfe che luflief Challenger. 
Bal. As diffoluce os defp'race, yer chroegh bath, 
I fee (ome {parkes of better nope : which elder dayes 
May happily bring fosth. Bas who comes here? 
Sacer Aumerte, 
Aan. Whereis the King ? 
Bat Whacmeanes oar Cofn, chat hee ftares 
And lookes fo wildely ? 
fAam.God (ave your Grace.] do befeech your Maicfty 
Te haue fome contereace with your Grace slone. 
Bal. Wubdraw your {clees,and leave ve here alone » 
What is the mater wish oar Cohn now ? 
Amn, For ectr may se grow rothe earth, 
My congue cleaueto my roofe withinmy moush, 
Valefle 3 Perden, wal leor fpeake. ‘ 
Bal. Incended, of cormmisted was chis foul 2 
Ifen the ficft, how heynous ere 1: bee, 
Te win chy after loue, I pardon thee. 
Aum. Then glue mc leave,that J may turne the key, 
That no man encer, till my cale me done. 
Bal, Have thy defire. Torks withie. 
Ter. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 
Thoa theft a Trascor in thy prefence shere. 
Bal, Vitlaine, Ile make thee fafe. 
a Scaythy sevengefull hand, thou haft no csole 
@icare, 
Tote. Openche doore, fecure foole-hardy King : 
Shall | for lowe fpeake treafon to thy face? 
Open the doore, er J will breake it open. 
Eater Tork. 
Bel. What as she marten (Vokbe)fpeak tecever breath, 
Tell es bow neere is danger, 
That we may srme v9 co encounter it. 
Yer. Perafe chs writing heere,and thou fhalt know 
.| Thereafon chat my hafte forbids me fhow. 
Am. Remember as thou read'tt, chy proaife pal : 
Ido reperx me, ceade not my name there, 
My heart is nac confederate with my hand. 
Yor. Iz was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. 
I corest from the Traitors bofonie, King. 
Fesre, and noc Love, begers his penitence 5 
Forget to pity bun, lesft thy pitty proue 
A Serpene,chas will fling thee co che heart. 
Bal. Ob herbous firong and bold Con(piracie, 
O loyall F ether of a treacherous Sonne: 
Thos thetre, immaculare,and fiver fountaine, 
From whence this ftreame, through muddy paffoges - 
Hath had his cursenc, and defil'd himfelfe. 
Thy overflow of good, conuerts to bad, 
Aad thy sbundant goodacfle fhall excufe 
This deadly blot, in thy digrethag fonne. 
Toke. So thall my Vertue be tis Vices bawd, 
Aad be thal {pend mine Honour wh his Sheme 5 


Mine honar lives, when his di dics, 
Or ony tham'd life, in his difhonoe lies: 
Thos kill @ me in hislife, giuing bie breach, 
The Traitor liucs, the true man’s put to death. 
within, 

‘Dut, What hoa(my Liege)for heavens fake les me in, 
Bal, What fhell-voic’d Supplisncmakes chis eager cry? 

Dat. A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) ‘tis I. 
Speake with me, pitey me, open the doce, 
A Begger begs, thar never begg’d before. 

Baud, Our Scene is slter’d from a ferious 
And now a, to the Beg ger,and the 
My dan s Cohn, let son aoe a 
Tknow the’s come, to pray for your foule fia, 

Terke. if thou do pardon, whofoever pray, 
More faaes for chis forgiuenetle.profper meye 
This fefRes’d ioynt cur off, the reft refs found, 
This let alone, vill sll the reft confound, 
E 


wer Datcheffe. 
Dar, O King beleeve not this hard- hearted mga, 
Loue, loving not ot felfe, none other cag. 
Ter. Thou franacke woman, what doll ymske here, 
Shall chy old oveses once more Traitor resse? 
‘Det, Meer Yorke be petient,beare me gentle Liege. 
‘Bal, Rife ep Aans. : 
Der. Nor yet, I chee befeech 
For cuer will i koecle vpon my knees, 
And acuer fee day, chat the happy (ees, 
Till thow gise roy ¢ wneill thou bid me ioy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my cranfgrefiing Boy, 
fam, Vino my mothers prayres, J bend my knee, 
Terke, Againft them both,my crue soynts bended be, 
Dut. Pleades he in estneft? Looke vpon his Face, 
His eyes do deop no teares: his prayres are in icf : 
His words come from his moerh, ours from ovr bref. 
He prayes but fainely,end would be denide, 
Weprsy with heare, and foule.snd all befide ; 
His weary ioynts would glodty rife, 1 know, 
Our kaees thall kneele, cill to (he growad they grows 
Hi 7 bil are full of falfe hypocrifie, 
Ours of true zeae, and dcepe incegritie: 
Our prayers do out-pray his,then let them have 
That mercy, which crue preyers ought to baue. 
Bul. Good Aunt Mand vp. 
Det. N apanird fland vp. 
Bur Pardon firft, and ards fland vp, 
Andifl werethy Narfe,thy congue co teach, 
Pasdon fhould be the fist word of thy fpeach. 
I never long’d co heare a word till now i. 
Say Pardon (Kusg,}lec pitty ceach chee how. 
eiccada “isaac (hort as (weet, 
No word hike Pardon,for Kings mouth’s fo meet. 
Yorks. Speake ic in French(King {ay Pardew'ue suey. 
Dar, Doft thouteach psrdon, Pardon co ? 
Ah my fowre husband my hard-hearted Lord, 
Thac fet’s the word it felfe,agsiofi che word. 
Speake Pardon,as "tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French we do not ebderftend. 
Thine eye be gjas to (peske, fer chy tongue ebere, 
Or in ehy pitreous heart, plant chou thine pil 
That bearing how our plaines end prayres do peated, 
Pitry may moue chee, sodsaueichewtes 
Bat. Good Aunt ,ftand vp, 
Dm. I de noc fue to Aand, 
Pardoois all the fuice I hawe in band. pet 
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Bed, 1 pardon him, ss hesuen thall pardon mee. Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Das. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : Ot fuch as have befure indur'd the like. 
Yet am I ficke tor feare : Speake it againe, Thus play 1 in one Prifon, many people, 
Twice faying Pardon, doth nor patdon twaine, Aad none contented, Sometimes am { Ki 
But makes one pardon dati § Then Treafon makes me with my felfea Begesr, 
Bal. \ patdon him with all my hare, And {olam. Then crufhing peaurie, 
Da. AGodonearth thou arr, Perfwades me, I was better whens King : 
Bal, But for our crufty brother-in-Law,che Abboe, Then sm I king’d againe : and by and by, 
With all che ref of thae conforted crew, Thinke chat 1 am va-king’d by B coke, 
Deftru&ion ftraght thal dose chem at the heeles : And fraght am noshiog. Buc what ere Tem, Afafck 
Good Vackle helpe co order feaerall powres Nor I,nor any man, chia Bes man is, 
To Oxtord,oc where ere thefe Trartors are ; Wich noching thall be pleas’d, till he be eas'd 
They thall not line within chis world I (weare, With being nothing. Muficke do I heare? 
But | will have chem, if | once know where. Ha, ha? keepe ume: How fowre (weer Mefickeis, 
Vinckle farewell, end Cofin adieu: 5 When Tie is broke, and no Proportion kepe ? 
Your mother well hath peard,and prove you true. So is icin the Muficke of mens hues: 


DaCome my old fon,! pray heauenmake theenew. | Andhcere hace I the daintineffe of esre, 
Exemmt.| Toheare time broke ina diforder'd Airing : 


Eater E xtow aud Seruants, Bur for the Concord of my Scace and Time, 
Ext. Didft chou not marke the King what wordshee| Had nor an eare co heare my true Time broke, 
fpake? 1 wafted Time, end now doth Time wafte me : 

Houe I no friend will rid ne of chis living feare: For now hach Time made me his sumbring clocke; 
Wasit not fo? -e My Thoughts,ase minutes ; and with Sighes they isrre, 

Ser. Thofe were his very words. Their watches on vnto mne eyes,che outward arch, 

Ex. Haue I no Priend?(quoth he: he (pake ic ewicé, | Wherero ey finger. like a Dialls point, 
And vrg'd it twice coperher, did he not ? Is poincing fill, tn cleanfing them from teares, 

Ser. He did. Now fic, the found thac cels whac houre it is, 

&x. And {peaking it, he wiftly laok'd on me, Are clamorous groanes, that firike vpon my heert, 
As who fhould fay, I woeld thou wer't the man Which is the bell: fo Sighes,and Teares,and Grones, 
That would divorce this terror from my heare, Shew Minuces ,Houres,and Times : bur my Time 
Meaning the King at Pomfree : Come, let's goc Runs posfting on, in Buifingbrookes proud i 4 
1 am the Kings Friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit.) While | ftand fooling heere, his iacke oth, ocke, 


This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 
For vi it have halpe madmen to their wits, 
5 na Ouarta In me ic feemes, it will make wife-men mad : 
Qu. ° Yet bleffing on lus heare tha: Giucs it me; 
For‘tisa fine ot loue snd loueto Rubard, 
IsaRsang: Becech.in this all hating world, 








Enter Richard, Eater Grooex. 
Rich, Ubsuebin Nudying, howto compare - Gree, Haile Roya'l Prince. 

This Prifon where Iie, vncothe World : Rich, Thankes Noble Peere, 

And for becaufe the world is populous, The chespeft of vs, is cen groaces too deere, 

And heere is noc a Creature, buc my felfe, Whiat are chou ? And how com'ft chow hither? 
Tesnnor dost: yet te hemmer’e our. Where no man euer comes, but thac (3d dog ge 

My Braine, Ile proue the Female tomy Soule, Thac brings me food, to make misfortune live ? 

My Soule, the Father: and thefe cwo Deget Gree, Iwasa poose Groome of thy Seable (King) 
A generation of fll breeding Thougins; When chou wer’t King :who travelling towards Yorke, 
And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Litde World With mach adoo, ag length haue gotten leave 

In humors, like the people of chis world, Tolooke vpon my(fometumes Royall) mafters face. 
For nochoughe is contented. The bercer fort, O how it yern‘d my heart, wien I beheld 

As thoughrs of chings Diaine, are intermixt In London ftreecs, that Coronation day, 

With fccuples, and do fet che Faich it felfe When Ballias brooke rade on Rosne Borbary, 

Againft the Faich:as chust Come litle ones:& then again,| Thar horfe, chac thou fo often hatt beftrid, 

Icas as hard to come, as for a Camell That horfe, that 1 fo carefully hane dreft. 

To thred the potierne of a Needles eye. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell we gentle Friend, 
Thoughts tending co Ambition, they do plot How went he vnder him? 

Volikely wonders; how thele vaine weake nales Gree. So proudly, as ifhe had difdain'd the ground. 
May teare 3 paflagetl.rough the Flinty ribbes Rich. So proud, thac Bulerg brooke was on his bache ; 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles: ThacIad  satheate bread from my Royall hand, 

And for they cannot, dye in theit owne pride. This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Thoughts tending to Commerc fates themfelues, Would he not Ramble? Would he not fall downe 
That are not the firft of Foreuncs flaucs, (Since Pride muft have s fail) and breake the necke 
Nor thal noc be the laft. Like filly Beggars, Of that proud man, chat did vforpe his backe? 

Who fitting in che Stockes, refuge their Shame Forgiueneffe horfe: Why dol raileon thee, 
Thac many have, and others muft fic chere ; Since chou created to be aw'd by man 

Ando this Th ought, they finde a kind of cafe, Was’ bore to beare? J was noc made a horfe, 


And 



















it vad, and cyrd by isuncing Balsegbroeke. 
Enter Kecger with « Df. 


Kerp. Fellow, giuc ries Gay. 
Rech. ifcheu love me,’ everett 
aon Whac my teague deres nec ormybenr ot 


“eo My Lord, wile pleale you 0 fall too ? 

Tofte of ic fic, as chou wer ¢ went to doe. 
Keep. My Lérd f dase noc : Sir Peres of Excon, 

Who lacely came from th King commands the contrary. 
Rich. The divell cake Hours of Lancaftes,snd chee 5 

Panence is Raie, and | am weary of it. 


Keep. Helpe helpe,belpe. 


Eorer Exton avd Seruanss. 

Ri. How now? what meanes Death in this rude affale? 
Villatne, thine owne hand yeelds chy deaths infirumens, 
Go chew and fill another roore in hell. 

Exton firrkgs bra dewne, 
That hand fhall burne in never-quenching fife, 
Thee flaggers chus my petion. Exton, thy fierce hand, 
Hath with che Kings blood, (tato'd the Kings own land, 
Mownt, mount my fovle, thy {ease is vp on high, 
Whd ft my groffe ficth finkes downward heer to dye. 

Exres. As fell of Valor. as of Royall blood 
Both haue } (pile : Oh wold the deed were good. 

Fos sow the diuell, that cold me I did well, 
that this deede is chronicled in hell. 
This dead King co the lining King Ile beare, 
Take hence the reft,and gise chem busieliheeres Base. 





Scena Qunta. 





Plarfe. Eater Bulinghrocks Torkg with 
other Lords & atteadauts. 
Bal. Kinde Vanklc York the leceth ncwes we heare, 
fs thse che Rebels have confem’d with fire 
Oor Towne of Ciccter in Gloucefterthire, 
Bat whether they be tance or laine, we hease not. 
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yet I beare a burthen likean Affe, iinet ep tng mey appeare 


difcousled in chispoper becre. 
of We thank thee enale Percy for thy paines, 
Aad wo thy worth wi sdde cighe worthy peloce 
Sater Fitx-waters, 
Fas. My Lord, I hewe from Oxford fenzte London 
The heads of Breceas, cad Sit Sennet Seely, 





Two ofthe dan conforred Traitors, 
Thaz foughe at Oxford, thy dire owerthrow. 
Bul, Thy pelties Fitemwaters thall not be forgot, 


Righe Noble is Ptdegsibe weil 1 wot. 


Suter Percy aad Cariite. 

Per. The and Coatpirstor, Abbot of Wefteniafter, 
ras eg ot Caceres eee eere neocely; 
Hath ye vp his body to che graue : 

But heere is Carlite, piri to ebide 
Th bap somes eace of his pride, 

bet seep anaped 
Choofe out fone fecret place , fome reverend roome 
More chen chose traf, cod ity oy 
So 2s thos liu’ft io peace, dye free 
For thoegh mine thou haft ever beene, 

Hogh {perkes of Honor se thee hene I feenc. 
Eater Extes wbbe 


tee 

ame 

Bal, Exton, ( thenke thee nor, for chou haft wroughe 

Adcede of Sleugtver, with chy (tall bead, 

Vpen my heed, and all chis famous Lend. 
Ex.From your eer Agri sda 

Bal, 

Ner do I chee: neal baat 

Thate she Mortherer, love his marthered. 

The guite of con{cience take thou for labour, 


Bur neither my good word, nor faucer, 
With Cane go ode che (bade of night, 
, not light. 
Se ai tece 


oat 
That blood ste fprinkle me, to make me grow. 
Come moerne with me, for thar I do lament, 


Emer Northumberland, "And pet on fullen Blacke incontinent: 
Welcome my Lord : Whatie the newes? Me makes voyage to the Holy-isnd, 
Ue. Fubtochy aoe pew tepals To wath this bloud off from my guilty hend, 
Theres aewee (a hss bo Li asdog as March {adly after, grace my mourning heere, 
The beads of Salshary Speucer Bluat snd Kent ln weeping efter this vacimely Beere. Bram 
FINIS, 
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Ector the King. Lord lolm of Lane after, Earle 
of o cfimeriand wich ocbers. 


fhaken os we arson with care, 
le weatime ‘ Peace to pane, 
io: rota cepa of new broils 


‘0 be commenc'd m Scronds a-farre remote : 
No more the thisfty eatrance of this Soile, 
Shall deubeher tippes with bes owne childrens blood : 
No more hall trenching Waste channel her fields, 
Nor braife her Rowrets with the Armed boofes 
Of hoftile paces. Thofe fed eyes, 
Wiuch like che Metcers ofa troubled Heauen, 
All of one Nasure, of one Subfance bred, 
Did lately meere ta che inteftier fhocke, 
And furious cloze of cluil Butchery, 
Shalt now sa mutuall well-befeeming rankes 
March all one way, end beno more oppos'd 
Again Acqusiacance, Kindred,and Allies. 
The edge of Warre, like sn ril-fheathed knife, 
No more thall cot tus Mafter, Therefore Friends, 
As face as co she Sepulcher of Chrift, 
Whole Soaldier now vader whole bleffed Croffe 
Weare impreffed and mgag’d co fight. 
Fornhwith 2 power of Englith thail we levic, 
Whole armes were moulded in theit Mothers wombe, 
Te chace chefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields, 
Over whofe Acres walk'd chofe blefled feere 
Which fourreene hundred yeares ago were nail'd 
For our aduantage on the beter Croffe. 
But this our purpofe is a tweleemonth old, 
And boouleffe *tis co tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meete nacnow. Then fee me beare 
Of you my gencle Coulin Weltmesland, 
Whae yefternight our Councell did decree, 
In forwarding this deere expedience. 
set. My Liege : This hafte was hot in queftion, 
And many limits of the Charge fet downe 
But yefternight : when all schwart there came 
A Poft from Wales, Josden with heauy Newes ; 
Whofe worft was, That che Noblec Mortiner, 
Leading the men of Herefordfhire to fighe 
Again the wregular and wilde Giendewer , 
Was by the sude hands of thee Wellhmen takea, 
And a thoufand of bis people butchered : 


Vepoe whole dead corpes there was fach mifele, 
thameleti cransformetien, 
thofe Welthwomen done, 2s mey not be 
(Withoot much fhame) re-told os fpoken of, 
Krag. It feemes then, chat che tidings of this broide 
gePecipartroh for the Holy land, : 
Weft. This mescht wich other like my gracious . 
Ferre more vaceen end vawelcome Nowe: io 
Came from the North, and thus ic did report : 
On Holy-roode day, che gallant Hasfurre chere, 
Young Harry Percy, and breve etrehibald 
Tha ever-valisns and spproowed Scot, 
At Holwedes met, where they did fpend 
A fad and bloody howe: 
As by dilcharge of cheir Artillerie, 
And fhapc of likely-bood che newes was told: 
For he chat broughe chem, in che very beste 
And pride of their contention, did take horfe, 
Vacercaine of the iffue any way. 
King. Heercis a deere and true indultrious friend, 
Su walter Blaat, new lighted from his Horfe, 
Straen’d with the variation of each foyle, 
Betwixt chat Bedserden snd this Seat of ours: 
And behath brought vs (mooth aad welcomes newes. 
The Easle of is difcomfired, 
Ten choufand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balk'd in thets owne blood did Sir Walser fee 
On Hairseden: Plaines, Of Prifoners, Herfparre cooke 
Merdake Earle of Fife, and cideft fonne 
To beaten Dewgles, and che Earle of Arbol, 
Of Marry, e-fngen end Adrnent, 
Aad is not this an honourable {poyle? 
A gallant prize ? Ha Cofia,is it nor? Infaith itis, 
wef. A Conqueft fora Prince to bosft of. 
Keng. Yea, there chou mak'ft me fad,& aek’ft ne Ga, 
In enuy, that my Lord Nonbumberland 
Should be che Facher of fo bleft a Sonne : 
A Soone, who is che Theame of Honors tongue 3 
Ammong’R a Grove, che very ftraighteft Plant, 
Who 18 fweet Fortunes Minion ,and her Pride: 
WhilR I by looking on the prsife of him, 
See Ryot snd Difhonor Asine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prow'd, 
That fome Night-tripping-Faiery, had exchang'd 
la Cradle-clothes, our where they lay, 
Aad call'd mine Povey, his Plantagenes : 


(J 


The 





] 











Then would I have his Harry,and he mine: 
Bus let him from my thoughrs. Whac chinke you Cone 
Ot ubls young Persies pride ? The Prifoners 
Whucb he m this advencare hach furpriz’d, 
To hus owne fe he keepes, and fends me word 
I fhall hawe none but Aderdeke Earle of Fife. 

weft, Thisis his Vackles teaching. This is Worcefie 
Malesolent to you ia all AfpeQs: 
Which makes hem prune himfelfe and briftle vp 
The creft of Youth sgainft your Dignicy, 

. But I have fent for him co anfwer this: 

And for ches canfe a. while we mult ncgleR 
Our holy purpofe ro Jerufslem. 
Cofa, on Wednefday nexzt,our Councell we will hold 
Ac Wundfer, and fo informe the Lords : 
But come your felfe @ith {peed co vs egaine, 
For more 1s to be fe1d, 20d to be done, 
out of anger can be vetesed. 

Twn 


Thea 
wef. wy Liege. 


Scans Secunda, 








ater Haury Prince of Wales Sa lehn F abe 
Seffe, and Points, . 


Fal. Now Bal, whet cine of day is ic Lad ? 
Prewe Thooar fo fat-witted with drinking of olde 


Sacke, snd thee afcer and fleepi 
nol ame np taal ts (Al r7 a. 
to demand chet truely, which thou wouldefi trul on 
Whar a divell halt chou to do with she vine of cha deg ? 
valefic baures were cups of Sacke, and minutes Ca 
and clockes the tongses of Bawdes, and dialls the 
of hoafes, and the bleffed Sunne him{cife 2 faize 
hee Wench in Flame-culoured T sffssa ; | {ee no resfoa, 
why chow fhoeldefi bee fo 
ume of che dav. 

Fal. Indeed you come acere me now fal, (or we that 
tshe Purfes.go by the Moone and feucn Starscs, ad not 
by Phoebus hee, chat wand'ring Knight fofure. And! 

foecer W when thos art King, 2s God feue 
thy Grace, Maictty | thould fay, for Grace chou wile 
base neee. 


ia. No Gack feree to be Prologue 
Fal, No, nor as will te to 
an Egee sad Bertct. 


» to demeund the 


Sqeires 
Theeves of the Dayes beautic. Let vs be Dsanses Forrc- 
Rers, Genticunen of the Shade. Minionsof the Moone ; 
and let men fey, we be men of good Government, bemg 

ee che Sea is, by ous noble and cha mifters the 

, vader whofe ecumensnce we fieale, 

Pron. Thon fey'A well, ond it holds well coo : fos the 

fortune of vs chaz are the Moones men, doth cbbe and 

low like the Sea, beeing goucrned as the Ses is, by the 

Moone: 36 for proofe. Now 8 Purfc of Gold mo refo- 

lnely fMatch'd on Monday night, and moft difolucely 

(pens on Teefday Morning ; got with {weasing,Lay 18 
and (pent verth me. Dimew nor inaslow ane 

athe foox of the . 80d by and by in as high s ow 


tbe ridge of she Gallowes. 
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Fal. Thoutay'ft cruc Lad: and isnot my Holteffe 
che Taverne saa fweet Wench? te gs 
Pra. As is the hony, my old Ladofthe Cofile : and is 
not a Buffe Jeskin a mot [weet robe of durance ? 
scsddy oedae What Wagge? What in thy 

j vies? Whac a Naguehaue lto 4 
2 Puc kebin? ng a 

Prin. Why, whats poxe have I to doe with my No. 
fief of the T userne? ‘i ee 
Fal, Weil, chou haft call'd her to a reckh'neng many o 
time snd oft, 
Prin. Did I ewes call for thee to pay thy part ? 
Fal, No, Ue thee chy dur chow bait aid al chere. 
Pris, Yea and elfewhere, fo forse as imy Coape would 
ftretch, ond where it would not, Lhawe ved my credit, 
Fal. Yea,and fo vs'd it, that wereit heere apperane, 
that thou ert Heise spparane. But I prythee (wee: Wag, 
thall these be Gallowes ftanding in England when thou 
att King ?and refolution thus fobb'd asatis, with the ru. 
fie ene of old Facher Anticke the Law? Doe not thou 
when thou art a King, hang a Theefe. 
Priv, No, thou fhale. 
Fal. Shall J? O rare! Ihe be a brave udge. 
Priv. Theuiudgefi falfc alscady. I meane, chou thale 
pao at the [heeves, end fo become a rare 


sagrmen. 
Fal. Weil Hal, well : and in forme fort it iumpes with 
my hamour, as weil ss waiting inthe Court, I can tell 


Prin, For obtaining of fuites ? 

Fal. Yea for obtaining of (uites, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no leane Werdeobc. Lem as Melarcholly as4 
Gyb-Cet,or a lugged Beare. 

Prin. Or noid Lyon, o¢ a Lovers Lute. 

Fal, Y¢2,0¢ the Drone of a Lincolafhire Bagpipe. 
Prin, What fay'ft thou tos Hare, of che Mciancholly 
of Moore Ditch? 

Fal. Thou hafi che moft vnfsuoury {miles, and art in- 
deed the moft comparative ra(calleft (weer yong Prince. 
Bet Hal,| prrehee trouble me no more with vanity, I wold 
thou and I knew, ty of good names 


able to aSaing. Thou haft done much harme vn- 
co me Mah, God forgiue thet for it. Before I knew thee 
Hal] tnew nothing :nd now I am(if's man thold(peake 
truly little becrer chen one of the wicked. [ mult gwe o- 
wer this life,and I will give it ouer : andi donot, [sme 
Villaine, Ie be dansn'd for never 8 Kings fonne in Che:- 
ftendome. 

Prin. Where thall we cake s purfe to morrow, Lacke? 
Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, tle make onc : and | doc 
ao¢,call me Villsine.and beffile me. 

Pro. I fee a geod amendment of life in thee . From 
Praying, co Purle-cakiog, 

Fal. Why, tid, ‘tis my Vocation Hal: “Tis no fintora 
man to labour in his Vocation. 

Ponte. Now hall wee know if Gads hill have fers 
Warch. O,ifmea wereco be faued by merit, whet hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This isthe mo omor- 
pocem Villasme, that ever eryed , Stand, co a true mao. 


Prea. Good mortow Ned, 
Poter<. 
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Pomes. Cood morrow {weet Hal, What {aies Mon- 
flows Remorfe ? Whiat fayes Sit lobo Secke and Sugsr : 
Tacke? How agrees the Divell and thee about thy Soule, 
that thou foldeft him on Good-Friday sft, fors Cup of 
Modera,and 3 cold Capons legge? 

Pris. Sic Tohn fiands to his word, the dine fhall have 
his bargaine,for he was neuer yet a Breaker of Prouerbs: 
He will gine the diac E bis dae. 

Pein. Then art thou damn‘d for keeping thy word with 


the dineil. 

Prie. E\fe he had dama'd for cozening the diuell. 

Pey. But my Lads, ny Lads, co morrow morning, b 
foure e clocke early at Gods hill. chere ase Prigri ao 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- 
ding co London with fac Purfes. I have vizards for you 
all ; you have horfes for your {clues s Gads-hill lyes to 
night in Rochefter, 1 hauc befpoke Supper to morrow in 
Eaftcheape ; we may doe jt as fecure as tleepe: if you will 
g°, I will Ruffe your Parles fall of Crowes : sf you will 
por, tarry at home and be hang‘d. 

Fal. Heare ye Yedward, if} carry at home and go not, 
eer 

Poy. You will chops. 

Pal. Hal, wilt chou make one? 

Prie, Who, I rob? I 2 Theefe? Not I. 

Pal. There's ncither hoocfty, manhood nor good fel- 
fowthip in thee, nor thou cam‘{t not of the bleod-royall, 
if chou das‘ nor Nand forten fhillings. 

Prie. Well then,once in my dayes Ile be amad-cap. 

Bal. Why, that's well faid 

Pria. Well, come what will, te cerry at home, 

Fal, Ie bea Traitor chen, when thou art King. 

Pria. | cate not, 


Poze, Sit Jobs, prythce leswe the Prince & me alone, 
Twill tay him d6wne fuch teafuas for this adocacure, ther 
be fhall go. 


Fal, Well, mai chou haue che Spirit of perfwafion ; 
ead he the eases ofprofiting, that whst thou fpeakeft, 
gay move ; and whache heares be beleewed, char the 
true Prince may (for rectestion fake)preae a falfe theefe ; 
for che poore a of che rime, want countenance. Far. 
well,yoo fhail finde mein Eafichespe. 

Prin, Farwell the lacces Spting. Parewell Alhollown 


Summer. 

Pez, Now, my guod fweet Hony Lord, ride with vs 
to mosrow, ae iee tan. thet} cannot men. 
aage slone. Falftafe, Harney. Roffill, and Gads-bi8, thal 
robbe thot men adh wee have elresdy way-loyde, 
felfe andJ , wil not bechere:snd when they hase ihe bos 

»ifyou and I donot rob them, cut this head from my 


Prin Bux bow fhal we part with them in fetting forth? 
Poza. Why.we wil fet forth betore or efter therm, and 
appoing them a place of meeting, wherin kt is at our ples- 
fare to faile and then will they adventure vppon the ex- 


ploit chermfelees, which they fhall hawe no fooner atchie- 
ued, but wee'l fec vpon them, 
Pris. J, bat cis hike thas they will know vs by our 


horfes,by cur habics,and by cwery other sppomement to 
be our (elves. 

Poy. Tur our horfes they Shall not fee, He tye them in 
the wood, ourvizerds wee will change after wee lesue 
them: and firrah, I hsue Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immaske der noted outward germents. 

Pree. But} doubt they will be coo herd for vs. 

Pan. Wel),for two ofthem, 13 know them to bee as 


ing Henry the Fourth. 


ccue bred Cowards as cucr turn'd backe-and foe the chisd 

if he fight longer chen he fees rcafon, Ile forfwear Asmes, 

The vertue of this Ieft will be, che incomprehenfible byes 

chat this fet Rogue will cell vs, when we mecte at Seppet: 

ee thirty as leaft he fought with, what Wardes, whee 

lowes, what eatremitics he endused;and in the 

Of chis, lyesthe ieft, mere 
si dels Ile goc with thee, provide vs all things 

neceflary, end meete me tomorrow aight 

there the fo. Porewell. eats 
Poyn, Ferewell.cny Lord. Exvt Pots 
Pria, Tknow you all, and will a-while vphold 

The vnyosk’d humor of your idlenefle : | 

Yetheerein will } imitatethe Sunne, ! 

Who doth permit rhe bate contagious cloudes 

To frnother vp bis Beauty from the world, 

That when he pleafe againe to be himfeife, 

Being wanted, he may be mote wondred st, 

By breaking through che foule and vgty mifts 

Of vapours, that did feeme tro frangle him. 

It all the yeare were playing holidarcs, 

To (port, would be as tedious as to worke; 

But when they teldome come, they witht-for come, 

And nothing pleafeth bur rare secidencs. 

So when this loofe behaviour I throw off, 

Aod pay the debt [ neuer promited ; 

By how much better chen my word Iam, 

By fo much thall ] falfific mens nopes, 

Aod like bright Mettell on a fullen peound ; 

My reformation glittering o're my fauh, 

Shall fhew more . and acera€t more eyes, 

Then that which hath no foyleto fet it off, 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming tame, when men thinke beaft I will. 





Scena T ertia. 





Ester the King Northumberland orcefier ,tieperve, 
Sw Waker Dinat " and ot bers, 


Kmy. 


Mighty, and to be fear’d, then ol Berar 


You were about co {peske, 
North. Yea, my good Lord. 
Thete 


 asieh rea 
Were(s felayen) ne with fech Arength denied 
As was delwered to your M 


fighe was done, 
When I was dry with Rege, and catceame Toyle, 
Becachleffe,and Faint, leening vpon my Sword, 


- A sarees Nofe, snd took't sway sapelaee 
bo sherewith angry, it nexe compe there, 
Focke ic in Sasffe . And flill he fenil"d end-ealt’d » 


y Prfoners, in your Maicfties behalfe. 
etopebcedhs my wounds being cold, 


Anfeoret’ ‘oraiebiingly) Iknownotwhar, 
He d, of fhoutd nor : For he nede me mad, 
Tofee bim fhide fo briske, and {mel [0 fweet, 
And calke felike a Waiting-Genlewoman, 
Of Gens.& ounds: God feue the marke; 
Aad telling me, the Soueraign’tt thing on earth 
Wee Parmacity, for en inward bruife s 
And that ic was pitty, foie was, 
That villanoes Sait-petes fhould be digg’d 
Out of the Bowels of the harmileffe E 
Which many 2 good Tell Fellow had deftroy'd 
SoCowardly. And but for thefe Mole 
He would himfelfe haue beene s Sould 
This bald, vnioynted Char of his ( 
Made me toanfwer haalbtart i I 
And Ske befecch sett bt let not chis aa 
on Ascefstion, 

Sasi Lowe,snd you high Maiefly. 

Blast, The ciecun(lance confidered, good my Lord, 
Whet eset Harry Persie then hed {aid, 
To fach a perfon, and in Such a place, 
Ac lucha time, with al] the refl ail, 


digib esa cares renfome (irsight 
His Beother-in-Lew, the toolith Aderrimen, 
edie 0 (i eny Gude) sth wlll betraid 

thofe, chet he did lesde 10 Fighs, 

pda phones Magitian, darmn’d Giredewers 

Whote dra ther (ae weheare)}che Basle of March 
ee Shall ows Coffers thea, 

emptied, to fedeeme s Traitor home ? 
Sates Treafon . and rity elect 


oft and forfeyted themfeloes. 


For § thail newer bold chat man my Friend, 
Whole congue fhall aske me for one peny cot 
Ma, Revched rnme? 

a, 


snhadal scbhstagh sted 
In changing hardiment with 
Three tives they breath’ d, —— ee 
Vpoe agreement, of (wift 
ay ek 


Who then affrighted wich 
Ren fear pihivo bey 
And hid his‘crifpe-hesd in the hallo beaks 
Blood-fained wich thefe Vallsoc Combecancs, 
Neeser did bafe end roreen Poli 
Colowe her working with fech deadly wounds 5 
alan Sohayanless bist 
Receiue fo meny, ead ell willing 
Thoin lin be fiedetwnb Reet. him 
Keg. Thow do’A bely him thon 
Hie tect: did encounter wich Glace: is 
Teell chee, he dusft as well hace met che diuell alone, 
As Owen Gieadower for an enemy. 
Art chow not sfham'd? Bat Sirrah, henceforth 
Lec me not hesre you {peake of Afertieer. 
Send me pblegniag apr tearty Siesta: 
Or you thell heare ia fuch a hinde 
My Lord Northumberiend, 
with your fonne, 


eS ee ee 
» fT dence aacevees: 
lle ecapry all chefe V: 
deere blood drpty tepid 


Bac f will li the downfall 4 


Ha. Be wall 
Glas una vias 
ieee 
Sing Wn rents 
L cosets hiss debe agliser tomas 
we -Lcseuiat blasoe bias: was be not procnien’ d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blopd 
Ne. itn the Proclemation, 
Aad chen it wae, 
Whole wr in vs God Snr an 


Lwse {condaliz'd,and foaly (poken ef, 








The Firft T art of K ing Henry the Forth. 


He, Buctoft I ptag you; did King Rechard then 
othe: Afertiner 
Heyre to the Crowne ? 

Ner He did, my felfe did heere st. 

Hoe. Nay cheo I connor blame his Coufin 
That with'd him on che barren Moantaines ftaru’ 
Buc thall sc be, chae you chac fer che Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgerfull man, 

And for his fake, wore the detefted blog 
Of murtherous fubornation? Shalit be, 
That you a world of curfes vndergoe, 
the Agents, or bale fecond meanes, 

the Ladder, of che Haagmen rather ? 
O pardon, if chat I defcend fo low, 
To thew the Line, and the Peedicament 
Wherein you range vader chis fubtill King. 
Shall it for (hame, be (poken in thefe dayes, 
Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come, 
Thee men of your Nobility sad Power, 
g¢ them both mm sn vniuil behalfe 
(As Both of you, God perdon it, have done) 
Topucdowne Richard, that (weet louely Role, 
And plant this Thorne, this Canker Babsegbreake ? 
Aad thall ic in move thame be further fpoken, 










Thofe Prifoners you , 

Het. Nay, | will; chac’e flas : 
He faid, he would not ranfome Afortaser » 
Forbad my tongue to {peake of Afertimer, 
But J will finde hira when he lyes allecpe, 
a in hus abst Ne bolls Prox pst 

ay, Ile heue 2 Searling tanghc co {peake 
Nothing buqderraner, end give it-him, 
To keepe his aoger [till ia motion, 

Wer, Heare you Coufin : a weed, 

Het, Ail fudies heere I folemnly defie, 
Seeehow to gall and this Bali ° 
And chat fame Sword aod Buckler Prince of Wales, 
Buc chee I chinke his Father loves him 
And would be glad be met wah fome mikcbence, 
I would beue poyfon'd bim wish s pot of Ale. 

ower, Farewell KinGiaan : Ile talke to you 
oe 

or. aWs wd i ; 

Are obey Deora this Womans 
Tyiag thine eare ta no tongue but thine owne ? 

Het.Why look you, I am whipt & f d wih rods, 
Netied, and Rung with Pifmares when Ibebe 
Of this vile Politicion Badengbrockg. 
Jo Richards time : What de'ye call che place? 
A plague vpon’e, it is in Gloutterfhire ; 
“Twas, where the Deke his Vacte kepr, 
Hie Voele Yorke, where } ficft bow'd my knee 
Vino chis King of Smiles, chis 2 



























And now I will vnclatpes Secret booke, 
conceyuing Difoonceme, 


As foil of perill and sdureaturous S 
Astoo’re-watke e Curtent, roaring loud 
On the enftedfeft fooring of a Spesre 


Send dang cs fromm the 
Se Honor croffe it from the North co South, 
And let them grapple : The blood more tlisres 
Torownze a Lyon,then co fisre a Hare. 

Nev. Imaginsrion of (ome grea exploit, 

the bounds of Patience. 

heauen, me chinkes it were an enfie leap, 
Toptucke bright Honor from the pale-fee'd Moone, 
botsome of che deepe, 
Where Fadome-line could never couch the 
drowned Honor by che Lockes : 
Sohe that doth sedeeme her thence, aight weare 
Without Co-riuall, all her Di 
But cut vponthes halfe-fac'd 

Wer. He apprehendsa Worldof F gureshese, 
Bot not the forme of what he thould atcend ; 
Good Coufin giue me audience for e-while, 


ot fake or (urlenenc: 


Wer. Tele forve i Scortes 


UI nos hame 3 Scot of chems 
if a Scot would faue his Soule, he thell aot, 






O, We Dwell ake foch Covzeners,Ged forgiue me, 
Good Vnele tell your tale, for I haue done. 

wer. Noy, if you baue not, cook sgalne, 
Wee'l ftsy your teyfure. 

Het. Vhave done infooth. 

sree. Thea once more to your Scoctith Prifegers. 
Deliver chem vp without theie ranfome fraighe, 
Aad mske the Dowglss fonne oaely means 
For powres in Scoetand : while for diuers reafoos 
witewtytegasess uren, be affur'd 
Will ea ranted my 
Your ia Scotland being thes imp! yd, 
Shall feccedy into the bofome creepe 
Se eee Fictes en Uses 


He. Of Yorke, ist not? 
His Brothers desch we Brit, he Lord Sera. 
a B 
1 (peakenet this in cftimation, 
sneleebeiryirebans gr bus whet I know 
Ie rusdasted,p 
pot aig ber did eek deere 
Of thas oc thac thell bring x on, 
Ha. I fmmell ks 
Vpon my life, it will do wondrous well, 
Ner. Before the game's a-foor, chow fill lech Bip. 
Hes. Why,lt cannct choolc but be a Nobdie plot, 



























‘To ioyne ° He. 
Wer. Ande they thall. 
Het. Jafeith ts ts exceedingly well aym'd. 
Her. Andis no lacie ccafon bids vs (peed, 
To fave cur heads, by rating of a Head : 
For, besre our fclucs as even 3s wecan, 
The King will alveayes thinke him in ows debe, 
And chinke,we chinke om felaes vafasished, 
Tul he hech found a timc to pay vs home, 
And fee slready, bow be doch beginne 
To and gaprud co his pa oflowe. 
Het, He does, he does; wee'l be reveng’d on him. 
wer, Cokie No further go in chis, 
Then I by Leteers fhall dire& your courfe 
When tine is ripe, which will be fodaialy: 
Tle tleale to Girndawer, a Meriiaur, 
Where you,snd jas 2nd our powres @ once, 
As! lana happily mecte, 
Te beare our fornmerin our owne Arong ermes, 
Which now we hold a: auch vncercainty, ° 
Ne. Farewell good 
Hee Vacie.sdieu : O let the houces be hort, 
Till feldsend blowes,end grones,spplaud ows (port-ene 


Shus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Eater a Carrer with a L. anveruc oc bis hand. 
3.Car Heigh-ho, ancbe nor foure by the day, [le be 


“4. Charies waine is over the oew Chimney, sad yet 
pas 


aot pecks. Whee Oftler? 
Of. Ancn.sncn. 
ta. I Tom, beste Cuts Saddle, pote few 


1.Car. Poore fellow newer ioy’d fince the price of oats 
tole, ic was the desth of um. 
a. Car, I thinke this is the mof villenous houte in al 
Loodoa rode fos Fleas: I am like s Teneh, 
ta. Likes Tench? There tene're a King in Chei- 
be bevtes bic, chen f have beene fince the 
fc Cocke. 


2.Car, Why, you will silow vs ne're a’ Tourden, and 
thea weleshe in your Chimney: and your Chamber-lye 
breeds Fleas lke a Loach. 

3.Car. Wha Ofiter,come away,end be hang d-come 


3-Car. 1 have aGanmen of Bacon, aad two rszes of 
be delrucred as fare as Charing. croffe. 

1.Car. The Tarkies in my Pannier ore quite Rarved. 
Whas Ofer? A plague on chee, halt chou never an eye tn 
thy bead ?Can'® aot > And were nots good a 
deedas drinke co break che pate ofthee,I ema very Vil- 
hime. Came and be hang’d,haft no farch in chee ? 

Easer Gads-bnG. 
Gat Good-morrow Carriers What'se clocke? 
Car (thinke st be cwo 3 clocke. 


Gad 1 psethee lend me chy Lanthorne co fee my Gel- * 


Brother, we thall thrive, (trwft . 


Gad. 1 prethcelend roe thine. 

3.Car. Lwrhen, confi tell? Lend mee chy Lanthome 
(4woth.2) marry Ile fee chee hang’d firft. 

Gad. Swvera Carrier : Whesaime do you mean to come 
to London? 


werrant thee. ae 


the Gemlemen, they wilJalong with company 
hewe great charge. : 


Emer Chauberleine. 


Gad. What ho, Chamberiaine 2? 

Chem. Av hand qaoth Pick-purfe. 

Gad. That's even 2s faire,as ac hand quoch the Chan 
berlames For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur- 
fes, then sine Sredien, Gok hom labownsg Thou 
lay ®t che ploe, how, 

Cbem. Good morrow Malter Gads- Holl, it holds cure 
tarit chet I told yoo yeecie There's a Fronklin ia che 
wilde of Kens, hath brougte theee hundred Mackes wah 
bum in Gold: I heard hien sel] it to one of his loft 
Gighs as Supper ; a kinde of adaca. cas (ha bts aban: 
dance of charge too (God knowes what) they srevp ale 
Ste eee They will away 

cere . 
: Gad. Sisrs, ifchey aneete not with $.Nicholas Clasks, 
Ne gine theechss aecke. 

al No, Lie none of it : I prythee keep chac for che 
Hang asa, for I know thou worthipft $.Nochules as tcu- 
ly 26 8 guan of felthood mey. 

Gad. Whar talkeft thew to me of the Hangman? If 1 

Ne make a fet payre of Gallowes. For, If [hang, 
old Sir fobs hangs wuhanee, and thou know’? bee's no 
Starueling. Tut, there ate other T thet } dreem¥ 
not of, the which (for fport (ake) ese content to doe the 
Hibeiperi std. dnd lee stare rbagakrade- preety 
bock’d into) for ches owne Credit foke, make all Who-e. 
i am ioyned with no Poor-lend-Rekers, 20 Long-faffe 
fiz ftrikers, none of thefe msd Muftachio-purpie- 
hu’d Maltwormes, bet with Nobilicy, sod Tr anquulitie; 
Bou gomaflers, and great Oneyers, {uch as can helde to, 
fach as will finke foones chen {peake ; end (peake foouer 
then drinke, and drinke fooner then prey: and yer I lye, 
for they prey contionslly wnéo chels Saint the Comnron- 
wealth ; or sather, nox co prey to her, but prey on herrfor 
they ride vp & downe on her,and make hur thest Booss. 

Chan. What ,the Commonwealth cheis Boorese Will 
the hold out water in foule way? : 

Gad. She witl,the will; luftice eth liquor'd her. We 
Reale asin a Caftie,cockfure : we hawe che receis of Femn- 
feede,we walke :aurfible. 

(ham. Nay, 1 chinke cather, you sre more beholding 
on Night, thea to the Fernfted, for yous walking w- 

: le. 

Ged, Gine me thy hand 
Thou finale haue 3 hare in ovr perpole 
Ast ams true man. 

Chas. Nay, cacher let mee hawe is, as you ere 2 fal 
Theefe. 

Ged. Goetoo: Homes s common name to sil men. 
Bid the Offer bring the Gelding out of tbe ftable. Fare- 
well, ye muddy K asec. Exvest, 

es Somes 

















































Scana Secunda. 





Eneer Prince Peynes cad Pree. 

Poines Come theiter,thelter, !haue removed Faifafs 
Horfe,and he frets like 2 gumn‘d Veluet. 

Prin. Strand clof?. 

Enter Poff of, 

Fal. Poines,Pemes, and be "d Poines. 

Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney'd Rafcall, whee a brawling 
doft chou keepe 

Bas, What Pomes. Hal? 

Prsa, Heis walk'd vp to the top of che hill, Ile go feck 
hum, 

Fal, 1 sm securfi to rob in chat Theefe company: that 
Rafcali hack remoued ip bon ong Tknew nor 
where. 17! trevelfour foot by che (quire further a 
feore, I thall breake my winde. Well, I doubt nor ber 
to dye a faire death for all thus, sf] (cope hangmng for kil- 
ling chat Rogue, Iheuce forfworne his company howrely 
any tine this two and twenty yeare, & yet | am bewitche 
with the Rogues company, If the Rafcall have nox given 
me medicines to make me love him, Me behang'd;i¢ could 
not be effe: 1} haue drunke Medicinet, Pores, Hal, 0 
Plague vpon you both. Bardelph, Pete: Me Raruc’ece | 
rob a foore furcher. And ‘twere net as good s deede ato 
drinke, to curne Tree-men, and to leaue chefe Ropues, } 
sm the veriet Variet that ever chewed with e Tooth 
Eight yards of vnewen ground, ts threefcore & ten miles 
afoot with me : and the llony-hearted Villaines knowe it 
well enough. A plague vpon’e, when Theeves cannot be 
crue oneco another. eephadtid 
Whew : 2 plague lighe ow all. Gine my Horfe 
Rogues : give me my Horfe.and be hesga is 

Prin. Peace ye fat gocres, hye downe, lay thine care 
clofetothe ground, snd lift if chow can beace the tread of 
Trauetlers. 

Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me vp again being 
downe? Ie not beare mine owne fle(h fo far afoot again, 
for all she coine in chy Fathers Exchequer Whac a plague 
meane yeto cole me thus? 

Pree. Thou ly fi.chou art nor colced, thou ort vaceleed. 

Fal. ib prethee good Prince Hal,help re tomy horle, 
good Kongs fonne. 

Prin, Out yeuR . hall 1 be your Ofticr ? 

Fal. Go hang thy felfe mm chine owae heire-apparsat- 
Garters: If Ibe tame, He peach forthis: andl) have nor 
Ballads made on all, and (ung to Althy cunes, ler a Cup of 
Sacke be my poyfon: when a ieft it fo forward, Ot a feore 
too, | hate ix 


Enter Cade. hill 


Gad Stand. 

Fal. Sol do againh my will. 

Poin. O'chs ovr Setter, know his voyce ° 
Bardelfe, what newes? 

‘Bar. Cafe ye.cafe ye on wich your Vizacds, there's 
raony of the Kings comming downe che hill, ‘crs going 
tothe wet Exchequer. ‘ie 

Fal. You he you rogue, tit going to the Tauern. 

Gad, Theres caoceh to mabcit alt. e 
Fa. Tobe hang'd 
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Prin, Youfourc {hail front them in the astrow Lare: 


Ned 2nd 1, wit! waike lower; fchey (cape from your en. 
counter, then they light on vs, 














Pete, But how many be of chem ? 

Ged, Same eight or ter, 

Fal, Willchey nox cob vs? 

Pring What.a Coward Sir John Paunch? 

Fal. Indeed t am not Lon of Gaurt you Graadfauher: 
but yetoo Coward, Hal 

Prem, Wee'llesve that to the proofe. 

Poin. Sutra Jacke, chy horfe Rands behinds the hedg, 
when chen need’ft hic, there chow (halt finde him, Farce 
well,and fiend faft. 

Fel, Now cannot | firike him, if ( Thoald be hang’d. 
Pran. Ned, where are our difpuifes ? 

Poin, Heere hard by : Stand clofe. 

Fal. Now my Mafters, happy mon behis dole, fay 1: 
every msn co his bufineffe. 


Eater Tramelevs, 
Tra Come Neighbor: the boy thal leade our Horfcs 
downe the hill : Wee'l walke a-feot s whsle,aad cale cur 


ee Stay. 


Tra, elu bleffe vs, 

Fal. Stake: down with them, cut che villains throatey 
a whorfon Caterpillars . Bacon-fed Knaues, ubey hase vs 
youth ; downe with them, ficece them, 

Tra, O,we ate endone,both we and ours for cuer. 

Fal. Hong ye gotbellied knaues,are you vndone? No 
yeFue Cheffes, I would your fore were heere, On Ba- 
cons on, what yeknaues? Yong men muft Ine, you ee 
Grand lasers,areye 2 Wee'liure ye sfanh, 

Heeve they rab them,avd them Eater che 
Preece and Panes 

Prin, The Thecues hane Bound the Trec-muen: Naw 
could thou and [ rob the Theeues,and gomeniy to Lon. 
don ,1t would be argument for a Weeke, Cougines for a 
Moneth, and 2 good ieft foc euer 

Pegnes. Stand clole, | heare chem comming, 


Enver Theenes aga, 

Fal. Come my Matters, ler vs (hare,end then rohorife 
before day : snd the Peinceand Paynes bee not two a:- 
rand Cowsrds, there's no equity firring. There's no moc 
valour in chat Poynes,than in a wilde Decke. 

Pro, Your moncy. 

Pon. Villaines 
of: hey are fearing she Prince and Poynes for open ther ., 

They al ran away leaning the booty bebsnd them. 

Prace, Got with much eafe. Now merrily to Hort... 
The Theewes are (cactred,and poficR wath feae fo Rrong- 
ly, chat they dare nor mect each other : cach cakes his fe) - 
low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falfaffe {weates to 
deach,and Lar ds che leane carth os be watkes slong -wes't 
























aot for! thould pissy him. 
Pon. How the Rogue rons'd, Excust, 
Scena T ertia. 
Sater oe Letter 












He could be concencad : Why is he not then/in refpecs of 
the lowe he besres our honfe. He (hewes in this,he loves 
his owne Barne better then he lowss our houk. Let me 


fee fome more. The peroef jos wadertahe is 
Why chaz's certaine :"Tis dangerous to cake pele 
fleepe, to drinke : buc | cell you (ary Lord foote) ous of 
thes Netcle, Danger; we plucke shis Flower, Safety. The 
purpefe yen wadersake 14 ’ pol deeper psig 
ard vacertame, the Time it felfe vaferted, your whole 
Plies too for che counterpeive of fo great an Oppoferen. 
Say ©, fay you fo : | fey vnco you againe, you eres 
natlow co@ardly Hinde,and you Lye. Whar a lackee 
beasmessthis? 3 proce, our plos ts 25 good a plor as ever 
was Lafd ; ou Friend trae end conflant : A good Plone, 
good Friends. and full of expeftmion: An excellent plot, 
wery good Friends. Whac s Frofty-fprriced rogue is this? 
Why, my Lord of Yorke consmends the plot, and the 
all coucfe of the ation. By chis hand, if [ were now 
2 chis Rafcall,! could biraine him with his Ladies Fao. 
Is chete not my Fasher, my Vickie, and my Selfe, Lord 
Edeamd Mortimer, my Lord of Yorke and Owen Glendear? 
Is cheve not befides. the Dewg/as ? Have [ not all their let- 
tets. Gomenteme in Armes by the ainth of thy next Mo- 
pech ? and are chey nar ome of chem fet forward sleeedy? 
Whac a Pagen Rafcall is this? An Infidel. Ha, you theil 
fee now in very Gncerity of Feare and Cotd heart, will he 
to the mgs sod open all our proceedings. O,! could 
hheade ‘“ poco bice  moveg roche 
of Milk with fo honourable an Afton, Hang him, 
See hiem tell che King we are prepared. J will (ct forwards 


ronigh. 
Eater bis Lady. 


How now Keee,} avuli leaue yee within thefe cwoheers. 
La. O my good Lord, why areyou thes slone ? 
Fos what offence have 1 this fore bin 
A banith’d woman from my Harries bed se 
Teli rme (Sweet Lord) whac is't chat cakes from thee 
Thy Romacke,plesfure and thy golden fleepe ? 
ed dof thes bend thine eyes the earth ? 
Rect fo often when chow firt’f alone? 
by des iy —cibe ce nar ru lareseas > 
sasen may Treafures tigtts of thee, 
To Assy "doling, sad coh ri holly 
in my fasaceflepbers, i by chee have waicht, 
And heard thee murmore tales of Iron Worres ; 


eplepabr carey pire thy bounding Steed, 

courage to the field. And thowbaft calh’d 
Sallies, sad Retires; Trenches, Tems, 

Of Palizedoes, Frontiers ,Pacapets, 

Of Bafilsskes, ef Canon, Culoetin, ° 

Of Proners canfome, and of Souldiers (laine, 

And all che current of aheaddy 

Thy Gisis wichinthec hach beene fo x Warre, 

And thas heth fo beftins’d thes in thy fleepe, 

Thas beds of fwease hath flood thy Brow, 

Like bubbles ina lace-difturbed Stseame ; 

Aad ia chy face (range motions haue appesr'd, 

Sach as we fee when men seftraine their breach 

Oa forme grest fodeine hall, O whaz ase thefe? 

Some hesore bufineffe hach my Lord in hand, 

Aad 1 maf know 2 : elfe he lowes me not. 
Het, Whache ; |s Giliems with the Packer gone ? 
Ser. Heis my Lord,an houre agone. 
He Hach Bes ler beougin thofe heries fro che Sheriffe? 
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Ser. One horfe, my Lord,he broughe even now, 
Het, Wha Horle? A Roene,s crop care, is itnot, 
Ser. Itismy Lord. 

He. Tha thal peng Eons: Wel, I will 
becke himAraight. Efereuce, bid Barker lead him forth 
isco the Parke. 

Le. But heare you,my Lord. 

Het, What fey’ thou my Lady? 

La. What isi carries you away ? 

Mee. Why,my herfo(my Lowe)my horfe. 

La, Out youmed-headed Ape, 3 Weszell hach noc 
fech 2 deale of Spleens, as you srerof with. In footh Ile 
haow your bufinoffe Herry, thas Iwill. 3 feare my Bro- 
ther Afortiaser doth flirresbour his Ticle, and hath fene 
for you 0 line his encesprize. But if you 

Het, So facre a foot, i thall be weary, Loue, 

La. Come,come,you Peraquito, enfwer mediredtly 
wnto this queftion. that I (hall aske. Indeede Ile breake 
thy little finger Harry,if chow wil not cel me crue. 

Hee. Away away you triftes: Lowe, I loue chee nor, 
I eare not for thee Kere : this 1s no world 
To play with Mammets.sndtocils with lips. 

We muft have bloodieNofes,and crack'd Crownes, 
And paffe them currant too. Gods me,my horfe. 
What ig thou Xasetwhec wold'@ thos have with me? 

La. Do ye not lowe me? Do ye not indeed ? 
Well, donor shen. For fince you love me net 
L.will not love my {clfe.. Do you not Couc me? 
Nay, tell me if thou fpeak’At inet or no. 

He, Come, wilt chou fee me ride? 

And when I am a horfebacke, | will fweare 
Lloue thee infinitely. But heerke you Kate, 
3 cnet noc have you henceforth queftion me, 
Whether J go : nor reafon whereabour. 
Whether I mult, | oud: andco conclede, 
This Buening mutt { leave thee gentle Kate. 
Ihnow you wife, but yet no further wife 
Then Flarry Percees wife. Confiant you ete, 
But yet a women : and for fecrecie, 

No Lsdy clofer. For | will beleewe 

Those wilt not veter whet choudo'ft aot know, 
And fe Carre wile 1 crult thee,pentle Kate. 

la. How fo farre ? 

Het. Notsnined further. Buchacke you Kate, 
Whicher I go, thither fhall you go too: 

To day will 1 fes forth, co marrow you. 
Will chis concent you Kase? 
La. It aah of force. 


Scena Quarta. 


Eater Prince and Powes. 

Prin. Ned,prethee come out of chat fet roome,& lend 
me thy hand co laugh alice. 

Ponce, Where haf bene Had? 

Prin. With chree of foure Logger-hesds, 2 A 3. 
ot fourefcore Hogthesds. I hsue founded the verie bale 
Ariag of homility. Sirra,! aw wosn brother to s leath of 
Deawers and can call them by theic nemes,ss Tow Dicke, 
and Fravcss errs it already vpon their confidence, 
that though J be but Prince of Wales, yet | am the King 
&fCarteflezelling me Hatly I an no proud back like Fat. 

Jans s Conectdanss lad of mettle, 2 good boy, snd 

Lam King of Engiand,! thall command al the guod 

Leddesin Esft-cheape. They cali drinking deepe, dy- 

ing Scariet ; end when you breath in yout watering, pas 
© 3 


Cuanate 
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hem,and bid it off. To conclude, lem 
rasa s soa pti of an houre, that I cen 


drinke with any Tinker in his owne Lan coring my 
life. Icell chee Nad,hou Sah lal reech Roser, chet 
wert not with me in this aftion : buc (weet Nad,to fwree- 
ten which name of Ned,I give thee this peniworth of Se- 
Gat, leapt even now into my hand by an wnder Skinker, 
one that neuer fpake other Englith in his hfe, chen Eighe 
Poillngs and fix proce, 20d, Tes are welcome : with this nil 
addition, e4sew,e-Sumn fr, Scorea Pent of Baftard in the 
Halfe Meene 01 fo. Buc Ned, to drvee away tiene till Fal. 
Safe come, | prythee doe thow Rand in “fome by-roome, 

ile 3 queftion my puny Drawer, co what end hee gave 
me the Sugar, and do neuer leaue calling Francés, that his 
Talé so me may be nothing bet, Anon ; flep abide, and Le 
fheve thee a Prefident. 


Potnes. France. 

Prin, Thou art perfeR. 

Pove, Frances. ? 

Buter Drawer. 

Fras, Avon,anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar- 
net, Ralfe, 

Priace, Come hither Francis. 

Fras. My Lord. 


Tria. How long taf thou to ferec, Francie? 

Fran. Forfooth five yeares and as much 33 toe 

Pow, Francis. 

Fran. Anon,snon fir. cae 

Pra. Fine yeares a eafe for the clin- 
king of Pearer. Bur Franciesboreh thow be fo valiant, as 
to play the coward with thy Indentere, & thew is a faire 
peice of heeles,end ron frore «? 

Fran, OLord fic, lle be fworse vpon afl che Books in 
England,! could finde in my beset. 

Pain. Francis. 

Fras, Anon,snes fir. 

Priv. How old srt thou, Frances ? 

Frea. Let me fee, about Michacimes next I fhalbe.~ 

Poo. Frances. 

Fran. Anon (rx pray you ftay alitde.my Lord. 

Pria. Nay bucharke you Francis, forthe Sogae thos 
gsuett me, was a penyworth, wast not ? 

Fran, O Lord fir, 1 would ie had bene two. 

Prin Twill give chee for 1¢ 3 thoufsad pound: Aske 
me when chou wilz,and thow thal: have ie. 

Pew Francis. 

Fran, Anon,anon. 

Prin, Anoa Francis? No Francis, bot to morrow Fren- 
cis : of Francis,on chur(dey:oc indeed Francis when thoo 
veile. But Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

Pre. Wilcchoarod chis Lestherne Ierkio, Chriftall 
batcon, Not-pared, Agat nng, Puke flocking, Caddice 
garter, Smooth tongue, Spanith pouch, 

Fran. O Lord tir,who do you mesne? 

Pra. Why then your browne Baftard is your onely 
‘rinke : for looke you Fraacis your whice Conuss doub- 
ct will fulley. In Barbary fiz, cannot come to fo mech 

Fras, What firt 

Poin, Feancis. =. 

Prin. Away you Rogue,doft chou heare them coll ? 

Hoere they bork call bie, the Dremer hand: amazed, 
oat kuawing which way to 40. 


Ester Uimtuer. 
Vier, Whas,staad’ft thou ftill and be2:6 {ech s cal 


i 
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7Leoke co the Guefts within: olde Sir 
ea witli denen mereare oth Coe: Gel 


‘ Pris. Let them alone ewhile, end then open the deere. 
otees , 


Ester Poinss. 
pom Sere Fethafeexd ha reft of de Theenes,pr 
Pria. Sirra, 
the doore,fhall we be ) " 
Peis, ‘hs werrie as Crickets ony Lad. Buthork yee, 
What cunning match hove you made with this iest ef the 
Drawer? Come, whet’s che fie ? 


Pria.] om now of all hase fhewed cher. 
felues humors, fince the eld of Ades, to 
Woe ee 

$a 


Free. Anon,snco fr. 

Prin, That enct this Fellow fhould hese fewer words 
chen a Parret, and yet the fonae of s Wom-n. His indu- 
pet te vp-ftaizes and down-faires, his 

of a rec past Mallets ois os 


fpurre of the 
Tosca of Scone eb Wecsk fal, thes hee heads soc Giek 


































calli tle play Perey, 
alloy Dee lei wife 


wn Ribs,call in Tallow. 


Eater Faifiche. 


Pein Welcome lacke, where haf chou beene? 

Fal. A plague of all Cowsrde I (oy nend a Vengesace 
too, marry and Amen. Glue me a cup of Secke Boy. Ese 
I leade chis life long, Ile fowe necher Rockes, and incod 
thenitoo. A plague ofall cowards, Giee me sCap of 
Sacke, Rogue. Is thereno Vertue extent? 

Pree. Did ft chou never fee Tixan kiffe a dith of Barrer, 
piccslull hearted Tiren chet meked ar che fweese Tale of 
the Sunoe? Sf chou didft.then behold chac 

Fal. You Rogae, heere's Lime in this Sacke toosthere 
ia cone but Roguery co be found ia Villanoes eayyce 
e Coward is worfe chen a Cup of Sack with ime. A vil- 
‘lanous Coward, go thy wayes old Iacke, die when chou 
wilt,if«.anhood good manbood be not forgot vpon the 
face of che earth chen am] a fhoreen Herring : there lies 
not three good men ynheng'’d in England, & one of them 
is fat,and growes old,God the while,s bed we-ld | 
fay. 1 would 3 were a Weauer,| could fing all mann r< ' 
fougs. A plague of all Cowards,I fay Aull. 

Pren. How now Woollack ,whas moter you? 

Fal. A Kings Sonne: If} do not beate thee out of dy.’ 
Kingdome wich 2 dagger of Lath, and drive all chy Sub - 
\e843 afore thee like e locke of Wi eefe, Mencec: 


Fal. Areyou not a Coward? Antwes me to that, 20d 
Poines there? 


fiab chee. 

Pal. \ call chee Coward ? Ie ee chee damna'd ere J cal! 
the Cowerd: bus I would giees thoefsnd Reouk, 
tun as falt asthoucaaft. Youare b int the 


‘porters, von cere nat who (eer your : 
tase 
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thas of your Giends? 2 fech bac- 
king: give me fos dn ot es oe, Gomes 
of Sock, I ams 4 I deunke co day. 
Prince. O , thy Lippes are wip'd, fince 
Falf. All's one for chat. Be drinkgs. 
A plague of all Cowerds fisll.fey 1, 
What's the master? 


Falf. What's ce matter? bere be fourc of vs, beee 
ta‘ne a thoufand pound chis Morning, 

Prince. Where is ic feck? where isk ? 

Faif. Wheceis ic ? coken from vs, ic is: o hundred 
vpon poore foase of vs. 

Priace. What, hundred, aan ? 

Falk. 1 oma Rogec,if I were not at halfe Sword wich 
adozen of them two heeres together. Ihave (coped by 
miracle. I em eight times chraft through the Dosbiet, 
foure cheough the Hofe, ary Backler cut ¢ h and 

Sword hackt likes Hend-fow, ecee fgeom. 

eran sr ey iat gt er abr aT 
plague Cowards: let peske; if ke 
are ede cen ry we ils rd oes 


Gad. Aa we were thacing fome fixe of feuen freth men 
v8. 


vpon 
Fal. And vobound the reft, end then come fa che 


Prince. What with chem all ? 

Fal. AN? 1 know noc whet yee call all: bus if I 
fought nec with fiftie of them, I ama bunch of Rodifh ; 
if were not cwo or three and fiftie vpon poore elds 
lack, then am I no cwo-legg'd Crestere. 

Pets, Pray Heaven, you hewe noe masthered fome of 


FaiZ. Nay, that’s paft preying for, I haue pepper'd 
ewo of thems Two l sm fure j hove , two Rogues 
a Buckrom Sutes. I ccll chee what, Hai, if I tell chee s 
Lye.fpic in my face,call me Horfe: chou knoweft my olde 
word: bere I lay,and thas I bore my point; foure Rogues 
in Bockrom bet drive at me. 


Falff. Thefe foure came'‘all s-fronz,and meinely chruft 
ec me; J made no more sdoe, but tooke sll their feaen 
poses in my Tergect,chus. 

eagle why chere were bat foere,even now. 

On, é 


Fo§t. Io Becks 

Pasa, foure,in Buckroas Sates. 

Foift, Seaen,by thefe Hilesyor | ave Villaine elfe. 

Pros. Preshee let hin slone,we thal! haue more anon. 
? 


ast, 
Falf. Dee fo, for iz te worth the Liftningteo: thefe 
oine in Beckrom,thet I cold thee of. 
Pra. So,:wo more alreadic. 
Faif. Their Points broken. 
Poem. Downe feilhis Hole, 
Fal. Began co giue me ground s but I followed me 


Falf. Bur as the Devill would haue it, three mif-be- 
ten Kneves,ia Kendall Greene, come at my Back, and 
drivc at me; tor ie was fo daske Hel,cha could’ 


not fee thy Hand. 

Pras. Thele Lyes sre like che Fasher that begets them, 

prose as 2 Mountaiac,opeo,pstpable. Why chou Clay- 
rayn‘d Gurs,thou Knorty-pased Foole,thou Hoslon 
fcene greafie Tallove Catch. 

Felt. What,are thou mad? art chou med ? is nos the 
trath,the croth ? , 

Prin, Why, how could‘ thou koow thefe men in 
Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou coald’ft nes 
fee el Hand ¢ Come,tell vs your reafonrwhas fay'ft thou 
tochis? 

Pom, Come,yous reafon lack, your reafon, 

Eal?. What,vpon compalfion ? Not were I ot the 
Stzappado, or all che Racks in the World, I weuld not 
tell you on compulfion: Give you a resfon on compulft- 
on? It Resfons were as plemic as Black-besries,] would 
give so mana Reafon vpoa compulfion, |. 

Prim. Me be no longer guilcie of chis hone. This fan- 
vine Cowsrd,this Bed-preffer.this Hosf-back-breaker, 


is huge Hill of Fleth. ee ae 

Falf. A Scarueling, skin, you deied: 
Neats congue, Silerp fell, BT nocke.6th:0 for brech 
eoveter, Whacis lke thee? Yeu Tailors yard,you fheath 
you Bow-cafe,you vile ftanding tucke. 

Prin. Well, breath a-while,and chen tnt apaine : ond 
when thos haft tys'dtby felfe in bafe comparifoas, heere 
me fpeake ba cbus. 

Poin. Maske lacke, 

Pen, We wo,faw you foure fet on foure and bound 
chem,sod were Mafters of their Wealth : mask now tow 
8 plaine Tele thall put you downe. Then did we two, fer 
on you foure,and witha word, oetfac'd you from your 
prize,and heueit : yes,20d cen fhew it youin the Houle. 
And Falfaffe,you caned your Gots away as nimbly,with 
83 quicke itie,and rosred for mercy, snd fill ranne 

toat’d, 2s cues Iheard Bull-Calfe. What a Slaueare 
chou, to hacke chy {word 2s chow haft dont, and then fay 
it was in fight, What wick? whac device ? whas Rening 
hole cant chou now fiad out,to hide thee from this open 
and eppsrant fhame? 

Pones. Come, ler’sbeare Iecke s What tricke ‘haft 
thou now? 

Fal. (knew ye as weil ss he thae made heare 

my Mafters, vgs ic tor we to kill the Helre appararte? 
Should I curne vpon the true Prince? Why,thou knoweft 
Jan 0s valiant as Hercules : but beware InttinG, the Lioo 
will not couch she true Prince : Inflinch iss great matcer. 
1 wes 3 Coward on Inftin@: 1 thall chinke the better of 
any felfe, and thee, during my life: 1, fora valiant Lien, 
and chou for a true Prince, But Lads, I am glad you hase 
the Mony. Hofteffe,clap 20 she doores: warch to nighie. 

to morrow. Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Harts of Gold, 
ail che good Tides of Fcllowthip cometoyow. What, 
thall we be merry? thall we have a Pisy extempory. 

Prin, Conzenz end the argument (hall be, thy cuniag 


awsy. 
Fa. Anomore of that Halland thoa boueit me. 
Ext Hef cfc. 
Hoff. My Lord, che Prince? 
Prin. 
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Prin How now my Lady the Hofteffe, wher fay'ft 
thou to me? 

Hefteffe. Marry ,my Lord, there is a Noble man of the 
Coure at doore would (peake with you: hee fayes,hee 
comes from your Father. 

Pra, Giue himas much ss will meke him » Royall 
man,and fend him backe againe tomy Mother. 

Falf. What manner of man is hee? 

Hoffefe. Anold man. 

Falft.W hat doth Gravitie out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall 1 giac him his anfwere ? 

Pron. Peethee doc /acks. 

Falf. Faith,and Ile fend him pecking. Exe. 

Primce, Now Sirs: you fought faire; fo did you 
Pete, (0 did you Bardel: youare Lyonscoo, you raane 
away vpon infin : you will not couch che crue Prince; 
no, he. 

Berd. Faith,! ranne when I faw ochers runne. 

Prin, Tell mee now in earneft, how came Falfaffes 
Sword so hecke ¢ 

Pete, Why,he hacks it with his Dagger, and fald,hee 
would {wesre truth out of Englend, but hee would make 
you dae it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs co doe 
the like, 

Burd Yes,and co tickle our Nofes with Spear-graffe, 
to make them bleed, and then to beflubber our garmems 
with ic, and fweare it was the blood of cruemen, J did 
that] did not chis feuen yeeres before, 1 blufhe to heare 
his monftrous devices. 

Prin. O Villaine, chou ftoleft a Cup of Secke eigh- 
teene yceres agoe, and wert caken witt. the manner, and 
euer fince thou haft blufht extempore: thou hadft fire 
and (word on thy fide,and yer chou ranftaway ; what 
inflingt hadf thou for it ? 

Bard. My Lord, doe you fee thefe Meteors ? doc yoo 
behold thefe Exhslations > 

Prin, Udoe. 

Bard, What thinke you they portend ? 

Pron. Hort Livers,and cold Purfes. 

Bard, Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken, 

Pra No, if nghtly taken, Haleer, 


Esser Fabftaffe 


Heere cores leane facke, heere comes bare-bone. How 
now ray (weet Creacure of Bombaft, how long 1s'c agoe, 
lacks fince thgu faw'ft thine ownc Knee é 

Falft. My ovene Knee ? When] was about thy yceres 
(Hel) } was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafic, J could 
have crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring: 2 pl ve 
of fighing and griefe, it blowes a man vp like 3 B : 
There's villanous Newes abroad: heere was Sir lobe 
Braby from your Father ; you muff goc to the Court in 
the Morning, The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
and hee of Wales, that gouc e-fmaaven the Baftinado, 
and made Lucifer Cuckold, and (wore che Deus! his true 
Liege-man vpon the Croffe of a Welch-hooke ; what a 
pleguecall you him? 

Pose. O, Ghendewer. 

Fal), Owen, Owen; che fame, and his Sonne in Law 
Morriner, and old Nerthomberiand, and the (prightly 
Scot of Scots, Dewgias, that runnes a Horfe-backe vp a 
Hall perpendicular. 

Prie, Hee that rides at high {peede,and with a Piftoll 
kills a Sparrow fying. 

Fall. You have hits 
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Prin, So did he neues the Sparrow. 

Fai. Well,ches Rafcall hath good’mertal! in tum, 
hee wii! not sunne, 

Prox. Why what 3 Rafcall art chou then,to prsyfehim 
fo for running ? 

Fal. A Horfe-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a fe ot hee will 
not budge a foor. 

Pre. Yes Lacks ,wpon infin. 

Fal I grant ye,vpon inftin€: Well hee 1s there t00, 
and one (Aferdeke, and 2 thouland blew- more, 
Wereefter is Rolne away by Night: thy Fathers Beard is 
turn’d white with the Newes ; you may buy Land now 
as cheape as ftinking Mackrell. 

Pree Then ‘as like, if there come a hor Sunne,and thy 
ciuill buffeting hold, wee thall buy Maiden-heads as 
they buy Hob-nayles by the Hundreds, 

Falf', By the Maffe Lad,thou fay’ft crue, it is like wee 
fhall have good trading chat way, Bur tell me Aad, art 
nat thou horrible afear'd? thou being Heire spparant, 
could the World picke thee out three fuch Enemyes » 
grine as chac Fiend Dowglar, thac Spirit Percy, and the 
Deuill Glemdewer? Art not thou horrible afraid? Doth 
not thy blood thrill a¢ it? 

Pren. Notawhit: I lacke fome of chy infin, 

Faif. Well,thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow, 
when thou comme co thy Father: if thou doc lout me, 
pradctfe an anfwere. 

Prin. Doethou Nand for my Father,and examine mer 
vpon the particulars of my Life. 

Faif. Shall 1? content: This Chayre thall bee my 
Scare, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cufhron my 
Crowne. 

Prin. Thy Scate is taken for a loyn'd-Stoole,thy Gol- 
den Scepter fora Leaden Degger, and thy precious rich 
Crowne, for a pittifull bald Crowne, 

Falft. Well,and the fire of Grace be not quite ont of 
thee now fhale thouwbe moued. Give me a Cup of Sacke 
to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be shought I 
have wept for | maft {peake in petfion, and [ will doe it 
in King Canvby/es vaine. 

Prin, Well,heere ismy Legge. 

Falft. And heere is my fpeech: Mand aide Nobilide, 

Mefefe, This is excellent [port,yfanth. 

Fal. Weepe nos, fwcet Queene, for trickling tearcs 
ate vaine, 

Hoftefe. O che Father, how hee holdes his counece 
nance? 

Falft.For Gods fake Lords,conuey my truftfull Queen, 
For ceares doe (top the Rowd-gares of her eyes. 

Heffeffe. O rare,he doth ic as like one of thefe harlotry 
Players,at ener I fee, 

Ralf. Peace good Pint.pot,peace good Tickle-braine, 
Harv, 1 doe not onely marwell where thoo ark thy 
time ; buc alfo, how chou art accompeni¢d : thosgh 
the Camomile,the morc it Is croden,the fatter it growes; 
yet Youth, the more itis wafted, the fooner i weeres. 
Thou art my Sonne: [ have parcly chy Mochcrs Word, 
portly my Opinion ; bet chiefely,a villanous tricke of 
thine Eye,and a foolath henging of thy nether Lippe,that 
doth warrant me. If then c Sonne to mex, hecre 
lyeth che point: why, being Sonne tome, art thou fo 

ynted at ¢ Shall che bleffed Soane of Heaven prove s 

icher, and cate Block-berryes? a noc to bee 
aske. Shall che Sonne of England prowe a Theefe, wad 
take Purfes ? aqueftionco be ashe, There is 8 thing, 
Harry, which thou halt often heard of and it is knowne to 

man 








oacly, but iv Woes alfo: snd yer 
‘ce wavciiibed aa ohoe I heue often noted in thy 
companie,but | know noe his Name. 

Pee What maooer ef man, snd it like your Ms- 
se 

Faf. A y porcly man ytath, and acorpulenc, 
of 2 chew tobe pesfog Eye, sada molt noble 

iage, andas I chinke,his age [omc fiftie, or( ) 
inclining to theeefcore 3 end sbhaippannal re beh 
Name is Felffeffe : if 'thac men thould'be lewdly given, 
hee decetwes met ; for Harry, I fee Vette iahis Lookes. 
- abe = be knowne rd the Priic,as the Fruic 
by the Tree.chen peremptory | (peake ic chere is Vereue 
im cheat Falfeffe : bie keepe veh, the teft banisth. And 
eel] eacc now, thou naeghtie V asie:, cell mee, where hail 
thou beene chis moneth ¢ 

Prin. Do ficheu fpeake like a King? doe chou fland 
for ence, and le pisy my Father. 

P Bt. me1 u thow daft « hale fo crauely,fo 
savtefiically in word and matter hang me vp by the 
hecies for s Rabber-ackes org Pockets 

Prin, Well heere fam fic. 

Saif. Aod deere | fand : indge my Mefters. 

Pra. Now Hay, wheace come you? 

Pat. thy Noble Lord, from Estt.cheape. 

Pre. The ims I heare of chee are grievous. 

Pao, Viaith, my Lord, they are fale: Nay, le uckle 
ye fora young Prince. 

Pra. Sees choo, vagretious Boy ? henceforth 
ac'se lvoke on me: thow est violemly carryed away fom 
Gac — a ssoyah rr paper lheneffe of a 
tet old 3 sTunne an te WwW 
do’ft thou converie with thac Traake ot Hower: he 
Bowking-Harch of Besfneffe, that (wolnac Parcel! of 
Drophes,tisat huge Bombard of Sacke,chat thuft Closhe- 
begge of Gurs, thas rofted ing Tree Onc with the 
Pudding in bis Belly, tase reverend Vice, chat grey Ini- 
quizic, chat Faches an, thag Vanitie in yeeres? where - 
wnis Be good, bet to tafte Secke, and 
aeat 2nd cleanly but co caruea Capon,and eat st? where- 
ia Cunmng, but in Crate? wherein Craftie, buc in Villee 
aie ? whercia Villanous,but mn sll chings 2? wherein wose 

oat in nothing 
a I wouldyoer Grace would take me with you: 


Fallt. Bur co fay, Lknow moe harme in him chen ia 
my (elfe,wese co fay more then Lknbwi That hee 1s olde 
Sedrombhond gee ) his whice hayres doe wimefie it: , 


tha hee is (fauing reverence) a Whore-me- 
fer, chat Iveterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar bee a faule, 
Heawen helpe the Wicked : if to be olde and merry de 8 
finoe,chen many 29 olde Hoftc chac J know, isdema'd: 
tf eq be fer, be to be heared, chess Pharaeb:s leane Kine are 
to be loned. No, my good Lord, benithFero, benith 
Bardeiph, bendy Poines : bin for tweere lake Faliteffe, 
kinde larkg Faliteffe,cwuc lacke Falstaffe valiant Ledley Fal- 
faffe.2nd checefore more valiant, being as hee is obde Lack 
Falls, bath nor him thy Harryes companie, benith 


eh? whereo” 


aot hen chy Harryes companies banith plampe Jocke and 
banith all che Wosld. 
Preee. I doe, | will 


Enter Bardelgh runaing. 


Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, she Shetsfe,with amok 
moh moaltrous Watch, is at the doore. 


, Ow tha 
sgumeukdeneg 


Emcor che Hoftefe. 


Heltefe. O, my Lord, my Lord. 

Fa(ft. Heigh, heigh, che Deusll rides vpon a Fiddle 
Ricke: what's che matter? 

Hoficfe. The Sherife snd all che Watch sre at the 
doote: they are come to (earch the Houle, thall | let 
them in). 

Felf, Do'fithou heare Had , oeuct call a true pevce of 
Gold s Counterfeit: thoa art effeatislly made, wahour 
feemng fo. 
won And chou 3 natureli Coward, withoot in- 

Fal8. I deny your Massy: £ you will denv the 
Shesite,fo: if not, let himentes. if 1 become nor a Cart 
38 well a6 another man, a plague on my bringing vp : [ 
hope | fhall as foone be ftrangled with » Helter, ss noe 
ther, 
Feiwce, Goe hide thee bebinde the Arras, the ref 
walke vpabouc. New my Mafters, for a tsue Face pnd 


good Loalcience. 


Both which Ihaue had: bur cheis dace is ont, 
and therefore ble hide me. Ezn. 
Prince. Callin the Sherife 


Enter Shovife and tbe Carrier, 
Privce. Now MafterShenfe, what is your will wih 


mee? 
She. Fish pardon meyny Lord. A Hue and Cry hach 
followed certaine men vato this houle. 
Prowse, What men? 
She. One of chem ig well knowne,my gracious Lord, 
a groffe fat mon. 
Car. As faces Baxter. 
Prance. The man, doe sffere you,is not beere, 
For | my felfe ac this cime hawe imploy’d has 
And Sherife,] will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by to morrow Dianer tiene, 
Send him co enfwere thee, or sny man, 
For any thing he thall be charg'd withall : 
And fo let me entrest you, lesue the hoofe. 
She. I will,my Lord: there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in ehis obberielen theee hundred Maske . 
_ Prime, ie may be fo: if he haw robb"d chefe men, 
He thall be snfwerable: snd fo farewell 
She. Good Night,my Nobie Leed. 
Prince. I thinke it is good Morrow, is ic not ? 
She. indeede,ary Lord, 1 thistke ic be cwo.s Clocke, 


Exe, 
Preece, This oply Rafcall is knowne ss well 2s Poulc}: 
goe call him . 
Pate. hae egg afleepe bebinde che Arvas, end 
like a : 


Prince, Haske, how hard he fecches breath : fearch bis 
Pockets. 
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Sle fiarcheth tis Pockets , end focacele 
cercame Papers. 


Prince. Whee halt thow found? 


Pre. No buc Pypers, my Lord. 

Prey, Let's fee, whet be they ? reade them. 

Pere. Sve0s,8 Capon. iis.ild. 
Jrew,Sawee. iid. 
Tremp ,Sacke,two Gallons. v.s. viitd. 
item. Anchowes and Sacke after Sepper. i.s.vid. 
Seem, Bread. ob, 

Preace, O monfirons, but ove halfe penny-werth of 


Bread to his intolerable desle of Sache ¢ What there ss 
elle, keepe clofe.weele reade is at more eduamare : therc 
ber him fleepe till day. Ie to che Court in the Morning : 
Wee muft all to the Warres,and thy place thall be hono- 
table. lle procure this fer Rogue s Charge of Foot, 
end I mated a eee ay wait Match of Twelve-feore. 
The be pay'd becke ag sing with adusntege. 
Be aa aa becieses in che Moming : and fo good mos. 


tow Pete. 
Pete. Good morrow,goodmy Lod. Exam 





Atjus Tertius. Scena Proma. 





Eater Hofparre, Worcefier Lord Aoricmer, 
Owen Glendewer 


Aéart. Thefe promfes are faire the parties fare, 
And our induction full of profpernus hope. , 
Horp.. Locd  Mertinuer, and Coultn Glendewer, 
Will you fit downe ? 
Aad Vickle worcefir ; » plague vpon it, 
J have forgot the Mappe, 
Glead. Pasay it a 
Sit Couhin Percy, fic Coufin Hotfurve : 
For thac Nase ar off a3 Lancafir doth (peake of you, 
ills looke pele,and with a rifing Ggh, 
He witheth you in Heauen. 
Hap. Bod roe, teen eae meee 


Glead, | ceanoc Blamehim: Ac my Nadwise, 
The front of Heeven wes full of fierie 
Of berning Creffets : and x my Birth, 
The frame and foundation of che Earth 
Shak'd like a Coweed, 
a Seren gine 
cM streny’ 
Gland. \ (ay the Earth did thake when I was bome. 
, Hah. lap levees aged ata 
ing 


of ry omy you,k theoke. 
Choad. Heavens were all on fire, the Barth did 


Heefp. Oh, chen the Earth theoke 
To fee the Heawens on fice, 
And nos in feare of your Natiuitie. 
ee parerleaapsiyaghembiny se 
flrange eruptions; sad Earth 
lwith kind of Golick pinch nd vn, 
che wnpri ; Wi 
Within ber W : which for enlargement firing, 
Shakes theold Beldame Essth,and trembles downs. 


Steeples,and inofle-growne Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earch,haning this dieapenticc 
In paffion fhooke. 
Glend, Coufin: of many men 
1 doe not besre thefe Croffings: Give me leaue 
Torell you once againe, that at my Birth 
The front of Heaven was full of fierie hapes, 
The Goates ranne from the Mountaines,and the Heards 
Were flrangely clamorous co the frighted fields: 
Thefe figoes have marke me extreerdinane, 
And all the courfes of my Life doe thew, 
I sm not in the Roll of common men. 
Where is the Living. clipe in with the Ses, 
Thac cindes the Bankes of England ,Scotland,snd Wales, 
Which calls me Pupill,or hath read co me? 
And bring hem out, chee is bee Womans Sonne, 
Can crace me in the tedious wayes of Art, 
Aad hold me pace in deepe experiments. 
Hop. I chinke there's no maa {peskes bercer Wellh : 
Ne vo Dinner. 
Mort. Peace Coufin Percy, you will make hia med. 
Glend. 1 con call Spirits from che vaftic Deepe, 
Hap. Why fo can 1,0 fo can ang man: 
Bat will hey come, when you doe call for therm? 
Pieris Why, I can ceach thee, Coufin,ro sommand the 
v 
Hah. And } can teach thee. Coufin,re thame the Deuil, 
By telling truth, Tell crash, and fewncibe Dewi, 
It chou haue co rayle him, brung hire hither, 
And Ile be fworne,! have power to fhame hire bihce 
Ob, while you live, cell teuth, and Cheme the Dewllit. 
ao Come come, no more of thie voprofirabie 
Ghrud. Three times hath Harry head 
Againft sry Power: thrice from the of Wye. 
And fandy-bottom’d Severne, haue I hent him . 
Boatleffe home,sad Wearher- beecen backe. 
Happ. Home winhout Bootes, 
And ia foule Weather too, 
How {copes he Agues in the Deuils name? 
Glad. Come, heere's the Mappe: 
Shall wee dwide our Right, 
According to our three-fold order te'ne ? 
Bis the Arch-Descon hath diwided iz 
three Limmcs,very ¢ ys : 
England, from Tie cence 
By Seath and Eaft isco my pare aflegn’l: 
All Weltward, Wales, beyond the Scaerne there, 
And all the tertile Lend wahin that bound, 
To Owen Ghendower: And deste Couze,to you 
The remnent Northward, lying off from Trent, 
And our Indencures Tripartice are drawne : 
Which being fealed enserchangesbly, 
A Buhoeffe thac this Night mey enecuce) 
morrow, Coufw Perey you and I, 
Aad my good Lord of Worcefter, wall fet forth, 
To meece your Fesher,and the Scotrtth Power, 


neighbouring Gentlemen. 
Glend. A fhorcer time (hall fend ent to you,Lesds: 
And ia my Conded thall yours Lodses comme, 
From whom you now meft Afsle ead coke ao keane, 
Fox there wil] bee World of W axes fhed, y 


oF 
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Fa qestciue equals not one of yours : 
See,how this Rises comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the beft of all my Land, 
A beget halfe Moone, seoeiicns Caisle owt. 
Hie have che Cursant in this place demmn'd vp, 
Aad bere the (mag and Ssluer Trent fhali raune, 
In a new Channell, faire and cvenly : 
Ic thall aod winde with fuch adeepe indent, 
Torob me of fo rich a Bottome here. 
Ghead. Not winde? it thill,it moft,you fec it doth, 
Adat, Yea marke how he beares his courfe, 
And cannes weep with like eduantage on the othes fide, 
Gelding the oppofed Continent ss much, 
Ason the other fide it cakes from you. 
Wore. Yor, vaca little Choege will seach him here, 
And on this Nosth fide wiene this Cope of Land, 
And then he rnanes firaight and even. 
Ile taste it fo,a lietle Charge will doc it. 
Glond, Tle nex haue it elcer'd. 
Herf. Will noc you? 


eth. 

Gleed, Ic0 fpeake Eaglith,Lord,es well 33 you: 
For | was tuaya'd vp in che Engtith Court; 
Where, being bur 1 frarned co che Harpe 


Many an Englifh Dittie,loucly well, 
And geue the Tongue s helpetul! Ornament ; 
A Vertue thet was neuer feenein you. 
Her). Marty,sod I am tad of is wich all ny beset, 
Thad sacher be 2 Risten,and cry mew, 
Then one of tnefe farne Meeter Ballsd-mongers : 
Thad racher heare 9 Brazen Candleftick carn'd, 
Ora dry Wheele onthe Asle-cree, 
And chat would fet my teeth nothing en edge, 
ang fo mach, as macing Poetric ; 
"Tis like che fore’t gate of 3 [huffing Nagge. 
Glead. Come,youthaD hase Trenttarmd, 
Haff. 1.doe sot care: He give thrice fo mech Land 
Toany wetl-deferuing friend ; 
Bus in the way of Bargeine,maske ye me, 
Ile call on the nincl, pert of a heyre. 
Arethe Indenteres deswne? thall we be gooe ? 
Gilead. The Moone thines faire, 


You may a Nigh : 

yee aee Wier tad wighal, 

Beesbe with your iain departure hence) 

1 em afreid my Daughres will eunne madde, 

So mech the on her Adorruner. fxu. 
Moen. Fie, Coufin Persy, how you crofle my Fa- 
Heap. Teannet chufe: fomerime he angers me, 

Wirth calling me of che Moldwarpe and the Ant, 

. | OF che Dreamer (Marien, and his Prophecies; 

And of s Dragon, and s finne-Jefle Fith, 

A clip-wing’d Griffin,and 3 mouken Reven, 

A ng Lyon,sad s ramping Car, 

Aas obs eet ie eee: 

As me wy I cell you whee, 

He held me lof Nighe.acleafoinc howees, 

lane ere tea 

Thawere his Lacqueyes 5 


Ja P 

Valisat es 3 Lyon,end wondrous sffabic, 
Andes bountifall,es Mynes of ladia, 
Shall I tet] you,Coufo, 


He holds yous cemper in a high refed, 
And cocbes b: ghee 
When you doe crofie his humon’faizh be docs. 


were. Inf 


Though fomesiones is thew Grestnefie, Courage, Blood, 
And that's the deasefl grace it readers you; 
Yer ofemimes it doch prefent harth Roge, 
Defedd of Manners, want of Gowuemment, 
Pride, Haughtinefle, Opinsen,and Difdaine 
The leaft of which hasating a Nobleresa, 
Lofeth mens hearts,and leases behinde s Reyne 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 
commendation. 


‘Beguiling them of 


Hap. bid ls igre ' 
Heere come your Wosssssedles es uslicine bess 


Enter Clendewer with the Ledies. 


Mace. This is the deadly (pight set me, 
ec le Harlech hee co Wel sala 
My Daw weepes, not pest you, 
Shecle be eS ver too, fhee'le to the Wastes. 
aeere, Goad Fasher cell her,that the and avy Aunt Perey 
Shall follow in yous Condudl {peedily. 


lendewer ber in and 
9 ae a 


Glend, Shree bs de heese 
A peevith felfe-will'd Hoslotry, 
One chat no perfwafion can dee good vpen. 


The Lay pookgs be Weil 


Ators. lenderftaad thy Lookes: chet preety Wel fh 
Which chow ft down from thefe {welling Heanens, 
1 em coo perfect in: and but for thame, 

Io fach a parley thould } anfwere chee, 


The Lady ageme in Wel. 


cae paregebe dr ne 
sa fteels 3 

Bot I will nener be a Treent, Louc, 
Till} howe bearn'd thy Language:fos thy tongue 






The Lady rakes ogane in Wel. 


CMorr. O,1 am Ignorance it felfe in this, 
Glend. She bids you, 
On the wanton Ruthes lay you downe, 
And eeft your genele Head her Lappe, 
And the will fing the Song thas pleafeth you, 
And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, 
Charming your bleod with plesfing heavineffe ; 
Making (uch difference betwixt Wake end Sleepe, 
Asis the difference betwine Day and Night, 
The houre before the Heauenly Herneis’d Teeme 
Begins his Golden Progreffe in the Eaft. 


eMart. Wich all my hesrt Ile fit,and heare her fing: . 
By chat cime will ous Booke,1 thinke,be drawae, 
end, Doefo: 


thofe Mufitians thac thall play to you, 
Hang in the Ayre a thoufand Leagues trom thence; 
And firsigh x a thall be here: fic,and attend. 
Hetfp. Come Kare. thou art perfett in lying downe : 
Come, quicke, quicke, that 1 may ley my Feed in thy 
L 


"Dob. Goe,ye giddy-Goofe. 
The Ataficky plages. 


Byclady hee's a good Mufitisa. 
Lady. Tien would you pela bee Muficall, 
For you ere altogether gouerned by 3° 
Lye itil ye Theefe,and heare the Lady fing in Weith, 
Hap. \ had cather heare (Lady) my Beach howle in 
Inith. : 
Ledy. Would ft haue thy Head broken? 
Hap. No. 


Neher Nia Woman fol 
Slap. her.’tis 3 Womans 
rh Neves helpe thee, 
ietfp. To che Welth Ladies Bed, 
Led. What's ther? 

Slosp, Peace, thee tings. 


Hoare the Lady frags a weife Seng. 


Heh. Come,tie houe your Song too. 

bane Not mine,m gerd f footh. 

Hei. Not yoars,in good footh ? 
You fweare like a comakers Wife: 
Not you, in goo-lfooth ; andes crue a6 I fine » 
And 1s God (hall mend me; end,ss fure as doy? 
And giveft fact Saccenet faretie for chy Oathes, 
Vicon walk'ft Ferther chen Finsbery. 
weare me, Kare, like a Lady,es thou est, 
A good mouth-filling Oath: and lease in footh, 
And {uch proceft of Ginger-bresd, 
To Veluet-Guard Sunday-Citizens, 


sar ag | 
- Twill not Gog. 
Est. ‘Tis che next way to turne Taylor, or be Red. 


bref seecher: end che Indentures be deswne, Ile away 


















two 









beta sedans 


Gheod. Come,come, Lord Afwiimer,you sre 2; flow, 
As hoc Lord Percyis on fice to goe. 
By chis our Booke is drawme : wee'le ber (onle, 
Aad then to Horfe immedistely, 

Mert, With all my heart, Exe. 


Scana Secunda, 

























Eater the King, Pronce of Wales and. cthars. 


King. Lords, givevs leases 
The Prince of Wales,and I, 
Maft have fome priuate conference : 
But be neere at hand, 
For wee thall prefeatly have neede of you, 
Excan 


1 know not whether Heauen will haue it fo, 
Por fome difpleafing fervice | haue dones 
That in his fceres Doome out of Blood, 
Hee‘le breede Reuengement,anda cous ge fer mes 
But chou do'ft in thy paffages of Life, 
Makeme beleeuechat thou ast onely mark'd 
For the hor vengeance, and che Rod ofheagen 
To puntth my Miftreadings, Tell me elle, 
Could fuch portpiats low defires, 
Such poore, fuch bare,fuch lewd, (uch mrane atsempts, 
Such Gare plea(ures, rude focietie, 
Asthou art matche withall,and grafted toe, 
Accompanie the greatneffe of shy blood, 
And hold their leuell with thy Princely hears? 
Prince So pleafe your Maiefty, I would I could 
Quit al offences wich as cleare excufe, 
As well as am doubtleffe I can pu 
My felfe of many Lam charg'd wishall s 
Yee fuch eacenuation let me begege, 
‘Asin eproofe of roany Takes deuis'd, 
Which ott the Eare of Greatnefie needes muft heare, 
By fing Pick-thankes, and bafe Newes-mongers; 
J ney for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulcie waadred, and itregutar, 
Finde pardon on my crue fubmuifion 
King. Heauen pardon thee : 

Y¥ ce tet me wonder, Harry, 
Ac chy affeAions which doe hold a Wing 
Quice from the Aight of all chy anceflors, 
Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely lolt, 
Which by thy younger Brother is fupply’de 5 
And are almoft an alien to the hesres 
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood 
The hope and expeAation of thy time 
Is ruin‘d,and the Soule of every man 

ctically doe fore-chinke thy fall. 

I faleuith of lence beene, 

So common hac -in the cycs of men, 
Sofaleandcheape to vulgar Company 
Opinion, chat did helpe me cothe Crowne, 


Had (il ke all co poffeffion, 

And left i sth banifh 

A fellow of no merke,nor likelyhood. 

By being feldome feene,| not Rise, 
But hikes Comer,1 was wondred se, 
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Phas men would cell cele Crildren, This it bee : This Tafeoe Wervior, in bis Patery fes, 
Ochers would fay; Where, Which is Badingbrecig. Difcoasficed grest tane hie coce, 
Aad then I Bele al Courrefie from Eolerged bien, and made a friend of him, 
And dreft any felfe in fach Hamilitie, To Gill che mouth of deepe Defiance vp, 
did plecke Allegeance from mens jeiabi OO And thake che peace and (afecie of ous Throne. 
Lowd Showts snd Salutations from theis And whet (sy you co this ? Perey, Northunsberland, 
Ewen jo the prefence of the Crowned King. The : Grace of Yorke, Dowglas,Afertiaer, 
Thus I did keepe wy Perfon freth and new, Capiculace ageingt vs,snd ere vp. 
My Prefence like a Robe Pontifiesll, But wherefore doe I tell chefe Newes to thee? 
Ne‘re feene bet wondred st: and fo my Scate, Why, Hary,doe | tell thee of my Foes, 
Seidome but furmptvous, fhewed like s Feaft, Which art my neer’& and deareft Enemie ? 
And woane by rarencfle (uch Solemnitie. Thou,thse art like enough,through vaffall Peare, 
The skipping hee ambied vp end downe, Bete Inclinasion,snd the ftart of 
With felis lefters,and rath Bauin Wiss, Tofigh 4 ag me vader Perciss pey, 
Seone kindled,and foone burnt, carded his Scace, To degge his heeles,sad curthe et his frownes, 
Mingted his R with Carping Fooles, To thew how much thou are degenerece. 
Hed his great Name prophened with their Scornes, Prince. Deenotthinke fo, you fhall not finde ic fo: 
And gaue his Counrenance,agsinft his eae _— fey peeled meee fesy'd 
Te hat et,end Rand the oor Maiefties thoughts away me: 
Of ae aad wks Coneparmiecs Twill cedeeme ft this on Percies head, 
Grew a Companion to the coramon Streeses, And in che clofing of fome glorious dey, 
Enfeofi'd hiafelfe to Populasitic : Be bold co tell you, chat | am your Sease, 
Thee being dayly fwallowed by mens Eyes, When I will wease a Garment a] of Blood, 
They forfeced with Honey, and began co losthe Aad flaine my fevours in a bloody Moshe: 
The cafte of Sacetneffe, whereof a lictle Which wathe away, thall (cowre my theme with iz, 
More chen 3 seb plan Ange too much. And chat hall be the dey, when ere ic lights, 
So when he had accafion co be feene, That this fame Child of Honor ead Renowne, 
He wes boc es the Cackow is in Iuae, This gallant Heifer chis all-proyfed Koight, 
Heard not regarded: feene bu with fuch Eyes, And your¢achou f Harry chence to meet 
As ficke snd blumed with Communitic, For every Honor ring on his Helme, 
AG@oord no extraordinsric Goze, Would they were multirudes,aad on gry head 
Sach 0s iebent on Sunne-like Maieftie, (hecees redoubled. For the time will come, 
When ic fhines feidome in edmiring Eyes : ac J fhall make chis Northerne Youth 
But racher drowz'd,and hung cheis eye-lids downe, His glorious Deedes fos my Indignicies: 
Slept in hus Fece, and rendred fech Perc \s bar wy Faftor,good my , 
As Cloudie men vfe to doe to their advesfaries, To engroffe rp glorious Deedes on my bebalfe: 
Being with his prefence c glutied, gor ‘d,and full. And [ will call him ro fo fri secount, 
Aad in chat very Line, Harry, Rendell thos : hat he thall render sratlarel ly x 
For thou halt lofi chy Princely Prieiledge, es,cwen the fleighte(t worthip of bis time, 
With vile participacion. Not an B Oxf witl cesre che Reckoning trom his Heart. 
But is awearie of chy common fi This, in the Name of Hesuven,] promife heres 
Same mninc which hath defir'd ta lee thee more: The which if I performe,and doe furuive, 
Which now doth that | would not hage it doe, I doc befeech your Maieftie, may falue 
Male blinds ic (eife with foolith tenderneffe. The long- growne Wounds of my intemperacures 
Privce. 1 (hall bereafier ymy cheice gracious Lord, If noe, the end ef Life cancells all Bends, 
Be moce my felfe. Aad I will dye s hundred thoufand Desths, 
Kong. For all the World, Exe breake the (malleftp arcell ef this Vow. 
As thon art co this houre,was Richard then, King. A hundred thoufand Rebels dye ta this : 
Whea I from France (et foot & Ravenfpurgh ; Thou thels hase Charge,snd (ovcraigne craft hereio. 


Aad even as J was then,is Perey now: 
Now by ay Scepter.and my Soule 0 beer, : Excor Blut, 

He haah more worthy intereft to the Stace 

Then thow, che thedow of Succeffion ; How now Blan? chy Lookes are full of fpeed. 
Fos of no Right nar colour like to Right. Bian, So hsth the Bufineffe that t come to fpeake of. 
He doth Atl helds with Hameis in the Reale, Lord (Mor tiner of Scouiead hath fent word, 

Turnes head sgainft che Lyons armed Jawes ; That Dowglas ond the Englith Rebels mec 

And being no more mm debt co yeeres,then chow, The eleventh of this monech, at Shrewsbory : 

Leades encrent Lords.and reverent Bifhops on A mightie and » fearefull Head they sre, 


To bloody Barcailes,and co brufing Armes, (If Promifes be kepc on every hend) 

What neveredying Honor hath he gor, As euet offered focke lay ins Stace. 
ainht Dewglas? whole high Deedes, . The Earle of Weftmertand (et forth to days 
hofe het lncerfionsand great Name in Armes, With him my fonne,Lord fobs of Lancafter, 

Holds from all Souldiers chiefe Maioritie, For this sduerifement is fire dsyes old. 

And Milsarie Tile Capicall On Wednefday next Harry thou fhalc fet forward : 


Through all the King domes thar acknowledge Chrift, On Thurfdsy,wee our felues will march. 
Theice hath che Hotjper Aer s,\n (washing Clothes, Our mecting is Bridgenorth: and Harry,you thai a 
f Throug 











Oar BulineBs valeed femerweclus hence, 
Our Forces a mecte, 
Our are Fall let's away, 
Adsaneage feodes bum fat while men delay. 
Scena T ertia. 


. Bardalph, on 1 not falne away vilely, fince chis 
left sien? doe 1 net bate? doe not dwindle? W 


Be and thet faddenty, while J em 10 forme liking : 
| be ear of heart fhersiy, and chen Quall bese. 


peus 
Bard. Siz feb, you use fo 


ae Why there isit: Come, Bag mea bawdy Song, 
meoke me merty: 1 wesas ver given, 2s a Gentle. 
men need to be 5 vertuous cnough, {wore lide dic'd not 
above fcucn times a weeke, went to a Bawdy-houfe nox 
oboe once in aquertes of an houre, Money that 5 
borrowed, three or foure times ; lived well, end in good 
compofie: end now I hes ous of all order, om of com- 


Bad youare fo fat, Sit Jebw, that you matt 
sein boro competfe; out of all reafocable 
compaffe Sit fi 

Fei. Doe chou amend thy Face, and Ile amend chy 
Life: Thow art our Admaatt, chow beareft the Lenterne 
in che Poope, but ‘tis inthe Nofe of thee; thow ert che 
Knight of the burning Lempe. 

Bard. Why, Sic lobe my Face dots you no harme. 

Fash. No,tle de lwornes I meke as good vie of it, 28 

smn doth of e Deaths-Herd,ora Afcmaste Mori. 

Uaener fee thy Face bus | thinke vpon Hell firc,and Déaes 

et eee Oe ee es 
A} 


ull, you cannot jive 


Uf thou were eny way giaen to veriue 
Carcere by thy Pace; my Oath fhoald bee, By thes Fare: 
But chow are al juen over: end were indeede, 


bet for the Light in chy Face, the Sunne of vcter Dashee 
aefle. When chow ran'ft vp Gads-Hill, in che Night, to 
earch ary Horfe,if I did not thinke that show beene 
an Lguis fotusn ot 0 Ball of Wild-fire, thetc’s no Perchafe 
= » O chow ort s perpetual Triumph, an ever. 
lofiing Bone-fire-Light : choo haft (sued me 2 theefend 
Muckes in Linkes ond Torches, walking with thee in the 
Night beewiut Taacrneand Taverne: But the Sack thar 
cheu heft dranke me, would heve bought me Lights as 
ae | howe 
‘arnin'’d thet Selemander of yours with fixe, any come 
two and thirtie rewsrd me fos it, 

wd would my Face were id your Belly. 

a. asa oath -bur’d 


Hefiefe, 
now, Dome Partia the Hen, heue you enquir'd 
pick’d any Packer? - 
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ore, 

3 Bardolps was fhau’d, end Joh 
mony a hayse; and liebe (w rae my Pocket wae pick'd : 
Ori jaikfo. Whol? 1 dtbetbee : 4 
namcounbouetder. ee 

Fait, Geeto,!] know you well encegh. 

Helliffe. No Sit lobe,you doe net know me,Sit fobe: 
aswel ae ee hi rae » Sia Joba, and 
vow you piche a querrell, to beguile it I bough: 
you a dozen of Shares to yous Becke. ie 

Fai. Doulss, filthy Doulas : | hese given them 
away co Bakezs Wiues,and they have made Boulters of 


Holtege Now os I am a tree Womsn,Holland of cight 
Cee ee ences cee) re befides, Sic Joba, 
or your Dyet, and by-Drinki and M fens 
fate nd nee pomnde, Bis aks ae 

Felf. Heehad hi part of ic,tet him poy, 

Festi Hee ? alas bee is poore, bee heth ne- 


thing. 
Faif. How? Roore? Looke vpon his Foce: What call 
you Rich? Let them coyne his NofeJet them coyne his 
Checkes, Ik ad rity Denier, What,will you mabe 8 
Yoonker of me? Shall J not cake mine cafe in mine Inve, 
bur I thall haue my Pocket pick'd ? £ howe loft s Sesle- 
Ring of my Grand. fechers worth forne Marke. 
fe. Uhsve heard che Prince cell him, I know nos 
how oft,chat that Ring wes Copper. 
Fait. How? the Prince is a Jacke,s Sneake-Coppe: 
and if hee were heere,1 would cedgel! hire hkes Dogge, 


if hee woald fay fo, 
Exter the Prince goed F sneets 

rahi i 
ca Rife. 


bn, on 

Fel. How now Lad ¢ is the Wiade ta ther Doore ¢ 
Muft we all march? 

Berd. rs a fathica. 

Peitefe. My Lord,l prey you me, 

Prece. What fay’ chou, Miftreffe Recht! Hen 
does thy Husbend ? 3 lour him well, hee is sm honc® 
men, 


ft chow lofe, /arhg? 
Pal. Wilt chou beleeue me,Hal? Three or foure Bands 
of fortie pound apeece, and 2 Sesle-Ring ot my Grand- 


fer ond bee Speakes molt vilely of 
Sih tat aavden Wc cad tod 
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Poff. There's no more in chee chen a fl'de Prone; Prin, O ony (erect Beefe : 


hoed efide, thes orca knaee co call me fo, 
OTe cening thy ocran hes’ shde,thou ere a bead 


fay echerwife. 
Hef. Sey what beat, chou kasoc thou? 
Fal. Whet beat? an Orter. 


Priv, An Onrer,fer Jobe? Why on Orrer ? 

Fal. Why? She's neuber fith aor ficth; s wen kaowes 
sot where to heue her. 

Bef. ‘Thou srt vareft man is (eying fo; thee, or sale 
man knowes where ee at as 

pee ee ernee eff and he leaders thes 
moh gt . 

HAP, Sohe doth youmy Lord, sad feyde this other 
dsy, You ooght hin s chouland ; 

Priece. Snrah,do | owe yous thoufend poend f 

Faif. A thoulend peund Hal? A Million. Thy lowe is 
work 2 Million : chow ow'f me thy love. 

Heft. Nay my Lord,he call'd yoo lacke, ond feid bee 
would cod if you. : 

Fal. arehy # 

Bar. lodecd Sit lobe, you fa'd fo. 

Fal. Yea,if he fad my Ring was Copper. 

Prowse. Visy ‘cis Copper. Dar'ft thou bee as good as 

wosd now ? 

fal, Why Hel? thou kaow't,ss thee oct but s men,] 
dare : buc,s3 thou art a Prince, I feare thee, os I feare the 
rearing of the Lyons 

Preece. Ard why noc as che Lyon? 

Fal. The King huenfelfe is co bee feared as the Lyon: 
Dol chowrtunke Ile fearc thee, ae I feace chy Facher?asy 
€1 do, lec my Girdle breake. 

Prév. O, if st ould. bow would thy a fall sbows 
thy haces. Bot Gree: There’s no roome tor Fach, Truch, 
nge Honefty, in this bofome of thice s 11 is ail fill'd vppe 
eich Gustes and Midsiffe. Charge sn hooeft Women 
ath picking thy pocher? Why thowhorfen 9 pn 
nara fpr. fale ae thing in chy Pocket bus 
——— Recknings, cor pe sly pana es, 

one ¢ peny-worch of Sugar ve to make chee 
long-winded : & chy pockes were engich’d wich anie o- 
ther aniuries but cheie, J ame Villaine . Aad yet you will 
Bando is, you wil aot Pocket vp wrong, Art thou nos 
afbem d ? 

Fal. Do'fi thou hesre Hal? Thou know io the face 
of Imocency, Adeae fell: and whac thould poore Lasky 
F eechepaice eb lger i Thou feeft, } have 
more fleth chen man,end therefore moce frailty. 
You confeffe then ray da my Pockec ? 

Prim. Jes esfo by the Scory. 

Fal. HoAcae, | forgive hea 
Goraske ready Break felt, love chy Husbend, 

Looke to thy Serumts, snd cherth thy Guefts : 
Thou thats ftod me tsa@able to any honeft resfon: 
ses pea ar aoc dag 
ay, | pre gone. 
Exn Hebefi. 
Now Hal, to the newes o¢ Court for the Robbery, Lad? 
How is that anfwered? 





Imaht Rill be good 
The Monie is paid againg. 
Fal, O,1 do oot ike thet paying backe, ‘cis a double 


Labeur, 
Prin, Lam good Friends wish my Father,and may do 


a) Kop me the Exchequer the fist ching thou do’, 
ead do it with vawalh’d hends too. 

Bard. Domy Lord, 

Prin Ihave procured thee Sarke,0 of Foor. 

Pal. 1 would it had beene of Horfe. Where thal I finde 
one chac can fteale well? O, fora fine theefe: of hwo end 
sweaie,or theresbout : I am vnprouided. Wel 


Ged be thanked for thete Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud them] praife them. 

Pria, Bardelph. 

Bar, My Lord. 


Pra. Gobeare chis Leteer to Lord abu of Loncefter 
To my Brother abe. This to my Lord of Weftmeriand, 
Go Pave, to horfe : for thou,and I, 

Houe chirtie miles re ride yet ere dinner time. 
ashe meet me to marrow ia the Temple Hall 
Attwoa clocke in the afhernoone, 
There thal chow know chy Charge,and there receive 
and Order for thei: Furnure. 
The Lend is burning, Peres fiands onhye, 
And either they, or we maft lower lye. 
Fal. Rare words! brawe world, 
Hofieffe my breakfaf, come » 
Oh, could with this Taverne were my drumme. 
Excant nnnes. 





Adus Quartus. Scona Prima. 





Ene Havie Hafperre, Wercefier, 
and Dewy las. 


Ha. Well (aid, my Noble Scot. if fpeaking crush 

In chis fine Age, were not thoughe acter 
Such arimbution fhould the Dawgsas have, 
As not 2 Souldious of thts fesfons Rampey 
Should go fo generell current through the world. 
By heaven I cannot Betcer 1 I defie 
The Tongues of Soochers, Bu » Brover place 
Ia any hears love, bach ao men chen your Selfe. 
Noy, caske me co my word: spproue me Lord. 
Mesh Debs King of Hone . 

omen fo « breathes vpoa the ground, 
But 3 will Beard bim. peti 


Eater a Mefenger. 


Het. Do fo, 204 ‘tis well, Wha: Letrers halt there ? 
I can buc chanke you. 

Mf. Thele Lececrs come from yous Ferher, 

Fle. Letcers from him? 
Why comes he net himfelife ? 

Adcf, He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is greevous Acke.s 


He. How? haz he che leyfarete be fickenow, 
In (och 2 iuft.ing time? Who leades his powes ? 
Vader whofe Crone: 


rece oe ae) ene 
2 


+ Seer. 


66 The Fir8 Pant 





wor, 1p cll me, doth be k bis Bed? 
did ny L ,foure deyes ere I forth s 
departure 
Phyhic 


Erehe by ficknefle had beene vificed : 
His health was never better worth chen now. 






The very Life-blood of our Esserprife, 
‘Tis catching hicher even to our Compe. 
He writes me here,thec inward fickacfle, 
And chat his friends by deputation 








To lay fo dangerous snd desre a truft 
On any Soule remou'd, byt on his owne. 
Yee doth he give vs bold aduertifernent, 
Thee with our {mall coniunGion we thould on, 
To fee how Fortune is difpos’d tovss 
For,as be wertes,chere is no qerens now, 
Becaufe che King is certainely poffeR 
Of afl owr . What lay youco e? 

pver. Your Fathers fickneffe ts s mayme to vs. 

Ha. A peritious Gath,e very Limme lopt off : 
Aad yet,tn faith, ic is nor his prefent want 
Seemes more then we thall finde ic. 
Were it good,ro fetthe exaét wealth of all our faces 
All at one Caf ? To fer fo rich a mayne 
On the nice hezard of one dowbefall houre, 
It were not good : for therein fhould we reade’ 
The very Borrome,and the Soule of Hope 
The very Lift,cthe very vernoft Bound 
Of afl our forrunes. 

Dew. Faith,and (o wee fhould; 
Where now remeines a fweet revesGon, 
We may boldly (pend, vpen the hope 
Of what is to come in: 
Acomfort of cetyrement lives in this. 

Hep. A Randevous,2 Home ro flye emo, 
If chat the Deuill and Mifchance looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhesd of our Affaires. 

wer. But yet J would your Father had beene here: 
The Qualicie and Heire of our Atre 
Brookes no divifion. Ic will be thoughs 
By forne,chat know not why he ie eet 
Thas wifedome,loysitie,and meere di ike 
OF our proceedings, kept che Barle fromm hence. 
Aad thinke how fuch an apprehenfion 
May tome the cyde of fearefull Fadtion, 
And breede 8 kinde of queftion in our caufe: 
For well you know, wee of the offring fide, 
Muft keepe alaofe from (1.8 arbitrement, 
Aad flop all ight-holes,ewery loope, from whence 
ade of reafoa wes Mahe in vpon vs; 

is abfence of your Father drawes a Curtsine, 
Thas fhrewes she ignorant s kinde of feare, 
Beforenct dream of. 

Heep. You firayne coo farre. 
I racher of his ebfence make chis vfe : 
Ie lends . Luftre,and more ahaa 
A lerger Dare to rea rize, 
Tren the bra hel Sis : formen moult chinke, 
Tf we without his belpe,can makes Head 
To puth egainft the Kingdome ; with his helpe, 
We thall o're-rarne it copfic-turuy downe : 
Yet al] goes well, yet all our ioynts are whole. 




















wer. lwoeld the fete of came had fict beene whole, 


HafSicke now? droope now? this ficknes doch infe 


Could aot fo foone be drawne: nor did he thinke it meet, 





ing Efenry the F eurth. 


. As heart can chinke : 





There Enon fache word (poke of in Scociend, 


As this Dreame of 
Zetm Sir Richard Verna. 









, (pecdity 
Wich and esightie 
Hap. be (hall be welcome wo. 
Where is his Sona, 
The nuuble-fonred Mad-Cap,Prince of Weles, 
And his Comrsdes,chet daft the World 
And bid ic paffe? 
Were. Ali Guraithe, aft in Armes, 
All plum’d like es, that with che Winde 
Beyced like Eagles,haeing lsrely bach'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coates Jike Images, 
As full of fpirrt as che Moneth of May, 
And gorgeous as the Suane at Mid-femmer, 
Wsaton ss youthful! Gostes, wilde as young Bulls, 
1 faw young Harry with his Bever on, 
His Cufhes on his thighes,g sllancly srw'd, 
Rife from the ground like festhered eA meary, 
And vaulced with fuch eafe into his Seaz, 
As if an Angell drops downe from the Cloeda, 
To tenne and winde 8 fierie Pryafew, 
And witch the World with Noble Hosfemsathip, 
Hap. No mote,oo more, 
Worle then the Senne in March: 
This prayfe doch oourith : lerthem come. 
They come like Sacrifices in rheir trimme, 
And to the fire-ey'd Maid of {moakie Warre, 
All hor, snd bleeding, will wee offer them : 
The mayled CAéars thall on his Altar fic 
Vp co the earerin blood. I amon fire, 
To heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh, 
And yer noc ours, Come,let me take my Horfe, 
Who is to beare me like » Thunder-bolt, 
Agsin® the bofome of the Prince of Wales. 
larry to Harry, thall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meete,and ne're part,till one drop downe a Coarfe ¢ 
Oh, thac Glendower were come. 
Ver. There is more newes: 
Llearned in Worcefter,ss I rode along, 
He cennoe draw his Power this foareteene dsyes, 
Dew. Thor's che worft Tidings thar | heare of 


gry I by my faith, chac beares 2 frofty foand. 
Hep. What mey the Kings whole Baccaile reach 








































My Father er vipaace cies both eway, 
The powres of vs,may fo a day, 
Comme, let vs take a mutter ff ang ae 
Deomefdey is neere; dye n bpaabir 

Dow. Talke not of dying, | am our of fesre 
Of desth,or desths for chig one halfe yesre. 
Exeuns Onmues . 
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Scena Secunda. 





Felt. Ley our,lay out 

Bard. Ts Borie makes an Angeli. 

Palf. And rf « doc, cake ut for thy labour . and if x 
make cwentic , take them all, lle snfwere che Coynege. 
Bad any Leowenant Peco meete ane at the Tewoes cod. 


cance on the Banes: fech 3 Commmodiric of warme (sues, 
es had as eve beare che Dewill, as 3 Drurmme 3 fuch os 
feae che sxpost of a Calouce,wosfe chen 2 Rruck-Foole, 
oz abort wilde-Dacke. | preft ac none but fuch Toftes 
and Buster,with Hears 10 thes Bellyes 20 bigger then 


Pranes heads, and hase our theie feruices: 
And now, nelreiay Seana bg pesky 


a 

oe eee en ee i Hier 
SaicrsT » the Cankers of a calme World,and 
long Peace , crane eames more dis-honorable ragged, 
then an old-fec'd Ancient ; and {uch heue I ro fill vp the 
reores of them that hewe out theis feruices: chee 
ee ee and fiftie cocrer’d 
Prodigalls,laely come from Swine-keepmg from eating 
Draffe ang Heskes, A mad fellow met me on the way, 
aad cold me, had voloeded all the Gibbets,and preft the 
dead bodyes. No cye hath feenc fuch skar-Crowes: le 
oot march through with chem,cher’s flat. Nay, 
aad che Villaines masch wide berwiss the Legges, as if 
they had Gywes 00 ; for indeede, I had che mott of them 
out of Pri There's not a Shirt and a helfe in af] my 
Corapany : and che belfe Shirt is two Napkins ceckt to- 
. and throwoe ouerthe thoulders like » Heralds 
whou fleeces: aad the Shirt, to (sy the truth, 
poe ony et ee Red-Nofe 
Inae-keeper of Deviatry. But that’s all one,shey'le finde 
Lianeo cacugh on cuery Hedge. 


Enver the Prince pnd the Lord of Wof mer iand, 


Prowe. How now blowne feck ? how now Quilt ? 

Faif. Wrae Hall How now mad Wag, what a Devih 
do'ft thea wm Warenckfhire? My good Lord of Weft- 
merland,[ cry you mercy, I chought you Honour had al- 
tesdy beene at Shrewsbury. 

We “Falth Siz lebn,'t1s moee chen cime thee I were 
there, 204 youteo: bec ay Powers are there alresdie. 
The King.1 can cell you, lookes for vsall: we meft sway 
ell co Ni ghe. 


Gaff. Tor, ecver frore ene, | cap os vigsient as 9 Caz,c0 
faeate Creeme. 


Prince. 1 chanke vo Qeale Creeme indeed for thy thef: 
hath alreedie ade chee Better; bac tell me fash, whole 
fellowes exe thefe chat couse after ? 

Paif, Mine. Hel.une. 

Prasce. | did acuer fee (ech pletifell Ro(cals. 

Fait. Tat,cwt,good torofin: foode ter Pow- 
der, foode for Powder: ll a Prc,as well as beccer. 
ayerege iy eanrmprinpiare ities 

Wefim. 1, vac Suc lobe, me chey are eacecding 
poore and bare,too beg gasiy. 

’ Falft. Faithfor thes Se 
had chass enrl for ches » Lam Gare chey sever 
learn'd char of me. 


Prince.No,Le be fworne.volefle you coll chree Gogars 
Sat os aleeady 
wa the field. 


Fall. Wellzo the lattes end of o Frey, and the begin. 
aing of » fad Gisdubhguce, sseskesrGua. 
. Scone. 





Scena T ertia. 





bute Hofer proeefier, Dangle and 
Vevem, 


ag. Wee'le fight with hia eo Nighs. 
owere. Ie wot be. 

. You give himchen 
oo. 
Herp. Why fay you lo? lookes he not for fappty? 
Uern. So doe wee. 


Herp. His is cercame,ours is doubefell, 

Were, Good CovGn be aduis'd Aire net wo aight. 

Vere, Doe oot, my Lord. 

. You dee not-counfsile well : 

You fpeake it out of feare and cold heart. 

Usa. Dot ie ne liens Dewees 07 ay ee 
Aad | dere wel] maigcaine it wich my Life, 
If wrell-refpected Hottior bid me on, 
I hold as litcle counfaile with weake fesre, 
Asy Lord,or say Scoe chat this dey Uses. 
Let t be tomerrow in che Bestel, 
Which of vs feares. 


Drag becke our expedition : certsine Horfe 
Of wy Conha Vornens are ant yet come vp, 
Yous Vackle Horfe come bat to dey, 
And vow their pride and meteail is eflecpe, 
Theis courage with bard labour came and dull, 
That not s Horfe is halfe che halfe of hisleife. 

Happ. pobniahelr ohooh asad 
iL restiennstalie Aacomacga pir. o% 3 
The bercer past of ours are fall of refi. 

f 3 we. The 





The Tronapet foonds « Parity, Exter Se 
Waker Blas, 





| Blast. 1 come with gracious offers from che Krog, 
If you vouch(afe me hearing,and refpeA. 
Hag. Weicome,Sit Watsw Bian: . 
And woeld to God you were of our deverminstion. 
Some of vs lout you well : and ewen chofe fome 


Enare t deferuings end name, 
a not of cot gates 
Bux fiend againf vs like an ie. 

‘Biawt And Hessen defend,bur fill | fhould Aand fo, 
So long ss our of Limiz, end crue Rule, 
Yeu fiand ageinft eneyneed Maiefire, 
But comy Charge. 
The King hath tent ro know 
The nature ef yoor Griefes,snd whereupon 
You conure from che Breft of Civil Pesce, 
Such bold Hoftulitie, ceaching hss dutiows Land 
AsdaciousCrucltie. If chat the King 
Haue any way your good Deferts forgot, 
Whnch he confeffeth ro be manifold, 
He bids you asme your Griefes,and with all {peed 
You thal! baue your defices,with intereft ; 
And Pardon ebfoluce for your felfe, and thefe, 
Herein mis-led by your fuggeftion. 

Hal) The King is kinde: 
And well wee know, the King 
Koowes st what time to promle, when to pay. 
My Father, my Vackle, and my feife, 
Did giee him char fame Royeleie he wesres 
And when he was nos fixe and cwentie ftreng, 
Sicke in che Worlds regerd,wretched,snd low, 
A poore vnminded Out-law, fneaking home, 
My Facher gaue him welcome tothe : 
And when be heard him fweare,and vow to God, 
He came but co be Duke of Lancafter, 
To fae his Liveriec,and begge his Peace, 
With teases of Inaocencie,and tearmes of Zesle; 
My Facber, ia kinde heart snd pitty mou‘d, 
Swore him affthance,end perform'd it too. 
New,when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiu'd Novrbausberiend did leane to him. 
The more and leffe came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cicies, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges,ftood in Cees: 
Layd Gifts before twen proffer'd him thetr Oathes, 
Gaue him theirs Heires,as Pages followed hie, 
Euen at the heeles,in golden multicudes, 
He prefently.es Greatnefle knowes it felfe, 
Sreps mea little higher then his Vow 
Made to my Father while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked there ot Reuen{purgh : 
And now (forfeoth) cakes on him co reforme 
Some certaine Edi@s,and (ome Arait Decrees, 
Thac lay to0 pagar o the Common-wealsh; 
Cryes out vpon ,feemes to 
Quer his Coamaries Wrongs: aad by cis Poce, 
This feeming Brow of lefiice,did he wiane 
The hearts of afl chee hee did angle for. 
Proceeded farther, cut me off the Heads 
Of all the Fauertes,thas che sbfene King 
In depatation left behunde hien heere, 


Tn fhort ciene after, bee *d the 

Soone after dhien of his Life: 

And in che neck of thee.cask’r the whole Seate, 
To make that worte, fuffer'd hes Kinfman Uttereh, 








Who is,if esery Owner were plac’d, 
Indeede his be Ls Woles, 
without forfeited : 







toi ene by intelli ; 
Rati Valete arc. Boord, 
In rage difmnils'd avy Facher from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Outh,comenitead Wrong on Wrong, 
= prhae py Pape vs to feeke ons 
ts Head ac; sad withall,te 
lato his Title : the which wee fade = 
Too mndire&, for long continuance. 
Blane, Shall I reverne chis anfwer vo che King ? 
Hep. Not fo, Sis water, 
Wee'le with-deaw s while. 


Goe to the King,and let there be lmpewn’é 
Some furetie for » fafe rerarne ; 






















Scena Quarta. 













Enter tha Arch. Boe of Yorke and Sir Mickel. 


Arch. Hie,good Sir Adsched beare this fealed Briefe 
With winged hafleto che Lord Marfhall, 
This to my Coufin Scroepe, snd all the ref 
To whom they are directed. 
If you knew bow much they doe import, 
You would make hafie, 

Sar Mich. My good Lord,1 gueffe their tenes, 

Arch. Like enough you doe. 
Tomorrow,good Si Afmhel,is a day, 
bdetartard fortune of cen thoufand men 

j touch, For Sir,ac Shrewsbury, 
~~ ee iven to ar pete if 
swith mightie sad quick-rayfed Power, 

Meetes with Lord Norpe and] feare Sut Adschell, 
What with che ficknefle of Nevrhuanber lend, 
Whofe Power was in the firft pt 
And what witb Owen Glendewers 

























Sw dire. But there is Adordake Vernon, Lord Marry Percy, 
And there is my Lord of Worcefter, 

And a Head of gellant Werriors, 

Noble Genclemen, 









fire, And 
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ore, Aad fochere 4, bet yet me hash dsowne , When were in ploce, snd10 account 
yet cme King got plec 


The focciall head of oli che Land 8 flrong end fortunate, os 1; 

The Prince of Wales, Lord /abs a It wes my Seife, ay Brother, sod bes Sonne, 

The Nedle Wefimeriand, snd warlike Bis ; Lg hee 7 Pe boldly did eur-dere 
Aad many moe Corrwah.and deare men The dangst ef the time. You Swore co vs, 

Of cftimation, sndcomamed ts Armes. Aad you did {weare thac Oach ot Doncafter . 


Sir Ad, Desk not any Lord, he hell be well eppes’d | That you did nothing of purpote ‘geinfl the Seas, 
efirch. Shope no lefle? Ver acedfall ‘cs to feere, Nor clase no farther, t your bew-falnc right, 


Aad to preerac the worft, Sic Afisbed fpeed ; The feste of Geant, Dukedome of Lencafter, 
For if Lord Percy chrine not, ere che King To this, we feeere our aide : But ia hor: (pace, 
Difeailiz his power, be mecanes co vilt vs : iy helps ieah er sedaet-a tra aaa 
For he heth heard of car Confederscie, And fach a fload of Grestnefie fell on you, 
Aad, ‘ris bur Wifedome to asake ftrong agsinft hee 3 What with our helpe,erhet with the sbtcve King, 
Therefore make haf, | mut go write agsine Wher wish the injuries of wanton time, 


t 
Toorhes Fricods : ead fo fasewell,Sie Afichef. Essent. | The feeming fuftcrences thet you had bome, 
And the ceotranous Windes char beld the King 
Soleog ta the vabacky Ieith Warses, 
: ; ; Tha el in and did repute hien dead : 
Aus Quintus. Scena Prima. And from this fracas of faire od 


To gripe che (way imo your hend 
forgeryone Guth v8 as Dewste, ° 





Exew she King, Prince of Wales, Lord lobe of Lancafter 


Eee of Weft meriand,Siv walter Bhat, As that engentle gull the Cackowes Bird 
and Fai fe. Vieth che Sparrow, did our Nef, 
Grew by ous Feeding, to fo great a bulke, 

Karz. How bloodily the Seane begins co peere ‘Thas cues ovr Lowe durft not come necre your ight 
Abouc yon busky hill : the dsy luokes pale For feare of fwallowing 1 But with aiable wing 
At his diftemperacnre, We were inforc’d los (afety fake, to Aye 

Pres. The Southerne winde z* Our of your ight, and raife this prefene Head, 
Doth pley the T: to his purpofes, Wherchy we teed oppoted by hoch meeancs 
aay ee tftllag in the Lesues, Asyoe your felfc, hane forg'd againit your felfe, 
Fortels a Teaspeft,snd a bleft'ring dey. By vokinde viege, dangerous countenance, 

King. Then with the lofers let ix (ympathize, And violetice of all faith and troth 
For nothing cen feemc foale to thofe thar win. Sworne to vs in yonger enterprize. 

Tbs Trempet founds, Kis. Thefe things indeede you hsue sriculazed, 
Eacr Wace, Procleien'd 0¢ Market Croffes read in Chosches, 
~ To face che Garment of Rebellon 

Kiny. Hownow my Lord of Worfter? isnot well | With fome fine colour, thet msy pleafe the eye 
Thac you end 1 thould meet vpon tuch tearmes, rilisriphames. yal Gries asnishetiamaatae 
As now we meet. You hese "dour cult, Which gape, snd sub che Elbow a: the newes 
And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, Of burly burly Innoastion 
To crelb our old limbes in vngeatle Sceeles And newer yet did Jnforretion went 
This is noc well, roy Lord this is aot weil. : Such wacer-coloers, to ieppaint his caule : 
Whar fay yoo to it ? Will you egsine enknit ° Nor moody Beg gers, Reruing for a time 
Thes th knot of all-abborred W arre? Of pell-meil hsuocke,snd contufion. 

And mou in that obedient Orbe againe, es Pria. In beth our Armies, there is many 8 foule 

Where yeu did gicea faire and nsturall light, = Shall pay fill desrely for this encounter, 

Aad be no more an exhall'd Meteor, fence they weriall. Tell yout Nephew, 

A prodigic of Feare, and a Porvent The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all che world 
Mifcheefe, tothe wnborne Ticees? In of Heary Percie: By my Hopes, 

Wer. eee eee: peefent enterprize (et off his head, 

Fer mive owne pert, I be well concent I donot thinke 2 braver Gensleman, 
Lowpileoraieoniogg | 5m of my life More actiec, valiant,o¢ more valiant yong, 
Wah quiet houres : Fos do procefi, More daring.or more bold, is now alive, 
Ibwe not fought the day of this diflike, To grace uus loccer Age with Noble decds. 

Aiag. You haue not fought it : how comes igthen? | Formny pert, I may fpcake ic to wy fhame, 

Fal. Rebellion lay in bis wey,and he found iz. Shave a Truant beene to Chiualry, 

Pre. et pu fas Aad fo I heare, he doth account a 00 : 

Wer. le pless’d your Maiefty, to ture yourlookes —_| Yet this before my Fathers Muicfty, 

Of Pauour, from my Selfe, and al) oor Houfe ; J em content thas he fhall reke che oddes 

Aad yet | efi remember youtny Lord, Ofhis grest name andeflimation, . 

We were che firft, and deareft Friends 5 And will,to faue the blood on either fide, 

Fes you, my ftalfe of Office did 1 breake Try fortune with him, lnaSingle Fight. 

In Rechards ume, sod poafted day snd King. And Prince of Wales,fo dace we venter thet, 
Tomerte you on che wey,and kiffe your Albeit, coofiderations infinire 


De 





Se tell your Coufin, and bring me ward, 
Whache will do Ber ifhe will not yeeid, 
Rebuke and deead correchon waite on vs, 
Aad they thal do thew Office. So bee gone, 
We will nat new be troubled with repty, 
We offer faire, take it adwifedly. 
Ext Worefier. 

Pram. Ic will noe be accepted,on my life, 
The Douglas und the Herfperre both together, 
ithe ccahideet eg shah tka orld in Aer: 

Kiag. Heace cherefore, esery Lesder to his charge. 
Far on cheit sofwer will we fet on chem 3 
And Ged befriend ve, es our caufe is raft, 

Mant Prince aad F. 

Sal. Hal, Schon fee me downe wn the bartell, 

Aad befiride me, fo ;‘ti1 3 point of friendthsp. 

Pres Nothing bat ee aoe a eee 
t end farewell. 

sachin | atta were bed time Ffat,snd all wetl, 

Pris. Why, thos ow'f heanen a death. 

Faif. Tis aor due yer : | would bec loath to pey him 
before his dey. Whar acede | bee (o forward with him, 
that call’s noe on we? Well, ‘bs no marcter Honor prickes 
ween. But how if Honew peicke me off when I come 
on? How then? Can Honour fet r00 8! Ne: oran 
erroe ?Neo: Or take awey the a weend? No. 
Honear heth ao shill in Sergerie then ? No. Whet is Ho- 
now ? A word, What is chat word Honour? Ayre: A 
crim reckoning. Who hath it ? He chat dy'de » Wednef. 
dsy. Doth he it? No. Doth hee hearer? No. Is 35 
indeofible thew? yes.te the dead. But wil it not live with 
the haing? No. Why ? DerraAion wil nor fuffer it,ther- 
fore {le sone of it. Honour is a meere Seutcheon, and (o 
ends my Caechifme. Exv. 





Euwe, 





Scena Secunda. 





Enter Wercefer, and Se Riel ard Ueresn. 


ww. O nosny Nephew mufi sot know Sie Richard 
The tibersil tinde offer of the King. 
Wer. “T were beft he did. 
Wer, Then we are all vndone, 
{tis ner poffible, it csaner be, 
The King would keepe his word in loving vs, 
He will (ofpc& vs fill, end finde a time 
Topumihh this offence in ovhers fanles . 
Suppefiaion,all our Hees, (ball be ftucke fall of eyes 
For Treafon 1s but trefted like the Foxe, 
Whe ne're fo tame, fo cheritht,sadloch’d vp, 
Will haee a wilde trnche of bis Anceftors - 
Looke how he can, or fad or merrily, 
Interpretation will avfquote our leokes, 
And we (hall feede like Owen ex a fall, 
Mahal tal eh ate rm 
My Nephewes rrefj be welt for 
ir kish area Upeacaitce 










He. My Vokle is revorn'd, 
Dejaxes vp my Lord of Wefimesiend, 
Vakle, wher newe- ¢ 

Wer, The Kieg will bid you bortelll prefencly, 

Daw. Defic bien by the Lord of Wereran evry 

Ha. Lotd Dezies: Go you and tell him le 
Dew. Marry rod fhall,and verie wilkagly. 


Ene Dewglas. 
wer. There is no feeming mer in che King. 
Ha. Did you begge any? God forbid. 
pow. 1 told him gently of our greesances, 

Of his Osch-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearin mo he is forfworne, 

He cals ws Rebels, Traitors, and will fcourge 

With haughty ermes, chis hacefell pame in vs. 
Rater Dows la. 

‘Dae, Armee Gensiemen, co Armet, for | heue thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henries certh : 

Aod Weftmeriane thet was togog d did beare it, 

Which cannor choofe but bring bam quickly on. 
Pit les Prince of Wales flept forrh before the kiog, 
hew, challeng'd you ro finp te . 

Hee. O, would che quarrel! ae eee 
And that no man mmegtn drew (hort breath 10 day, 
Ban lend Harry Mexmenth. Tel! me,tell mee, 
How fhew'd bis Talking ? Seem'd it in contempt? 

Ver. No, by my Soole - } neuer wn my tife 
Did heare » Challenge vrp'd more modefiy, 
Voleffe a Brother fhould s Brocher dare 
To gende exereife, and preofe of Armes. 

He geuc you all the Duties of s Man, 

Trimep'd vp your praifes with a Priacely tongue, 

ne your ings like a Cheanicle, 

ing you ener better cben his praife, 

By Aull difpeaiting praife, valew'd with you: 

And which became him like a Prince 

He made a biathing citall of hieafelfe, 

And chad his Trewant youth with fech a Grace, 

Ac ifhe maftred chere 2 double (pirix 

Of reaching, end ofleaming : 































There did he paufe. Baz ler me tell Wertd, 
If he owe-Fawe the ensle of chis day, 
did neuer owe fo fweer a hope, 

So each mifconfirved in nt W antonne€e, 


He. Couhw, I chinke thou art ensmered 
pclae Fekiet : never did I heare 
any Prince fo wilde at 
Bote he at be will yet ence ev voghe, 
oa ee ea yi withe Souldiers seme, 
depeley Ratarep 




























The Firfl Part 


Can Ich your blood vp with perfwehon, 
Barer ach 'e 








Mae. My Lord, heere ace 3 for you. 
He. 1 cannot rede themnow. 
OGenlemen, the time of hfe 0s thort; 
To Spend thac fhorcneffe bafely, were coe long. 
It hfe did s1de vpena Dials pome, 
ull endsng se the arrival ot an howre, 
nd f we hue, we le to vesdeon Kings: 
Ir dye, beaue death, when Princes dye with v9. 
Now for owt Conferences, the Armes se faire, 
when the incent Gr bearmg chem 15 luft. 
Eater swccher  Meffenger. 
Mef. My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace, 
Hee, { thanke hem, thes he cuts me from my tale: 
For I profeffe not calamg. Onely this, 
Leteach man dois belt. Aad heere I draw s Sword, 
Whofe worthy remper b intend ro flame 
sth the beft blood thar | can meere wacshell, 
In che sduencure of this perillows day. 
ow E(perance Perey, and feton: 
pend all che lofty Inftruments of Werre, 
ad by thas Muficke, les vs all ambroce : 
ot heawen to carte.fome of vs neuer thall, 
A tucoed time do fdch a cercehe. 
J bey enobr ace she Trwanpers foond, roe K 
work bus pewrr, slarwm ware the basel, 
Dewg las ud So walter Blane, 
Blo. Whar is thy name,shes in Dorvel chas § csofich ane? 
Wha honer doft thou feehe vpon my hesd ? 
Dew Know then my name ts Dowglas, 
Aad I do haenc chee in the batceld ches, 
Beceete fore tell me, that chow art 3 King. 
Bias. They ceilchee crue. 
Dew. The Lord of Sesfford deere to dry hath boughe 
hheneffe : for nfled of thee King Harry, 
Ths Sword hash ended him, fo thall » thee, 
Voieffe chou yeeld thee as « Prifoner. 
Bin. | was not borne co yeeld thow haughry Scee, | 
And chow thal finde a King that will sevenge 
Lords Scaffords death. 
Fog he, Rhos ws leone roen eaters Hofer, 
He. O Dowglas,hadfi chou foeg hs ac Holmedoa thes 
{ sever had crremphed o're 8 Scot. 
Dew All sdone,elfs woa,here breachles lies the king 
Ha. Whee? 
De Heere. 
Het, This Dewglas? No,| know this face foll well : 
A gallane Knight he wes, hie nome was Baas, 
Semblably fornith'd like che ne? tumfeife, 
- Daw. Ah foole: go with chy foule whesber it goes, 
A borrowed Title halt chow bough: too deere. 
Why didft chou cell me, thac shou wer ¢e King ¢ 
Het. The King hath many cack in his Coors, 





















axemarl 


bem muser 








fol. . 
Fal. Though | could (cape fhor-free « Loaden,! fear 
the thos beere : here’s no (coring, but vponche pre Soft 
Bate you ? Sis walter Biase, chere's Honew for yeu: 





weight then mune owne Bowelles, | hauc led my regof 


ino Henry the Fourth. 







7i 
Mefiins where they ere pepper'd : there's nos three of 
350. left alive, and they for che Townes end, wo beg du 
nag life. But who comes beere / 
Bases the Prince. 

Pre. What land’ R thow idle bere? Lend me thy fwerd, 
Many » Nobleman likes flake and thffe 
Vander che hooues of e senting enecmes, 

Whote deachs are enreveng 6. Prechy lend me thy (werd 
Fal. O Hai,| prethee give me lesue to breach owhule; 

Torke Gregory newer did fech deeds in Armes, 25 I hauc 

done this day, Thaue paid Percy,! haue made hom fure, 

Pre, Hess mdeed,and heing co hill thee : 

I prethee lend me thy (word, 

Falft. Nay Hal, £ Perey bee siiue, thoo gerfl noe my 
Sword ; but take my Piflell if thou wilt. 

Pree. Give tomes What, is ic i che Cale ¢ 

Fal, Lsial, cs hoes There's thac will Sacke a Cicy. 

The Prings drewes ont a Bestia of tacks 

Pree, What,sere time cont endusilynow. ms, 

Threwes ot at bean, 

Fal. If Perey be sltue. le pierce him: if he de come in 
my way fo :ifhe de nec, if L come inhes (wallingly) Lee 
hias make aCarbensdeefme. Ihhe nos fuch genni 
honour os Sic Water hoch: Gree mee hfe, which if I can 
fave, fo. tfnot ,huseur comes valook'd fer, and thes's on 
ead. ink 
































Scena Tertia. 







ofan sxc er fens enter tbe Keng the Proce, 
Lord leha of Loncaher, and hale 


of '«ftmar land. 


Keg. Iprechee Havy withdraw hy (elfe, thea bles. 
defi coo much: Lord lobe of Lancafier go yeu with him. 
P lob. Nori ,eny Lord valefic | did biced too. 
Prea. | belecch your Matefly make vp, 
Lesft you retssement do amaze your frends. 
. bwill do to: 
My Lord of Weftnerland leade him co his Tene. 
wef. Come my Lord, | le leade you to your Tent. 
Pree. Lead memy ~ehallapesenrdreen pore heige; 
And heaven fortad a thallow {crarch fhould driue 
The Prince of Wales frora foch 2 field as chis, 
Where ftain'd Nobility lyes troden on, 
And Rebels Armes traumph in meffecres. 
Jeb. We breath too long: Come cofin Weftmeriead, 
Over dary this way lies,for heewene (ake come. 
Pra. By hesuen thoe hell deceiu'd mee Lancefier, 
1 did noe chinke chee Lord of fuch 0 fprnit : 
Before, 1 low'd chee ss 6 Brecher, Jobs ; 
Bet now, | docefpe chee os my Seale. 
King. (aw him hold Lord Perry at the 
Wirb lefter maintenance then Ida looke 
Of fuch sn vngrowne Warnour. 
Pra Othis Boy, leads mettall co vs all. 


Anerhe King Tiny gem Hydes's head 
Dow. ; uke r 2 
chai ere te all 
Thet weare thefe colours on them. Whet ast thee 
Thac councerfex'h che perfon of s King? 

Kang, Tha King hiatal \ eee Dangle giteerses Ter 




















Em. 




















































72 The Firft Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


seca, 
And chas I win thee. They fighe, the Kbeing ms daoger, 
Emer Prince. 


Prin. Hold vp they head vile Seoe,or chowsrt like 
Newer to hold it vp che 5 ep 
Of valisat Sherfy,51 Biot ace in my Armess 
Ie is the Prince of Wales chat acum thar, 


Tey 
Crerely My Lord: how fore’ yoos Gee 


pela Cenfry A for eee 
And Ciifren : Ne co 
ng. Seay,and breath ei: si 
Thou haft redeem’d thy loft opinion, 
And thew'd thow mek’ft fome sender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to mee. 
Prin. O heaven, they did me too much inkary, 
‘Thac eur (aid | heackned to your death, 
ifn = fo, 1 hah fg les slone 
The iofetri Doewgias over 
Which hase bene as (peedy ea end, 
As all che Potions in che world, 
Aad (au'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 
K. Make ep to (lifters Neto Sir Nicholas Ganfep. Exit 
ina Hofer. 
Het, If | eaiflake not, thou att Marry Menmroth, 
Prin. Thow {peak ft 2s if 1 would deny my name, 
Ha. My came is Harrie Percic. 
Prie. Why then I fee a very valion rebel of chat name. 
Zam che Prince of Wales,sad chinke aot Percy, 
To dhate with me in glory sny more ¢ 
Two Searres keepe not cheit morion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one Engisad breoke a double reigne, 
Of Harry hel dae the Prince of Wales. 
Het. Not (hall it Harry, for the houre is come 
To end the one of #5; end would to heaven, 
name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 
Prin. Temake it greecer.cre | part from thee, 
And all che on shy Ceeft, 
Sle crop,comeke s Garisnd for my head. 
Hes. Ucaane longer brooke chy Vanities. 
Enter te he 
Fat. Well (eid Hal,co it Ha/. Nay you thail finde no 
Boyes play heere,I con tell re 
Eater Dewy les be fighss with Falfaffe who fals dewe 
a0 Fhe weve dead. Tbe Prince kilash Perse, 
Hes. Dh Harry, thou hef rob’d we of my youth : 
I beter brooke che loffe of brittle life, 
Then thofe proud Titles esrash opt aire hs = a 
They wound my choghes wor word my ficth: 
Bat thought’s the (laue of Life,snd Life, Temes foale ; 
And Time, that cskes furecy of ali the world, 
Mufthsne aftop, O, I could Prophefe, 
Bex thar shale! cold es —_ 
Lyes on my Tongue : No Pocy,thou art 
Ned food oe 
Prin, For Wormes brave Percy Farewell greet heart 
[l-weau'd Ambition, how mach ert thow Gisanke? 
Wheen chat chis bodie did containe s {pitit, 


Fighe. 


If thou wer't fenible ef cunefie, 

ekstreme, deibcletab ram 
let my famours hi eh hares. etn 

Aad eaca in thy behalle Tle chanke my (eile 

‘Fosgloing thefe feyre Rices of Tenderneffe. 

Adieu snd take thy praife wich thee to heauet, 

Thy ignomy Sepe with thee in the grave, 

But not cemembred in thy Epitaph. 

What? Old Acqueincance? sot all shis Acth 

Keepe in a bictle life? Peore locke, farewell : 

J could haue berter fpec’d s better men, 

O, I fhoeld have a heauy miffe of rhee, 

If I were owch in love with Vanity. 

Death hathnoe Arucke fo fet 3 Deere rodsy, 

Though mony degtes inthis : 


terfeit; co dye, is robe s counterfeit, for hec is bus 
counterfeit of s man,who bath nos che life of a man; Bur 


which 


proue the hetrer counterfeit:therefore llemeke him fare: 
yea,and Sle fweacel kifl'dhicn, Why muy noc hee rile as 
well as 1 :Nothing confures me buc eyes, and no-bodie 
fees me. Therefore frsa, with 8 new wound in your chi 


lobn, But foft,who heue we heere? 
Did you not cel] one chic Fat man was dead? 

Prin, 1 did, 1 faw him dead, 
Breathleffe,snd bleeding on tbe ground: Art thou aliee ? 
Or is it fantafte chse playes vpon our eye-fighs ? 
1 prethee (peake, wre will noc eruft ou eyes 
Without our esres, Thou art not what thou fcom'hR. 

Fal. No, thas's cestaine : | em nota double man : be 
if lbenos Lecke Faifaffe,chen acm 1 a lacke : There is Per- 
cy ,if yous Facher will do me any Ronor,(o: ifnot,let him 
kill che nexe Perciehimlelfe. Llooke to be cither Easte o: 
Duke,] con aflure yor. 

Prin, Why. Perey Skill'd my feife, ond faw thee dead, 

Fal, Did'ft thou? Lord,Lord, how cha world [s given 
to rt Sasi Nh he phan ond out eth, 
sad fo was he, bur we rofe both at an inflat.snd foughe 
along houre by Shrewsburie clocke. If lonay bec beice- 

orif them chet fhould rewerd Valour, beare 

the Gane vpon their owne heads, Mecahe’t cnmy death 
I goue him this wound in the Thigh: ef che man wvere s- 
lwe,sod would deny it, I would make himenes pecce 
of my Sword. 

Jeba. Thisisthe ftsengeh Tele thar e’re } heard, 

Pris, This is che Gran gett Fellow Brother febe. 








L. 


The Fit Part of King Henry the Fourth. 7 


Come bring your loggege Nobly on your becke : 
For my paral a tye may do thee grace, 
Tie gui dic wnth che heppreB crarmes I bane, 
sdapéis (ound Ucuen 4 
T etrest che dey ts ours : 
ome Brother, let’s coche higbet ofthe held, 
o fee what Freods art ling. who we dead. = E-xenst 
Fal, Tie follow es they fey, forRewerd, Hee thacre- 


wards me heaven reward him. If i do grow great egain, 


Ile grow lefle ? For Me purge, and leaue Secke, live 
cleanly.as s Nob lemsa fhould do. Ex 


Scena Quarta. 


The Trempess femd. 
Esser rhe King, Proce of Wales, Lord lotm of Lencafte 
arte of Wel meriand, wn Weraffer 
Usrees Prifeners. 


Kieg. Titus ever did Rebellion finde Rebuke 
1- (parked Wor eefier , did we not fend Grace, 
Perdon,end tcarmes of Love co all of you ¢ 
And would Qi thos ame ous offers cant: ary ? 
Mfafe the cenor of thy Kiafmans wuft? 

bree Kaights vpon out party (lane to dey, 
A Nobile Earle.and many a creature elfe, 
Had beene alive this houre, 
M ke a Chnfhan thou had’ trely borne 
Bet wist out Arnpes, cruc lateiligence. 
wer. Whar hauc done, my fafety veg'd me to 


Secs uatts bs aeayded u Ween ce: 

ig. Beare Worceftes to deach.eod Versmteo 1 
Ocher swe will paule epoca, 
How goes the Fieid ? 


Pra. The Noble Scot Lord » when bee faw 
The fortune of che dsy quite cusn’d bie, 
The Noble Percy fisinc,snd all bis men, 
Vpon che fooc of feare fled with the reft ; 
And falling from s hell, be was fo beurs'd 
Thee che perfuers tooke him. Atasy Tent 
The iz, ond I befecch your 
Iemsy ofhun. 


. Then chis remasmes : thac we diwide cuz Powes. 
Yoo Soone /ebe,and ay Coun Weftmerisnd 
Towards Yorke (hall bend you, with your deereft 
To meet Norchoarberiand,and the Prelare Sevecpe, 
Who(es we heare)ere bufily in Armes. 
My Seife, end you Sonne Harry will cowards Wales, 
To fight with Glendewer,end che Parle of March. 
Rebellion on his Land thal lofe his wey, 
Mecting the Cheeke of tech soocher day ; 
And fince ches Bafwnefle fo faire is done, 
Les vs not leave wl] ali oos owne be wonne. Eunve. 


FINIS. 





-— =o Be 






rt of Henry the Fourth, 


Containing his Death : and the Coronation 
of King Henry the Fi. 







eAtlus Prinus. Scena Primte 






InpDvCcTION. Scena Secunda. 







Ener Romer. Eucer Lord Bardelfe, and the Porter, 

Pen your Eares : For which of you will L2a. Who tk the Gace heere hoa? 

The vent of Hearing, when Roemer fas Whereis the Ewk? 

1, from che Orient, to the drooping Weft Per, What thall I fey you are? 

Moking the winde my Poft-horfe) fill vafold Ba. Teil thou the Earle 
The A@s commenced on this Ball of Earth. Thet the Lord Bardelfe doth extend him heere. 
Vpon my Tongue, concinuall Slanders ride, Per. His Lordthip is walk'd forch into the Orcherd, 
The which, in every Language, } pronounce, Pleate it your Honor, knocke but as che Gete, 
Staffing the Eares of chem with falfe Reports. And he himfelfe will an(wer. 
I (peake of Peace, while covert Enmitie Ester Northumberland. 
nder the (amile of Safecy) wounds the World : L.Bar. Heere comes che Earle. 

And who buc Remear, who but onel Now. Whacnewes Lord Bardelfe? Eu'ry minute now 







1 
Make feacfuli Mufters, and prepec'd Deleste Should be che Father of fome Scracagem; 
Whil A che bigge yeare, fwolne with forme other griefes, | The Times ore wilde : Contention (like a Horfe 
Be choughe with childe, by the flerne Tyrant, Warse, Full of high Feeding) madly hach broke loofe, 
Aad no foch marter? Rewer, is a Pipe And beares downe afl before hun, 
Blowne by Surmifes, feloufies, Coniectures; _LBa. Noble Earle, 
And of Io eshte, and fo plaine e Nop, I bring you certaine newes from 
That che blanc Monfter, with encounted heads, Ner. Good,and heaven will. 
The Aill difcordanc, wauccing Muktirade, L.Bar, As good asheart can with: 
Can pisy vpon it. But whac neede J thes The King is almoR wounded to the death ¢ 
My well-knowne Body to Anathomize And in the Forcane of my Lord your Sonne, 



















Among my howlhald? Why is Raswenr hecre? Prince Farris laine out-right: and both the Biases 
Irun before King Harries vbQtory, Kill'd by che hand of Dawglas. Yong Prince Jobs, 
Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie And Weitmesland, and Stafford, fled the Field, 

Hath bearen downe per, Set his Troopes, And Harrie Aowmonth's Brawne (che Hulke Sis feb) 
Qaecaching the flame of bold Rebellion, Is prifoner to your Sonne, O {uch aDay, 

Ewen with che Rebels blood, Buc what meane I foughe, fo follow'd, and fo farrely wonoe) 

To [peake fo crue at firft ? My Office is ame not, till now, to digaifie che Times 

To noyfe abroad, thet f/arry UMonmenth fell Since Cofers Fortuncs. — 

Vader the Wrath of Noble Hotferrer Swords Nar. How it this deriu'd? 

And thec che King, before the Dewg/as Rage " | Sew youthe Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 
Stoop'd his Anncinsed head, 3 low sadeach. L.Ba.\ fpake with one (my L.)shat came fro thence 
This have I rameur'd through the peafant-Townets A Gendemen well bred,and of good name, 

Betweene che Royall Field a Shrewsburic, That freely render’d me thefe newes for true. 

Andchis Worme-eaten-Hole of rag ped Stone, Nev. Heere comes my Serusnt Trawes,whorm | fent 
Where Hetfpurres Father, old Nort land, Ona Tuefday lait, to liften after Newes. 

Lyes crafty ficke, The Poftes come tyring on, Enter Travers, 

And vot 3 man of them brings other newes L.Bar. My Lord,] over-tod him on the way, 

Then they haue learn'd of Me. From Raswours T Aad he is furntth’d with no cesteinics, 









They bring (nooth-Comforts-falle, wosfe then Tre. | More then he (heplymay retsile from me. 
ae: ° pt Ne Now Aa what good ridings comes fr6 ~~ 
ae 










a lies ae 


* “ Sd 


* . 
“ ae oe ew me = 


Wh loyfall cydingsjand (being betrer hors'd North. Yet bor all not thet Percics dead, 
Out-rod me. After him, 2 1 fee s firange Coafeffion in thine Eye: 
A Gentleman thy head, and hold’ is Feare, oc Siana, 
Mt oy a depot hia bis herfe. To atruch. Ifhe be flaine,fey fo: 
He ask’ co Cheftes : Aad of him The offends not, thet reports his death s 
I did dermend from Shrewsbury: And he doth Gane chet doth the dead : 
Fie cold me, thas Rebellion had ili locke, Net he, which fayes the dead le not alive: 
Aad that yeog: Barry Porcies Sperre wis cold. Yer che firft 
Wich chache gaoe his able Horfe the head, Hoth but sloofing Office : end his Tongue, 
Agtinh the fering Sdesoflispoore fade Remerabred, Holling «departing Fiend 
i lode r) 
Ve tothe Rowell Read, oad Bang fs Le. Tamer inet ey Lsedien (oniodeed, 
He feem’d in renning, to dewoure che wey, Ader, 1 om forry, J foree you to beleene 
Seaying no lon Thee, which I to Thad aot feene. 
North. Ha? Aguives ane -yesemey rity devas fate, 
Said be Harrie Pereyes wes cold? Rend'ring quittence (wearied,and eus- beeath’ 
tof Pal pesscald Spun as Rebelo, To Hort Mensaush,otule fait erathbenedoe, 
Had met ill hecke ? The aencr-denmted Peveie to the earth, 
L.Ba. oy Arpt aie wap Oye esa gridit funlanne 
Ifmy yong nee P In death a 
V; aon Hanes, fora fan Ewen to the Peazant in bis Conspe) 
Be glee my Barony. Being breited once, tooke fice and heste s 
bide de the Geuclernan chat rede by Thawrs | From the beft ac in his Troopes. 
Gine inftances of For from his Metcie, wens his Party Aee!'d ; 
L.2e. ? Which once,in him abated, sil che reft 
Fle wee forme Fellow, that hed Raine Turn’d on thomfelues, lithe dull end heswy Lead 1 
The Horfe he rode-on : end eny life And as the Thing, that’s heasy in it {elfe, 
Speaks a edecneure. Look comes more Newes, | Vpos wich {peede, 
So did our Men, hesuy in Met : 
Eater Morse. Lend co this weight, foch lig with their Feare, 
That Arrowes fled not fwifter coward thelr ayma, 
Ber. Yea, this mens brow, like to « Ticle-leafe, Then did eur Soldiers (2 ac thele fefety) 
Fere-tels the Natore of s Tragicke Voleme Fly from thefield. Then was thes Noble Worcefter 
So lookes the Scrond, when the Imperious Floed Too foone ta'ne peifoner : end chat fertous Scot, 
Hath lefts wicneft ° (The bloody Devgiat) {word 
did't chow come from Shrew: ? Hod ches times th’oppesrance of the 
Mor, \ cen from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) Gan vaile his flomacke, and did grace the theme 
harefall death put oa hie vglich Maske “pharedngnd sbilapmerelsinngy tea hilizoet (55 
To fright Stambling in Feare, wes tooke. The famme of ell, 
Naw. How doth my Sonne,end Brother? Ie, thas che King heh wonne : end hath fent ous 
fs Seay Torre: stl chy Broad Vii te Condod of Lopeafte, 
cage, to . youg 
Boca fiche wan, forsale i And W: This is the Newes ot fell, 
$e duit, fo desd in looke, fo Narth. For chis,! thal! have time enough ce saoumme, 
Drew Priam: Carcsine,in the dead of aight, Ia Poyfon,there is Phryficke: and this newer 
Aad woald henatold him, Halfe his Troy was bum’d. Casing Demet Wet juts weend baee monies Cs 
Sut Priam found the Fire,ere he bis T ; Being ficke,hawe in ome mesluregmede me well. 
And [, my Parcies death, ere thou x And asthe Wretch, whofe Fesurr-weakned loynts, 
, thee would’ (ey : YourSonne ond thus,end chas: | Like frengthleffe Hindges, beckle vndes Bf, 
Your Brother, thus . So foughs the Noble Impatient of is Pic, breakes like s fire 
Stopping my greedy cere, with cheit bold d Out ofhis keepers armes : Even fo, my Limbes 
But ie the end (to flop mine Eare indeed) (Wesk’ned with pap. antrhacte Sede) 
ahi can beckgy tale rein Are thrice themfelues. Hence oles crutch, 
— . , Sonne and all are dead, Ha so-ge lorena ah boynes of Scecle 
- Dewzlasie wing.and your Brother, of gious thishsod, And hence chow fickly Quota, 
ee wrlec iar a Thow art 6 guard too wanton for the head, 
Nar. Why be le dead. Which Princes, fieth’d with Coagaeft ayme te bit. 
See whet a ready congue Sa(picion heth : New biede avy Browes with Jron,and 
Hether but feares the thi would nos know, The ragged’ Time cad dare being 
Lean bs gc from others Byes, To frowne vpeo th’enrag’d Northumberland, 
Thee what he feard, is chenc’d. Yer fpeahe(atarten) Le Heauen kiffe Barth t new let ace Nesures hand 
Tell chee thy Eszic.his Diaivacion Lies, WT emcuce 
And I will coke ic, os a (weer Dilgrace, 


And wake chee rich, for foch To feede Contention la 
bar, Yaniacics past betras) guaddl” | Barons gucerae tua 





Reigne in ali bofomes, that each heart being fex 
On bloody Courfes, the rede Scene msy end. 
And datkneflebe che buries of che dead. (Honer 
LBar. Sweet Earte,ditorce not wifedom from you 
Bur. The hues of all your louing Complices 
Leanc-on your healeh,ghe which if you give-o're 
To Normy Pathon, meh pesforce decay, 
You cafi ch’event of Warte(my Noble Lord) 
And fumm’d the sccompe Chance before you faid 
Letvs make bead : Ic was your prefarmize, 
That in che dole of lowes, your Son might drep. 
You knew he walk’d o’re perils, on an edge 
More likely co fall in, then co get o're: 
You were aduifd his ich was copeadle 
Ol Wounds, and Scarres ; and that his forward Spirit 
Weald lift him, where moft trade of danger rang’d, 
Yee did a eli ararspedr er 
R > se e reftraine 
Ri bore A ion: Whas heth then befaine? 
Or whas hath this botd encerpeize bring forth, 
More then that Being, which wastiketobe? 
L.Bar. Weall that are engeged ro this loffe, 
Knew that we vertur’d on fach dangerous Seas, 
Thac if we wrought out life, was ten to one : 
And yet we vencur'd for the gaine propar'd, 
Choak'd the refpe& of likely perill feas'd, 
And foce we are o're-fet, venture againe. 
Come, we will all put forsh; Body,and Goods, 
2Gr.'Tis more then time : And (my moft Noble Lord) 
I heare for cereaine, and do (peake the truth ; 
The genele Arch-bifhop of Yorke is vp 
With well sated Powres : he is 3 men 
bindes his Followess, 






























The sdtion of cheit bodies, from their foules, 


And bia to fighe with i magnet conftrain'd 
As men dsinke Potions; thar their Wespoas only 
Scem'd onour fide : bat for theis Spisics and Soules, 
This word Uioo jit bad froze chem vp, 
AsFith accina Pond, ButnowtheBithpp © 
Tuenes Infusredtion co Religion, 
Seppos'’d fincere, sad holy in his hes 2 
He's follow’d boch with aad wich Minde: 
And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the bleod 
Of falre King Richard, {crap'd from Pomfret Bones, 
Deriues from heauco his his Confe: 
Tels chem,he doth befinde s bleeding Lend, 
Galping for life, under Fee a raberey 
And more,and leffe.do flocke to follow him, 

Narth, Lknew of chis before. But to fpeske truth, 
This prefent greefe had wip'd it from my minde. 
Go ia with me,and councell every msn 



















The apteft way for fafety, and tesenge: 
Ges Pofts,and Lecrers,ond make Fricads wixh (peed, 
Newer fo few nor never yet more need. Aue. 
Scens Tertia. 
Emcor Valk offe and Page. 
Fal Sicra, whac (sies che Do8h.10 evry wate? 


Peg He (aid fie, che wacer it felfe was a good healthy 
wacer:but for the chat ow'd heus more 
Maataniteke 
Fat, Men of ail force cake a pride co gied st moe? the 
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| walke before thee, like aSow, char hath o’rewhelm'd sll 


‘Sead you backe sgaine co your Mafter, foralewell. The 


he ince for Ari 








braine of this footith compounded Clay-mas, is noc sble 
to Invent any thing that ends tolsuphrer, more then] 
alana fe psig {am nor onely witty in my 
felfe, but the casfe char wit ts nocher men, I doe heere 


hee Litter, burone. If the Prince put chee into my Sez- 
nice for any other reafon, then co fer met off, why then I 
hauc no iudgement. Thoo horfon Mandrake, thow ast 
fares to be wore in my cap, then towan at my heeles. I 
was never maan’d with an Agot till now :buc! will ferre 
you neyther in Gold, nor Silver, bat in vilde spparefl,and 


Irmena (the Prince your Mafter) whofe Chino is not yet 
fledg'd, I will fooner have a beard grow inthe Palme of 
my hand, then he fhall get one on his cheeke: yex be will 
not Ricke to fay, his Face 13 a Face-Royal). Heaven may 
finshh it when he will, it isaor a haire smniffe yet : hemmay 
padi id dpc Scart les ; id slag fhall never 
earne fix pence out of it; will be crowing, asi 
he had write man ever fince bie Father was phir pem 
He may keepe his owne Grace, bus heis simoR ou of 
svine, I canaflurehim. Whae fold M.Dembladm, abost 
the Satren ri ay | thors pena Sleps? 

Pag. He faid fa,you procure him better Affs- 
rance,then Bardelfe : he wold act take his Bond & yours, 
he lik’d noc the Security. 

Fal. Let him bee dama'd hiketheGiton, osy his 
Toogee be hocter,s horfon Achitepbe! ; a Ralcally-yea- 
forfooth-knsue,to beere aGentlemen in hand, end then 








Xinighe) cod be fends exc Sece . Well be may ficep ia 
Securicy. for he hath the horne of A t andthe 
ligheneffe ofhis Wife fhines through ic, and yet cannoe 
eee oe een Comet ere to light him, 


s Bardalfet 
nk: He's gone lave Smichficid to bey your wosthip 


ry 
Fal. Iboughe ham in Peoles,and bee'l buy mee s borfe 
in Smithfield. If] could get mee a wife in the Scewes, I 
ye Necce biegal 
Sia hsiee coon: the Nesblouon that 





Pal, Wan clefed rib oot for isa 


Ser. He wy Lord.bm 
ot Shrewsbury: and(as I besre) is now going with fome 
the Lord fete of Lantafie. 
uit, What to Yorke? Call him becke agnive. 
Ser. Sit Toba Falfieffe. 
Fal. Boy,teMl him,] am desfe, ‘ 
is acters 
am fore to ; é 
Goploche him by the Ethow,Tenaft ee wich 
e ig le 
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the other; and both the De~ 
grees prevent my curfes. Boy? 


rar. Sk. 
Fal. Whee meney is in my purfe > 
Page. Sewen groets,and wo pence, 


Fal, Loon AR chi ion of 
getters 
Go 


the purfe. 
but the difesfe is incureable. this leccer to my 


Loed of Lancafter, this to the Prince, chis to che Earle of 


Weftmertand, end this te old Miftris Uvfale, 


fee the one or th‘ocher pleyes the rogoe with 
toe: Ic iano wsacrer, if do hates hace the series ke 9 
colouc,and my Penfion fhall fceme the more resfonable. 
Agent wit will make vfe of any thing : I will terne dif- 
to commodity. Exeans 
Scena Quarta. 
Rater -trebbpsey Hefty: Mawbr , and 
Lord Bardelft. 
dr.Thas howe yo0 heard our caufes,& kno our Means : 
And ary moft nodle Friends, I pray you all 
Speeke your opinions of our 
And ficft(Lord Marfhail wha: fay you to it? 
Mes. Lael allow the occafion of our Armes, 
Bur gladly would be beccer (atisfied, 


How (in our Meanes ) we fhould sduance our felurs 
To looke with ferhesd bold and big enough 
ioe Power and ore of the King, a 
Hef. Our prefent Mofters grow vpon the 
To Gue sad evenny thotand men of choker: 
And our Supplies, live largely in the hope 
Of great Northombertand woke bofome bernes 
With an incenfed Fire of Iniuries. 
L. Bar. The queftion then(L ord Haflengs)flandeth chus 
Whether our prefent fiue end twency thoefand 
May hold. vp-head, without Northumberland: 
hep. With him, we oe & 
L.Bar. marry there's the point: 
But if without him we be thought co fecble, 
My tud t 18, we Chould noe ftep too farre 
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand. 
For 10 8 Theame fo bloody tac’d,ss this, 
ConieQure, Expefation,and Surmife 
Of Aydes incertaine Should not be sdmirred, 
Arch. Tis very true Lord Bardelfe.for indeed 
Ie was yong Herperre: cafe, at ey, 
L.Bar, Je was(my Lord)who lin’d hienlelfwith hope, 
Eating the syre, on promife of Supply, 
Flatc‘ring himfelfe with Prose of a power, 
Much (mailer, shen the {mallet of his Thoughes, 
And fo with greac imsginarion 
(Proper to mad men ) led his Powers to death, 
Aad (winkong) lesp'd into deftrudion. 
Hef, Bur (ry your lesue)u neuer yet did here, 
To lay downe ti teed formes of hope. 
L. Bar, Yes, if chis prefent quality of werre, 
Indeed the inflane sAion: a caufe on foot, 
Lives fo inhope : Asin am early Spring, 
We fee ch'appearing buds, which to prove fruiee, 
Hope give not fo much werrant, 3 Difpaire 
That Frofts wit! bire chem, When we meane to build, 
We firft (uruey che Ploc,then draw the Modell, 








And when we . 

Then muft we rate che coft of the Eregton, 

Which if we finde our-wenghes Ability, 

What do we then, but draw a-new the Mode 

In fewer offices ¢ Or at leaf, defi 

Te builde at all? Much more, in this grest worke, 
hich és (almof) to pluche » Kingdorme downe, 
fer nother vp thould we f 

The plot of Situstion,and the Modell ; 

Coalar vpsd fore Rasdaton. 


in Figures, 

Vfing the Names of men, inflead of men : 

Like one,that drawes the Modell of s houfe 
Beyond his power te builde it; who(haife through) 
Giues o're, snd lesves his part-created Cot 

A asked fubie& to the Weeping Clouds, 

And ie Ge erclas Winters abel & 

H ff. Grant chat our hopes( yet likely of fai byrth 
Should be Aill-borne : and thar om now poffel i ) 
The vtmoft man of expeétation : 

Ichinke we are a Body frong enough 
(Even as we ore) co equall with the K 

L.BarWhacis che King but five & twenty thoufand? 

Haft. Towsno more : nay not fo mach Lord Bardelf, 
For his diuifions (as the Trmes do braul) 

Ate in three Heads : one Power ageinft the French, 
And one ageinft Glendewer: Perforce a thisd 
Muff take vp ve : So is the wnfirme King 
In three diuided : and his Coffers found 
With hollow Pouerty and Empcineffe. 
ofr. That he thould draw his feuerall ftrengchs togither 
And come agsinft vs in full puiflance 
Need not be dreaded. 
Heft. ithe thould do fo, 
He leaves his backe wnarm’d, the French,end Welch 
Baying him at che hecles : never feste ther. 
LBar, Whos it like thould lead his Forces hither ? 
Heft. The Duke of Lancafter,and Wefimeriend : 
Again the Welth himfelfe, and Harrie Alenmeoush, 
But who is fubfituced ‘gainft the French, 
I have no cerraine notice, 
Anb, Letvson: 
And poblith the occafion of owr Armes. 
The weaich is ficke of cheis owne Choice, 
Thee ouerogreedy love hath (urfecced: 
An habitation giddy, and wnfure 
Heth he chat buildech on the valgas heare. 
O thou fond Many, with what lood appleofe 
Did'(t thou besee heaven with bleffing Balhag brooks, 
Before he was what chou would'ft have him be? 
And being now trmm'd in thine owne defises, 
Thou (beaftly Feeder) art fo full of him, 
That chow prouok ft thy felfe co caft hum ep. 
Se,fo,(chou common Dogge) did ft chou difgorge 
Thy gletton-bofome of the Royall Acherd, 
And now thou would'ft eate thy dead vornit vp, 
Andhow!l'fi to finde it. What truft isin chefe Times? 
They thas when Richard \:u'd,would have him dye, 
Are new become ensmour'd on his grsue 
Thou chat threw'ft duft vpon his goodly head 
When throagh proud London he came fighing on, 
After th‘edmired heeles of Bubng brooks, 
Cei'R now, O Earth, yeetd vs chat King egwe, a 
A 


ae > 
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And take thov this Shear agatha 

““?p to Come, + bef, 1 Profou wef. 
ee seat Sedna bio espe fer oa? 
Hail. Weare Times \ubieQs,and Time bids, be gon. 








Adus Secundus, Scena Prima. 


a 
Eater Hebefewak 1we Officer: Fang, and Suave. 
Hadege. MrFang bave you cared che Adon? 


Fong. lrisemerd 

Hatcfe Wher's yous Yeomen? [sit 8 why yeoman? 
WV all be Aand co it ? 

Fong. Sarrah, where's Suave? 

Holtefe. 1,3,g00dM.Saae.. 

Seare, Heere,heere. 

Fang. Suarc,we mo Accel Suc leben Falfaffe. 

Heft. | good M. Snare! have ences d him sand ail. 

Se. it may chance colt fome ef vs our hues. he wil Aad 

BofleJe. Alasthe day: take heed of him : he flabd me 
sn mune owne houle, and that mof beaflly ; he cares not 

whet mifcheete he doth, ifhis weapon be ou. Hee will 
" Hfoyne hke any diuell, be will ipare nevther man, woman, 
ner childe. 

Fang. If can cdlofe withhim,! care noe for his thruft, 

HalteZe. No,oor } agither ; Ile be at your elbow. 

Fang. Uf Tut Ait hi once if he come bec within my 
Vice. 

Heft. Lam endone with his going: 1 warrant he is an 
infinitive ching vpon my fcore. Good M Fang hold hun 
fure: good M. Saaele: him nox (cape, ne comes continu- 
ently to Py -Cornes (fauing your manhoods xo buy 8 fad- 
dle, and hee ss indised to dinner tothe Lubbars heed in 
Lombardfs cet to M. Saeceshes the Sulkenan.I pra’ye,fince 

Exion is emet'd,and my Cafe fo openly knowa tothe 
world,let him be broughs ia to his anfwer: A too. Maske 
1s along one, for a poore lone woman to beare: & I have 
borne and borne,and borne, and haue bia fub'doff, and 
feb’d-off, from chis day to thet day, that it is 3 Chameto 
be choaghton There is ne honefty in (uch dealing, voles 
a woman fhould be made an Affe and « Beaft, co beare e- 
very Knaues wrong. Eater Falftaffe and Bardetfe. 
Yonder he comes, and char srrent Malmefey-Nofe Bare 
deffo with him.Do your Offices ,do y our offices:M. Fang, 
Ot Mi Saare do me,dome,do me your Offices. 

Fal.How noal whole Mare's dead?what'sthe mates 2 

Fang. Sit Jobe,| arreft you,st the fuicof Mit. Qmsckly. 

Fold. Away Vactlets,dsaw Bardolfe : Curme offs 
Villaines head. throw the Qeeane in the Channel. 

Heft Throw me in the channel? He throw thee there. 
Wik choe?wilt thoutthou bafiardly rogae. Murder, mur- 
der,O thou Hony-fackile villaine wilt chou kill Gods of- 
ficess,sad the Kings? O chow hony-feed Rogue, chow ast 
shenyleed.a cr,andew ellee. 

Falf. Keep chem otf Bardeife. Fang Ace(cu,arefev, 

Heft, Good people bring 2 refeu, Thow wilt notkhou 
wik act? Dodo thou Rogse. Do thou Hempfecd. 

Page spate you Scuilion, you Rempallian, you Fuftil- 
lina: Ue tecke your Cacaftrophe. Ester, Ch Joffe. 

Jaf. What's che suarcer? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 

Heft, Good my Lord be geod tomer, I befeech you 
fiend to ene. 

ChJuft.How cow (ic lobe? Whst are you brauling here? 
Doth chs become your place.your time, snd bufinefic ? 
You fhoeid have bene well on your way to Yorke, 
$cand com nm Fetlow ;wherefore hang’ft vpen him / 
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* Hef. Ohmy moh worthipfell Lord,and's pleafe 
Grace, lam soeete diplieertrwtiog he i ead 
fed at my Suit. Cb. Jaf. Fos vebet femme > 

Hof. 1c 1s more then for fome(my Lord )st is for all: all 
Thewe, be hach eacen ae out of boule and home ; hee hach 
per all my fubftence inco cha fac belly of has; buc 1 will 
eae (ome of u owt egaise, of | will nde thee oNoghes, 
lhe che Mase. 

Faff, I chinke I am as like co rede che Mare, if } have 
any vantege of ground,co get vp. ; 

Cb. ‘laf? How comes this, Sir Jobe? Fy, what aman of 
good temper would endure thus tempelt of exclamation ? 
Ate you not afham’é to inforce 9 poore Widdewe to fo 
tough 3 courfe.co come by her owne ¢ 

Fal. Whats the groffe (umme chat | owe tlec? 

Hoff. Marty (fthou wer't an honeft man hy telfe,& 
the mony too, Thou didit fweare tomee epon s paccell 
gilt Goblet fitcang in my Dolptin.chember ac the round 
table, by a fea-cole fire,oo Wednefdsy in Whiclon week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for hh'ning hieto a fin- 
g°ng man of Windfor; Thou didft (weare to methen(as! 
was bertle, ah wound )to marry me,and make mee my 
Lady thy wi Cant ¥ deny 1? Didnos: goodwife Keork 
the Buichers wife coune in chen,snd cal me goffip Dost: 
£7? comming in co borrow a meffe of Vinegar: ceUing vs, 
the had s good dilh of Prawnes. whereby § did defrero 
catfones whereby I cold chee they were ill for» greene 
wound? And didft not thou (when the was gone downe 
ftaires defire me to be no more familias with fuch poore 
people, faying chat ere long they (hould sil me Madam? 
And did ay not kifle me,and bid mee fetch chee 30.8? J 
put thee now to thy Book-oash,deny it if thou conf? 

Fal, My Lord, chisis a poose med fouleand the yes 
vp & downe the town, thas hee eldeft fon is like you. She 
hach bin in good cafe A the enath is, poverty oAsa- 
ted her s but for chefe foolith Officess, I befeech you, I 
may have redrefle eg aint them. 

Jaf, Sit Lobe, fic lobe.1 acm well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the sue caufe,the falfe way.lc js nos 
aconfiden brow, nor che throng of wordes, thaftome 
with fuch (more then impudent) faweines fiom you, can 
cheat me from a !eucll confidersuion,t know youhs pre 
Etis’d vpon the cahe-yeelding (pizis of this womso, 

Heft. Yerintiothmy Lord, 

laff Prevhee peace: pay ber the debt you owe her, and 
vapsy the villany you haue done her:che one you msydo 
with eclne et ,& she other with currant repentance. 

Fal. My Lord, I will nos endergo this (ncape withoos 
reply. You coll honorable Bo! dene ine Ge: 
Ife man wil curt fe,and fay nothing he is vertvous: No, 
my Lord(your huable dety remebsed)I will not be your 
furor.] fey co you, | defire delu'rence thefe ’ 
being vpon hafl y employment in the Kings Affaires. 

loft. You {peake,os having power to do wrong : But 
anfwer in the effe@ of your Reputation, and (aushe the 
poore woman. 

Falf, Come hither Hofteffe. Eater 0 Gower 

Cb. Ju, Now Males Gower; What newes? 

Gow The King(my Lord) and Hearse Prince of Wales 
Are neete athand: The reft she Paper celles, 

Felf. Aslam a Gentleman. 

Heft, Nay, you {aid fo before. 

Fal. As im aGenileman.Come,ne more words of it 

Heft. By this Heavenly ground | tread on, J mutt be 
faine co pawne both my Plate,end the Tapultry of my dy 
ning Chambers. 

Poff. 
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Fal. GleBer, 7 ap vodironit dere s and for ucsrrecntes IS weer e Cosette ‘ 
walles 3 he lery, of the ie of che » wy Appetice was net Princely 
Paap renee beans hunting in Wererworke, is | got. for (io tioth) I dqnow scmembet the poore Crea. 
worth a thouland of chefe Bed-hangings, sad thefe ii sure, Smell Beese. Ba: indeede thefe humble confiders- 
bitren Tepifiries. Let it be cenae pound (if thou ) | tions make me out of love with my Greanefle. Whar a 
Come, if it were not for chy homors, chereisnor a beser | difgrace is | to me, to remember thy name? Or co kno w 
Wench in England. Go, wath thy face, and drave thy pa te morrow ?Or to take note how many prire of 
AAroa: Come, thow muft not bee in this humour with | Sak ftockings hafle (Viz-thefe,end thofe chat were thy 
me, come, I know thou was't fer on to this. ach-colour'd ones: )Or to beare the Inuenrorie of chy 

Hof. Prevhee (Sis Job )let it be burcwenty Nobles, itts, 80 one for fuperBuity, snd one other, for vfe. Bur 
1 loath ro pewne my Plare.in good earneft Ie. that the Tennes-Court-keeper knowes besser then], fos 

Fal. Levit alone, He make other fhift :you'l bee foot | itiselow ebbde of Linnen with thee, when thou hepr'ft 

not Racket there, 33 thew haf nos done » great while be. 
covfe the ref off thy Low Counties, have made 2 thift co 
eate vp chy Holland. 

Pom, How iil it followes, shetr you heue lsbour'd fo 
hard, you (hould csike foidlely? Tell me how man goed 
yong rae would do fo, their Faehers lying fo be ¢, as 
yours is 

Proo. Shall I cell thee one thing, Paserz ¢ 

Pein Yeu: and bet it be an excellent good thing. 

Prin. Lt thal ferve among wittes of 90 bigher breed. 
ing then thine, 

Porn, Goto: [ ftand che peth of your one ching, that 
yout ell. 

Prim, . Ucell chee, it ls noc peer, that I fhould be 
fod now cay Facher is Hcke : slbeieI could tell co chee (98 
to 00¢ it pleafes me for faalt of s better,to call aay friend) 
I coeld be (ed, and fad indeed too. 

Poor Very hardly,vpon fach a febtect. 

Prin. Thou chink'f me ss ferre in the Divels Bouke, as 
thou,snd Falfaffi, for ob doracie end perfiRtencie. Let the 
enderycheman, Batt tellchte, myhart bleeds inward. 
fy, chat my Faches ia fo ficke2 and keeping fuch vild cormr- 
pany esthou art, hath io reafon taken from ree, all often- 
tarion of farrow. 

Pom. The reafone 

Pron. What would’ft thou chink of me,if I fhold weep > 

Peis, I would thinke chee a moft Princely hypocrite. 

Prem. It would be cuery mans thought ; and thoo art 
a bleed Feitow,re thinke as euery man thmkes = never 2 
mens thought in che werld, keepes the Rode. way betser 
theo thine ¢ every aan would chinke me on Hypocrite in- 
deede. And what accites your aio? worfhipful thoughe 
to thinke fo? 

Poin. adh Danese on haue beene (0 lewde, and fo 
much ingrafted to Palle. 

Pre. And to thee. 

Posse, Nay, } om well fpokes of, I can heace ts with 
mine owne eeres:the wort chas chey can (ay of re ie,hat 
Jam sfecond Brother, and chet Tam a proper Fellowe of 
ony hands : and thofe cwo things I coofefie 1 capot belpe. 
Looke,looke,here comes Berdolfs. 
| Prince. Andthe Boy that I gaee Laifdfe, he hed bim 

from me Chriflian,and (ce if the foe villain haus oot Gens 
form'd him Ape. 
































full. 
Hof. Well. you fhall houe ic although I pawne my 
Gowne. thope 00 come tm Supper. You'l pay me al- 






rogether ? . 

Fal. Will T live? Go with her,withher : asoke-on. 
hooke-on. 

Hof. Will youhaue Doll Teave foees meet you at fup- 

ec? 

Fal, No more words Let's houe her. 

Cb. laff. True heard biccer newes. 

Fel What'sthe n¢wes (my good Lord?) 

Coin. Where lay che Regi night? 

Mef. AcBafingltokem . 

Fal, Lhope (my Lord )all's well. What ts che newes 
wy Lord? 

Cb. loft, Comoe all his Forces backe? 

Mf. No. Fifteene hundred Foot fue hundred Rosfe 
Ace march’d vp to my Lord of Lancsfter, 

Again Northumberiand.and the Archbifhop. 

Fal, Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? 

Ch.Inft. You thall have Leccers of me prefemty. 
Come.go slong with me, good M. Cewrs 

Fal. My Lord. 

Cb.luff. Whar's the marcer? 

Fal. Mafter Gowre, thail T encreace you with awe to 
dinner ? 

Gow. Lenwht waite vpon my good Lord heere. 
Ithanke you, good Sir /ohn, 

Ch tat, Sit loba you loyter here too long being yoo 
ercto take Souldiers vp, in Councrics as you go. 

Fal. Will you fup with me, Mailer Gowre? 

. What foolith Mafter taught you thefe man- 
ners, Sit John? 

Fal, Mafter Gower, if they become mee oor, hee was 2 
Foote thar caught them mee, This is the right Fencing 
grace (cay Lord) top for tap,end fo pars fare. 

Ch.Jaf Now the Lord lighten thee, thou act «great 
Foote. Exenss 

























































































































































~ Scens Secunda. 






Emer 

Bar. Sane your Grace. 

Prin. And gours,rooft Noble Bandai, 

Pe. Come you pernitious Affe,you bafhfull Foole, 
maf you be bluthi ? Wherefore bluth you new ? whas 
a Maidenly man Hal ase voubecome > Isitfuchs 
macter to ger o Powile-pots Maiden-head / 

. He call’d me ceen cow (my peer gtr a red 
Lasuce, end I could difcemeno part of his face ri 
window: 


Eater Prince Heory, Peins., Bordoife, 
od P 










Prin, Treft me, Lam exceeding weery. 

Poin, Ist come co thei? I had chough: weatines dart 
oot have erech’d one of fo high blood. 

Pria. Ie doch me: ¢ i difcolours the complexion 
of ny Gresinefie to acknowledge it. Dothitnor thew 
vildely in me, to defire {mall Beere? 

Peis. Why,a Prince thould nor be fo lookely ftudied, 
































Pape. 
beer dots 

Price. A Crownes-worth of good Inerpretation : 
These it is, Boy. 

Poem. O thst this good Blofflome coald bee kept from 
Cantkers : Well,chere is fix pence to prefeyue thee. 


Bard, \f yee donct make him be hang’d ameng you, 


saad <rakdeaaperparste sien Se 
Prase. Acd how doth chy Maher, Berdelph ? 
Ba, Wel. ay good Lord: he beard of yoor Graces 


cpa Sereda There's a Lewrer for you. te 
Marelernas, pour Mofter? 
Bard. tnbeodily heakh Sir. 


Peis, Marry, the immortall pert needes a Phyfaisn 


bun cher moses not him : thacbee ficke, iedyce 


sot, 
Prisca, 1 do allow this Wento bee es familias wich 
roars et | scarlaeaais lates for leoke you 


Pen.Late. len fF. : (Eecrymen muft 
know that.2s oft as Re techies sane use 
ardegrraydeagrahfriany hnylindect, ‘cgi Lege 
ee ee ee of the kings 
file. comes that ( {ayes he) thet cakes vpon 


bim notte conceise? che enfwer is as ready a9 8 
ed.cap : I amche Kings poore Cofin, Sic. 

Prince. Nay, they willbe kin co vs,bee they wil ferch 
ie from Japhet. Bacto the Lecter: ——Sir leben Falfoffe, 
Katghe, othe Sonne of the King, neeroft bis Fasher, Earrie 
Prince 


Pein. Why this is s Certificace, 

Prin. Peace. 
fooell inmatate the becssrable Rempaines in brenteie. 

Peis. Sure be mesnes in breath: (hart. winded. 
( commmred mee te rhe , I thes and [ leaue shee, Bee 


Prin. Thee’sto make hie onte cwenry, 

Bux do you vfe me ches Ned? Mult I your Sifter? 

Pom. Mey che Weach haveno work ‘ 
neues (sid fo. 

Prin, bad irclauer tol sn prierogs ieataao 
the fpiries of the wife fit in che clouds,and mocke vs : Js 
your Mafter heere in London ? 

Berd, Ves wy Lord. 

Priv. Where fappes be? Dosh che old Bore, feede in 
the old Franke? 

Bard. As the old piece my Lord, in Beft-cheape. 
Pris, Wha 2 


Page. Ephefens ay the old Church. 
Prin, Sep amy wromen with bien? 


P . Nove my PS 
Def ° 
Pre. What Pagen may that be? 


Shall we ficale vpon chem (Ned) ot ? 
Hhansehost rapeetry fare follow you. 
Prin. 3i 5 ardaioh, BO wore te 

Mefies that Tenge la Towne. ur 

There's for yous filence. 
Bar. Theue no tongee, fr. 
Page. And for minc Sir.1 will gouerne ke. 
Pre. Fare ye well: go. 

This Del Teare- feces thould be fome Rode, 


was louts cafe. From 2 Prince.to a Prentice,s low trent. 
formation, ther thall be mine: for in cucry thing the pos. 
pole anf weigh with the folly. Follow me Nod Bxcom 


Scena T ertia. 


Bscor Nerthamberlacd hes Ladic pad Harvie 
Percie: Ladie, 


Gior an even way saat sasgh Alen 
Puc not you on the vifage of the Times, 
And be like them to Percie, 


Do ’ 
Wife) my Honor is at pewne, 
Aad bas my goin ‘ 
Ls. Oh yet,for beowens 


ec, 
To feeme likehim. So that in Speech, ia Gate, 
In Diet, ia Affeftions of delighe, : 
In Milisarie Rules, Humorsof Blood, 
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He was the Maske sad Glaffe, Coppy,and Beo 
That fathion'd others. And tim, O wondrous! him, 


Did feeme defeafible: fo you left him. 
Newer,O neuer doe bis Ghoft the wrong, 
Teo bold your Hones more precife sad ace 
With #,then with hin, Let chem alene : 
The Martha! aod che Asch-bi are Rrong. 
Had my {weet Hatry had but halfe ches Numbers, 
Today migh« 1 (banging 00 Herfavs Neche) 
Haue tath’d of «Af exmoath's Grove. 
Nereh. Bethrew yoor hesrt, 
(Fase heer) you doc draw any Spirits from me, 
With new tung socent Over-fighes, 
Bast | moft got,and meet wich Danger there, 
Or t veil feeke me in soother place, 
And finde me worfe prouded. 
ow fe. O flye co Scouland, 
Tall chat che Nobles,and che ered Commons, 
Have of their Puiffance made a little talte, 
Lady. If they get ground, and vantage of the King, 
Thea royne yoo with chem, like a Ribbe of Steete, 
Teo make Scrength Rronger. But.for all our loues, 
Firft lec chem trye themiciues. So did your Sonne, 
He was (0 faffer d, fo came 13 Widow 
And ncoer thal) have length of Life enoegh, 
Terane vpon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 
Thac it nay grow,and (prowess high 25 Heaven, 
Bor Recordation co my Noble Husband, 
Nerth.Come,come,go in with me:‘tis with ny Minde 
As with che Tyde, fweil’d vp enzo his height, 
Thar makes a ftill-fland running neyther way. 
Faine woe)d | goe to meet the Arch-bifhop, 
Ba am and Reafons hold me backe. 
I will sefolue for Scotiand. there om i, 
Tit Tume sad V antage crase my company. 




























Exruni 


Scens Quarta. 





Eater two Dewwers 
















1. Drawer, Wharhsft shou broaghr there? Apple- 
ecg Thou know fi Sie Jobe cannoc endure sn Apple 
. Draw. Thou fay’ true: the Prince once fet e Dith 
of Apple. Johns before him, and told bam there were fuse 
more Sit Jebns - and puting of ins Hat,faid,] will now 
take my lene of thefe fue dne, round, old-onther'd 
Kmights, 10 anger’d him co the heart; but bee hach for- 

chaz. 


¢. Draw. Why then couer, aod fer chem dewne : and 
fee sf thou canfi finde ow Savekes Noyfe ; Miftris Teare- 
paver would farne hase forme Mufique. 

3. Drew. Sirha, heere will be che Prince, and Mafler 
Peatsanon ; and chey will pet on two of our lerkans, 
and Apreos, and Sir sabe not know of =: Bardelpb 
hach werd, 

8. Dvem. Thenhere wilbeeld ts = will been en- 


ceflent Arecagem. 


The fecondT ert of King Henry the Fourth. 





no Swaggeress heere. 





a. Dram Nic fee sf | conhndeow Suse, §=— Ext. 
Eater Heftcfe, and Del, 





Hef. Swent-hear, me chinkes now you efe in an ex- 
cellent good cemperalicie : your Palfidge besces as es. 
traerdinerily, as heart 6 defire ; and your Colour 
(1 werram you) is ss red os any Rofe: Bux have 
érenke coe mach Cananes, and nas teuredloas fear 
chong W ine ; end it perfumes the blood, exe wee can fay 
wha's cha. How doe you new ? 

Ded. Bevses chen | was: Hem. 

Hef Why chat was weil (sid : A good heart's worth 
Gold, Loeke,here comes Sit /eba. 


Emer Falifieffe. 


Falf. when Arther fofl m Camt—(enptie the locdan) 
and wa awerthy Keng. How vow Mifins Del? 

Hel? Sick of aCalme : yea,good-footh. 

Fall?. So wall her Soft : if they be once bos Calne, 
they sre fick. 

Del Youmuddie Rafcall,is that all the comfort you 


me ? 

Felf, Youmnake fat Rafcalls,M iftris Def 

De, | moke them? Ghsttenee and Difeales make 
them, I make them not. 

Feif. VW che Cooke make the Giutt onie, you belpe ro 
make the Difesfes (Def) we catchof you (Ded) we catch 
of yeu: Gram that,my poore Verve, grant shet, 

Del \mearry.cer .and oor Jewels. 

Fal Your Brooches, Pearles, and Owches : Ferve 
ferue brovely,is to come halting of : you know,to come 
off che Breach, with bis Pike bent bravely, end ce Serge- 
re bravely ; to venture vpon ihe cherg d-Chembers 
brouely. 

Hof. Why chess the olde fathion : you rwo newer 
meee, but you fall 10 fame di{cord: you sre bath (im 
geod rroth) as Rheumake as two dre T oftes, you can. 
not one besre wah anothers Confirmities. What the 
good-ycre? One molt Deare, and that maft bee you. 

ow are the weaker Veffcll ; 29 uhey fay, the ermpurr 
effell. 

Det. Cann weske emptie Veffell besre fuch a huge 
fell Hoge-head # There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdews-Scuffe in hams have not feene a Hulke 
berter Aufft inthe Hold. Come, Ite be friends wnh thee 
lerke Thos ert going to the Warres. ond whether | 
fhall ewer fee chee dgune, or 00, there is no body 
Cares. 

Estee Drawer. 


Drane. Sit, Ancicat Pille8. is below , and would 
(peake with yes. 
ing Refceli, lec him wor 


Det. Hong him, (waggeri 
come hither. 10 18 the foule-mouth'dA Ragee ie fing 


land. 

* Heft. 1f hee (owagger, let him noe come here = I mult 
True amongft my Neighbers, Ile ne Sw : bow 
in good neme, and fame, with the very deft: fine the 
degre, chere cames 00 Sw. o heere - I howe nor 
lin'd all chis while, to have {weggermg vow: thot the 
doore. I 

Fait POA thew heare Hoftefie ? 
thot Pray you pecifie yous felfe(Sis fabs hese comes 


raft.De'n 














was baal agoe thea W: 

Seb ats hee;) Mafter Dembe,car Minifer, wes by 

’ then; oe oka coca a tiNaei ace’ | ite 
cee pled hee regen (eb) youre 

hee faid fo,1 can cell whereupon: youere 
aa hone Woman, and weil ttt 

Paes what Gaefts you receives (ayes hee) ne 

riled tei plac You 


an mid bike you you to heare what bee (aid. No, ile no 


Sw 

Foe. Hers no Swaggere(Hofiec:) tome Chem, 
hee: you may Aroske him es gently, es o Puppie Gery- 
boand: hee will not (wagger wich a Berberie Henne, if 
her feathers rume bscke in any thew of reGftence. Call 


ee 
bef. Cheater. on hicn ? 3 will berre no hone 
man my houfe, aoa bur 3 doe ant Jove fi 
Sa 
we I e: looke you, warrant 
Dal. So you doe, Holteffe. Ne 


Bef. Doe i? yosin very wath doe] St weeea AF 
pee Leafe : I cannot ebide Swaggerers. 


Boxer Piffel acd Berdolph and bus Bey. 


Poff. “Save yoo, Sir fobs. 


Welcome P. cheege 
you the Capo Suc: Soe you urge peo ms 


Pf. 1 will difcharge vponber (Sir fobs) with two 
__ alt. Shem Piltellpeook (Si) you hal badly of. 


arg Come, lle drinke no Proofes,nor a0 Bullets : I 
eg ae ta a 


Pf. cee ae 1 will mA 
you. : 


Chappes,if yoo 
you Boule-Ale Arekersetearedrn lugier,you. 
Since when, iy yosvere whas, with two Points on 
your thowlder ? eaach. 

Pf. i will muscher your Raffe,for this: | 

Hot No,good Copraine Patel : vot here, fwreete 


Del. Captaine? shou sbhonmnable damn'd Chester, 
milan ieesinrreae sobecall’'d Copraine? If Copcaines 
rity ¢ minde, they would trunchien you owt, for ta- 
hing their Name s vpon you, before you have cara’ them. 
You s Captsine? you flewe,for what > for tearing a poote 
Whoers Rufe tn s Bawdy- ‘houfe? Hee aC aine? hang 
him Roepe, hee lives vpon mouldie hew'd-Proiries, aod 
dry'de Cakes. A Captsine ? Thefe Villeines will make 
the word Captaing odious : Therefore Capsines hed 
neede !ooke to it. 


. tothe [afernall 


Zaft. chee hicher 
PR. Nocl: Tce chee mbes, Cerpersll Banda, 
could sense her: Le be reneng'é on her. 


"Prey chee goe downe. 
> Ile fee her dema'd firfi: co Piase’s demeld 


Deepe, where and Toscures vilde 
elfo. Hold Hooke end Line, fay I : Downe: downe 
i x gst Faces: wee not Afwen here? 

Piss sete foots od be quiet, ic ts very lace; 
you now, sggraucer your Choler. 
Pf. Thefe be ~brtel ee Mucoes indeede. Shall Pack. 
reseereceh ie ttt 'd lades of AGe,which can- 
not t friar with Cefar, and 
wits Caniballajand Trolan Greches> ns pooh toe 
thea with Cerberus and let che roere: thal) 
wee fall foule for Toyes ? 


Mei By my troth Capeaine, chefe are very bine: 


"ed Be gene, goed Ancient : this will grow to a 
Brawie enon. 
Pf. Die mea.uke Doggen gles Crownes le Planes: 
Have we not Heres here 
write Oam srer Cupislos ein'ceccet tack Wasa 
a 


eve fermen, 

No, ec che Fi ioe fre: 
Give me fome Sock : and Sweet-heere lye thos chere 
Come wee co full Poincs here, end are of corrd’s noe 


ching ? 

Fal. Piftel,| would be 

Pill Sereee Keighe,1 hide voy Nealfes whee) wee heue 
Geene the fouen Scecres. 

Del. Threft hiea downe Aayres, I cannot endure fach 
a Faftisn Rakeil. 

Pf. Tisey tee dommes Lagres toe ate Oat Cater 


reste like  thoue 
| ieee ) (peake nothings bee 


Berd. Comes oa downe Rayres. 
Pf. Whee? wee have apa bamdpriew? 
brew ? chen Death rocke me peabeid 
dayes: then let grrevous, EE Hi. ating Wonnd 
veeniaue Sifters stneei Cathe : 

arg Here's good ftuffe se ala 

Fal, Get you downe 

Heft. Here's a goodly resi He forfweace keeping 
houle, before Ile Hebe in chefeticrits,end frights. So: Mus. 
ther I aebgepile , par vp your aaked Wes- 

naked 

Ppa. Lprahec fuk bean the Rafcall bb gone: ab, 
you whorfan little valiane Villnine you, 

Heft. Ace you not hart i'ch’Groyne ? ae thought hee 
made a threwd Thruft at your Belly. 

Fadl, Have youturn'd him onc of doores ¢ 

Bard. YesSir: the Rafcall’s drunke: you heve bart 

bi (Sir) inthe thoulder. 

Fal. A Rafcall co brave me. 

Del. Ab,you (weet licgie Rogue, you : alas, eee 
how thou (wear'ft ? Come, let roe wipe tby 
on,you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue,| touschee ‘Thee 


act 


84 


ect as valorous as Helter of Troy, worth five of Agamrer 
nea, ond tenne times better then the nine Worthies: sh 


Fal. Arafcally Sleve, 1 will coffe the Rogue ins Bleo- 
Del. Dee, if thou dat’A for thy heart: if thou doo'ft, 


The canmas thee betweene  psire of Sheeves. 
Enter (Mafigue. 
P The Mufique is come, Sir. 
Akotiah bogging Shor tha Rogue od Goencae Khe 
uick. fives 


Del, And thou followd'ft him Tike 8 Charch: thou 
whorfen lire tydie Bertholme w Bore-pigge,when wilt 
thou lesue fighting on dayes,and foyning on sights, snd 
begin ce perch vp chiac ald Body for Heswen? 


Eater the Prince and Poines disguit d. 


Fal. Peace (goed Del) doe not {peske like a Desths- 
head: doe not bid me remember mine end. 

Dol. Sirthe, what humor is the Prince of? 

Fal. A good (hallow young fellow ; hee would hane 
made a good Pantler, hee would have chipp'd Bread 
well. 

Del. fay Porars hath a good Wit. 

Pal. Hlipipeas Wil hang him Baboone.his Wit is 
as thicke as Tewksburie Meftard : there is no more con- 
ceit ia him, then is ine Mallet. 

Del. Why doch the Prince love him (0 then ? 

Fal. Becaufe ther esere both of abigneffe: snd 
hee playes st Quoics well and estes Conger and Fennell, 
and drinkes off Candles ends for Flep-dragons,end rides 
the wilde. Mare with the Boyes,and iumpes vpoo loyn’é- 
Rooles. and {weares with s good grace, and wesrer his 
Boot very {mooth, hike vo the Signe of the Legge; and 
breedes nobace with telling of difcreece Rones: and fech 
other Gamboll Facolzies hach, thee thew a weeke 
Minde,and an able Body for the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himfelfe is fuch snother : che 
weight of an hayre will turne the Scales betweene their 
Haber -de -pois 

Prace. Would not this Nave of s Wheele have his 
Eares cut off? 

Pom. Letvs beat him before his Whore. 

Priace. Looke, if the wither’d Elder hach not his Pell 
claw’d like a Perrot. 

Pom. Init soc flrange, that Defire fhould fo meny 

eeres out-line performance ? 

Fel. Kifle me Dol. 

Prence. Saturee 000 Vea this yeere in Coalunfion? 
What fayes the Almensck to chat ? 

Pom, Aad looke whesher the fierse Trogon, his Man, 
be not lifpmng co his Matters old Tables, bis Note-Booke, 
nis Councell-heeper ? 

Fal, Thow do'ft give me flatt’ring Boffes. 

De. Nay truely, 1 kiffe thee with a moft coaftsnt 
heart. 

Fal. Tam olde, | am olde, 

Dol, Lowe thee berter,then I loue crea feurule yeang 
Boy of them all. 

Pal. What Stuffe wilt thou hewe a Kirtle of ? 1 thall 
receiue Money on Thorfdsy: thou fhalt hauc a Cappe 
to morrow, A merne Song, come : it growes late, 


a 
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wee will to Bed, Thou wilt forget me, when J} am 
gone. 

oc thas coer dre ny Cae Ndfate, l'ohy 

cue ewer elfe till 
cee: ell beakin'the 2. ee 

Pal. Some Sack, Francis. 

$om.Peia. Anon,snon,S$ic. 

Fal. Ha? 2 Baftard Sonne of che Kings? And art nec 
thoe Peas, his Brother ? 

Prince. thou Globe of finfull Cominenes, whet 
a Life do’ft thou lesd ? 

Fal. A better then thon: Iams Gentlemenshos srt 
a Drawer. * 

Proce. Very trae, Sit : and] come to draw you 
by che Eares. aki 

Heft. Ob, che Lord preferwe thy Groce: Wet 
come to London. Now bleffe thet fwene Face 
of thine: whet,sre you come from Wales? 

Fal, Thou wherfon mad Compound of Moieftie: by 
this light Fleth,and corrupt Blood, thou ast welcome, 

Dot. How? you fat Foole,! feome you. 

Pom. My Lord, hee will drive you out of your re- 
Sere een omen ae if you take aot the 


Prieee, You whorfon Candle-myne how vildly 
did you fpeake of me even now, bechars this heashote. 
tuous,civill Gentlewoman ? 

se Ons on your good heart, and fe thee is by 


my trot 

Pal. Pe, eee 

Prince, Yes: and yor knew me,as yor did when 
ranne away by Gads-hill ; ccukace Daniel sca bak. 
and {poke it on purpofe,ta erie my patience. 

Fal. No,no,no: not fo: 1 did cot thinke, thee waft 
grecthigy 

Prince. 1 hall deine you then to confe6e che witfull 
abufe, and then | know bow to hendle yoo. 

Fal. No abufle (Hall) on mine Honor,no ebutle. 

Prince. Nox co difprayfe me? end call nee Pancies, snd 
Bread-chopper, and J know not whet ¢ 

Fal. No abule(Hal. ) 


Pein. No sbole? 
Fal. No wbufe( Ned) io the World: honeft Med none. 
I difprays'd him the Wicked, thas che Wicked 


might not fall in lowe with hie: In which doing, I have 
done the part of « carefull Friend.and s true Subset, and 
thy Facher 1s co gine me chenkes for it. No ebufe (Hal -) 


none (Ned) none ; no pene, 
Preece. Seenow pere Fesce,end entire Cow 
ardife, doch net make thee this vertuous Genele- 


woman,to clofe wich vs? Is (hee of the Wicked ? Is thine 
Hofteffe heere, of che Wicked 2 Or is the Boy of che 
Wicked ? Or honeft Berdelp (whole Zeale burnes in his 
Nofe) of the Wicked? 

Pein, Anfwere thos dead Elme,enfwere. 

Fal, The Fiend hath pricke downe Barde/ph ireecoue- 
rable, aod his Face is Lacsfers Priuy-Kuschoa, where bee 
doth nothing buc roft Maalc-Wormes : for che Boy, 
there ita good Angell about him, but the Deuill oas- 
bids him too, 

Prince. Fotthe Women? 

fal, Forone of them, thee is ia Hell siseadie, and 
burnes poore Soules : for the ocher, 1 owe her Mo- 
ney ; snd whecher thee bee demn'd for cha, | knew 
not. 

Heft. No,] warrant you. 
Pal. 














for chat. Marry, there 1s another JediCiment vpoo thee, 
for faffering Beth co bee carea im thy boule, concrary to 
the Law, for the whch | chinke thou wik howle. 

Pet. Ail Vidluallers doe fo, Whee 1s 0 loyne of 
Murcon,or won a whole Lene? 

Prece. Vou,Genclewomen, 

Ded. What {ayes your Grace ? 

Fei. tse Grace fayes thet, which his Acth rebelie 


Hef. Who knocks fo lowd a¢ doore? Looke to the 
doore there, Presrss ? 


Esser Pose. 


Prine. Pao, how now ? wher newes + 

Pas. The King, your Farher,ts oc Weftminfler, 
Aad there sre rwentie weake and wearied Poftes, 
Come from the North : and as I came slong, 
3 enet,snd over-tooke a doz en Copraines, 
Bere-headed, (weaning knocking at che Tswernes, 
And asking exery one for Sir /obn F elfaffe. 

Prince. By Heaven (Peines)i feele me much to blame, 


aad wee andl hence, aod leaue ic vapicht, Mere 
knocking at the doore? How now ? wha:'s the ma- 


? 
“Bed. You moft sway to Court,Strprefeniy, 


tans. Sirrha T farewell Hoftefe, 
frewell Del. You fee (7 goed Wenches) how men of 

: the vndeferver may fleepe, when 
the rnan of 1 call'd on. Farewell good Wenches: 
WI be not fear away pofte, I will fee you agsine, ere I 


ool; Vicaaaek (eile = of my heare bee not resdie 
alae a (facete larke) have a care of thy 


Palf. Farewell, farewell. Exi. 

Filet Well, fare thee weil: 1 have knowne thee 
thefe cwenrsie nine come Pefcod-nme. bet an 
hencher , end trucr-hearted man-——- Well, fare chee 
weil. 


Fleff. 
Bard, Bid Mfiris Teare-fooet come co my Mafler. 
Hef. Ohcanne Del, reane : ranne, good Ded. 

, Eun, 





Adus Tertius. Scena Prima. 





Eater rhe K ug wish a Page. 


Kéwg Goe,catl che Earles of Surrey and of Warwick : 
Bus ere chey come.bid therm ore-reade thefe Letcers, 
Aad well confides of them: make good(peed.  Exw. 





The fecond Part of K eng Eenry the Posrth. 85 
Fd. No,! chnke thow art not: J chinke chow ere quit , How many ao 















of ay 
Are ac this howre eflecpe ? O Sleepe,O gencie Sleepe 
Nateres fof Nerfe, how have I frighted thee, 
That chow no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe, 
Aad feepe my pene raed ? 
Whe rasher (Sleepe in fmoakie Cribs, 
Vpon vneshie Pallods firecchang chee, 
Aod huitht with buffing Night, Ayes co thy (umber, 
Then in the perfum'd sof che Great? 
Vader the Canopies of coftly Stete, 
And lull'd with founds of fweeceft Melodie ? 
O thou Selon eta eo with the vide, 
In low Beds,and the Ke Couch, 
A Watch-cafe,or acommon ee ? 
Wil thou, pon the high and giddie Malt, 
Seale vp the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Sraines, 
Jo Cradle of che rude imperious Serge, 
And in che vifiestion of the Windes, 
Who cake the Reffian Bitllowes by the top, 
Curlicg cheir monRroos heads,and hanging chem 
With | Aaa Clammors in che flipp'ry 
That with che hurley, Death st felt cwakes ¢ 
Cant chou (O partiall'Sleepe) give chy Repefe 
To che wet Sea-Boy in an houre fo rude: 
And inthe calmeft,and moft Ailleft Night, 
With al] epphances, and meanes co boore, 
Deny it cos King ? Then happy Lowe,lye downe, 
Vaneafie lyes che Head that wearess Crowne. 


































Ester wareuky and Survey. 
Wer, Many -motrowes co your Maieftie, 
Kiog. Is ie -morrow, Lords ? 
wer. "Tis Ones Clock, end paft, ore 
ing, Why then dampaealies to you alll or 
tase tou ad o’re the Leteers chat t {ent ae ; 
wer, We have (vy Liege.) 
Kag Then you perenive the Body of our Kingdome, 
How foule it 19 : whar ranke Difesfes grow, 
And wich whac danger, neere the Heart of 1? 
war. ic bat asa Body,yer diftemper'd, 
Which co bis former flrength may be reflord, 
With good aduice,and lneche Medicine : 
My Lord Nerrbusberiand will foone be cool’d, 
on Sate Heaven,hat one might read the Book of Face, 
And fee the revolution of the Times 
Meke Mouncsines levell,and the Contineng 
(Weare of folide firmenetfe eft it felfe 
Into the Sea : and other Times, to fee 
The beachie Girdle of the Ocesn 
Too wide for Nepremes hippes ; how Chances mocks 
And Chenges file the Ceppe of Alreracioa 
With diwers Liquors, Tis not cenne yeeres gone, 
Since Rechard,and Nerthumberland, great fnends, - 
Did feaf cogether ; and in two yeeres sitet, 
Were chey at Warres. Ic 1s bur enghe yeeres fince, 
This Percd was the man, necreft my Soule, 
Who, like s Brother, toyl'd in ary Affeices, 
And layd his Love and Life vnder any foot: 
Yea,for my fake even to the eyes of 
Gove him defiance. But winch of you wes by 
(You Coefin Newl,as | may remember) 
When Reehar d,with his Eye, brim-full of Teares, 
(Then check'd,and rered by Mert 
Did (peste chefe words (now prou'd s Prophecie:) 
Nerthumbertand chou Leader by the which 
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gh then, Heaven knowes, I had no fech intent, 
a that necefficie fo bow'd che State, 
Thar lend Greacneffe were compell’d to kiffe:) 
The Time thall come (thes did hee follow it) 
The Time will come,that foule Sinne gathering bead, 
Shall breske eo al Gg : fo went oa, 
Fore-telling this {ame Times Condicion, 
And the diuifion of our Amitie. 
War. There is a Hiftorie in all mens 
Figering the nseore of the Times decees‘ds 
which obfera'd, 8 man may prophecie 
With a neere ayme,of the maine chance of things, 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seedes 
And weake beginaings lye entresiured : 
Such chings become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neceffarie forrae of this, 
King Richard might creacea perfeQ s 
Tee eat Ni Jand, then 6l{c ro hie, 
Would of thac Seed, grow to s greater falfeneffe, 
Which fheuld oot finde a ground to roote vpon, 
Valeffe on you. 
King. Are thefe chings chen Necefficies? 
Then lec vs meete them like Neceffities; 
And that fame word,euen now cryts out on ¥6r 
They (ay ,the Bifhop and Norrbunberiaed 
Are Ktboufend rong. 
war, le cannot be (my Lord:) 
Remor doth double,like the Voice,end Eccho, 
The numbers of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace 
To goe to bed, vpon my Life (my Lord 
The Pow'rs thas you slveadic haue fens : 
Shall bring chis Prize in very eafily. 
To comfort you the more, } haue receia'd 
A. carteime inftance, chat Glavdsar is dead, 
Your Maiefire hath,beene this fors-nighs ill, 
And thefe enfeafon'd bowres pesforce mult edde 
Vato your Sickneffe, 
King. \ will cake your counfaile : 
And were chefe inward Warres once out of hand, 
Wee would (deere Lords) vmo the Holy- Land, 
Eacew. 





Scena Secunda. 





Later Shalew and Silence: wet Afenidse Shadow , 
Wart, Feeble, Bub-calfe. 


Shal. Come-oa,come-on,come-on, give mee your 
Hand.Sis, givemee your Hand,Sic: an gorly Ritrer,by 


the Rood. And how doth my good Coufin Silence f 
Sil. Good-mmorrew good Coufin Shaken. 
Sal. And how my Coulin, your Bed-fellow 2 


and your faiseft Daughter, and mine, my God-Deaghner 
Elea! 

Sil Ales,a blocke Ouzell (Coulin Sha8en.) 

Shal. By yee end ney,Sir, 1 dere fay my Coulin Wilkie 
is become 3 good Scholler ? hee is os Oxford fill, is hee 
po? 

Sil. Indeede Siv,10 my coh. 

Shal. Hee moft then co the tnnes of Court thercly 1 1 
was ovce of Clements inne, where (1 thinke) they will 
talke of med Sheow yer. 


Sal. 1 was cali'd any thing: and [would hare done 
any ching indeede 100.and roundly too There was!, and 
liccle Joba Dost of Scaftordthire, and blache Ceorge Bare, 
and France Peck-bone ond will Squele a Cot-fol-mnan, yo:s | 
had not foare fech Swindge-bucklers in all the Innes of 
Court sgaine: Aad I may {sy to you, wee kaew wher: 
the Bewa-Redba's peg | bad the bef? of them all a; 
commandement, Then wos lathe Falffeffe(now Sis lobe ) 
Phd , and Page to Themarc Mowbray, Duke of Nox . 

€. 


Sel. This Sir Jobe (Coufin) that comes hither anon - 
boue Souldiers ? 

Shal. The {ree Sir labo, the very Came : 1 faw hic, 
breake ‘s Head at the Court-Gare, when bee we: 
a Crack not thos high : and the very fame day dia I figh : 
With one Sarapfon Stock-fyh, s Freicerer, bchinde Geyer. 
Inne. Ob che mad deyes thas I have {pent ! and to &2 
hew many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead ? 

Sil. Wee thall all follow (Couhn.) 

Shal, Cersines ‘ts certainc: vecy ure, very fure : 
Death ts certaine to all, all fhall dye. Howe good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Fayre? 

Sil. Truly Coufin,! was not chere, 

Shel. Deach is certaine. 11 old Danb&c of your Torwe 
luing yee? 

Sd Dead,Sir. 

Sha! Dead? See, fee: heedrew a good Bow : andi 
dead? hee fhot a fine thoote. Jobe of Gaunt lowed 
him well, and bewed much Money on tis head. Dead? 
hee would hauc clapt tn che Clowr at I wetue-fcore snd 
carryed you 3 fore-hand Shaft at fourcteene, and fourc- 
ceene onda halfe, chat ie would haue done 4 mins beast 
good to fec. Howa (core of Ewes now? 

Si. Thereafter as they be: a (core of good Ewes 
ray Oe worth tenne fe 

Shal. And is vide Dowbie dead? 


Emer Bardelph and bus Bez. 


SU. Here come two of Sit Jobe Falfaffe: Meo (es I 
chinke ) 

Sbal. Good-morrow,honeft Gentlemen. 

Bard, i befeech you, which 1s laltice Shafine ? 

Sbal. 1am pas teareica oore Efquire of chia 
Countie, andone of the Kings offices of the Peace: 
What bs your geod plesfure with we? 

Bard. My Ceptaine (Sit) commends hire to you. 
my Captaine,Sit Jobe Falfeffe 9 call Genclemsn, end s 
mo gallant Leader. 

Shai, Hee grcetes me well: (Sir) I knew him 
good Back-Sword-man How doth the good Knight ? 
may | aske.how my Lady his Wife doth? 

Bard. Sit,pardon : a Souldrer is better eccommode- 
ted, then with a Wife, 

Shal. 1c 1s well (ad,Sis; and itis well (sid, indeede, 
too: Bereer accommodated? it is good, yea indeede is 
ix good phrafes are (urely,and every where very com- 
mendable. Accommodared , comes of Accowmmede : 
very good, » good Phrafe, 

a Pardon, Sir, | have heard the word. Phrafe 
call you ic? by this Day, 1 know not the Phrafe : ber 
I will mainsaine che Word wih my Swerd, to brea 
Souldser-tike Word, and a Word of exceeding good 
Command. Accommedsted . thet 1s, whea s man be 
(00 they fey) accommodsred: of, when amen 1s, bang 

whereby 











whereby he thoughs ro be accormmodated, which isan 
eacelienc ching. 


Ene Faihefe. 


Shal. Icis very heft 1 Looke, heere comes good Sit 
Seba, Gne me your hand, give me your Worfhips good 
hand : Treft me, you looke well : andbeare your yeares 
very well. Welcome.good Sit Jobe, 

Fal. 1am giadco flee you well, good M. Robert Shai- 
low: Mofter Sure-cardas I think? 

Shal. No fic Lebe, it 18 my Cofto Sdewce : in Corarmifh- 
on with rece. 

Fal. Good M. Silence, it well befies y ou fhould be of 


she c ° 
if. Voor good Worlhip is welcome. 
Bal Bye, thisss hoc weather (Genslemen) heue you 
provided me heere halfe a dozen of (uffissent men? 
Shal, Marry have we fir: Will you fn? 
Fal. Let oe fee them, I befeech you. 
Shal. Where's the Rollz Where's the Roll? Where's 
the Roll? Let me fee, let me fee, let me ee : fo,f0,fo,fo: 
ea marry Sir Rapbe Mealde : ier them appeare 3s 1 calls 
le them do fe, lecthemdo fo: Let mer fee, Where 1s 
Aboolda? 
Meal, HeereHfit plesfe you. 
Shal, What thinke you (Su lobe) 2 good limb'd fel- 
low: youg,fireng, end of good friends. 
Fal. Ischyname Af ? 
CMheal, Yea .if it pleafe you. 
Fal. Tis che more ume chou wert vs'd. 
Shal, Haha he, moft exceilens. Things chet are mou! 
die, lacke vag 1 very fingelas good. Well faide Sit /ebn, 
weil 


very : 

Gal. Pricke hie. 

Bad. [wae pricks well enough before, ifyou could 
hewe let ane alone. my old Dame will be vadone now, for 
oneto doe her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need 
nat co have prick« me, there ere ocher men fitter to goe 
out,then I. 

fal. Gotoo: peace Dealdre, you Chall gore. AConkdes, 
1¢ as me you were Ipene. 

Meal. Spen ? 

Shallow. Pesce,fellow peace; Rand alide : Know you 
where you are? For the other fir Jobe - Let me {ee:Sspen 
Sadan 


Fel. Lemarry, lec me have himcto fc vader : he's hke to 
bea cold fouldier, 

Shel, Where s Shadew * 

Shed. Heere fir. 

Fel. Shadow, whole fonne art chou ¢ 

Shad. My Mothers fonne, Sir. 

Fai, Thy Mothers fonne : ke enough, and thy Fe 
thets thadow : fo che fonne of the Female, 1s the fhadow 
of che Mole; it 19 often fo wndeede, but not of the Fathers 
fabance. 

Shalt. Do you like him, fic Joba? 

Feff. Shadow wait lerue for Summer : pricke him : For 
= have arusnber of Chadowes to fill uppe che Mufter- 

ooke. 


wars, Veafe. 
Fal. Thow art a ery regged Wart. 


Sbal, Shall } peicke hun downe, 
Sit Sebn? luperd ; : 

Balf, Ic were fu vous: for his epperrel is beske vp- 
on rane the whole fame Rands vpon sine paic' 
him no more. 

Sbal. Ha,ha,ha, youcan do ichs: youcandoes 3 | 
commend you well, 

Frence Feeble. 

Feebe. Heere fhe. 

Shel, What Trade art thou Feeble? 

Feeble. A Womans Taylor fir. 

Shed. Shall I pricke himfr ? 

Fad. Youmay: 

Bun ifhe had beene » mans Taylor,he would have prick d 
yeu. Wit thou meke as meny holes in am enermes Bor- 
tatle,as shou halt done ina Womans petticote ? 

Feeble. | will doe my goodwill fir, youcan have se 


more, 

Fal, Weil {a1d,good Womens Tauloer: Well fayde 
Couragious Feeble; thou wilt bee a2 valiant as the wrath. 
fall Dove,or mof magnanimous Moule. Priche the wo- 
= Taylour well Mafler Shefow, deepe Masfter Shale 


Feeble. 1 would wart might hsue gone fir. 

Fal. 1 would chou wert amens Taslor,chat § mmght'R 
wend him, and make him fitto poe. I cannot put him co 
8 private fouldier, chacis the Leader of fo many thos- 
feods Let that fuffice,moft Forcible Feeble. 

Pecble, 1c hall (office 

Faiff. Lamboundtrothee, reacrend Feeble 
the nexe ? 

Shel. Peter Belcalfe of che Greene. 

ral. Yea marcy, lee vs fee Bulcalfe. 

Bul. Heere fiz. 

Fel, Tra me,s likely Fellow. Come,pricke me Bel 
calfe will be roare againe. 

Bal. Oh, my Lord Captsine. 

Fal. What? do'ft thou roare before th art pricks. 

Bal. Oh fis,lam a difeafed man. 

Pal, What difeafe haft chou? 

Bal Awhorfon cold fir, » cough fir, which t 
meee in the Kings affayres, vpon his Cor 
day, fe. 

"ral Come thou thal go to she Warres in s Gowne : 
we will have awey thy Cold, and { willtabe fuch order, 
tha chy frends thell ring for thee. Is heere all? 

Shal. There sstwo mote called then your qumber : 
you maf haue buc foure heere fir,and fo | pray you goin 
with me to dianer. 

Fel. Come, | will goe drinke withyou, but I cannot 
tarry dinner, | am glad to fee you m good troth, Maftes 
Shere. 

Sbal. O fir Lebn, doe you remember fince wee lay ail 
night inthe Winde mill.in S Georges Field. 

Falfteffe. No more of that good Malter Shelew » No 
more of thet. 

Shel. Halitwasamerryaigh. Andis law Negbs- 
works slive ? 

Fal. She liues.M. Shefow. 

Shel, She never could away with me. 

Fel. Neuet,ncver : the would alwsyes fay (hee could 
noi sblde M.Shalew, 

Sbat. I could anger her tothe heart : (hee wasthen 8 

Bone Rebs. Doth the held her owne weil. 

Fal. Old,old,M Sbalew. 

Sbal. Ney, the mull be old, the cannor choofe bus be 


86 old: 


Who 1s 


he 








old: certain fhee’s old: and had Rabe -works , by 
old Nig before ] came to Cirancwes Inne. 

Sd. Thac’s fcie five yeeres egoe. 

Shal, Hah, Coofin Salers, thac thou hadil leene chee, 
thes chis Kaigts sad I base feene : hab, Sit /obo, faid | 


well? 
Falf. Wee bene heard che Chymes ot mid.night,Ms- 
flex . 


Shal, Thae wee hawe,chac wee have ; sn foith Sir /ahe, 
wee hese : our watch-word was, Hem-Boyes. Come, 
let's to Dinner ; come Jers co Dinner : Oh the deyes thas 
wee howe feene. Come,come. 

Bul. Geod Mafier Corporare Bardelph , ftand os 
friead, aad beere is foure Harvy cenme thillengs in Frenc 
Crownes fee you : in very eruth, far Thad as lef be hang’d 
fu,ssgoc: and yer,for mane owne part,fir, | do not care; 
bur rether, becaafe | amvnwilling, and for aoe ewne 
pert, haue a defire to fay wath my friends: elfe, fis, I did 
not care,for aune owne patt,fo mach. 

Berd. Go-too : fland afide. 

Mesid, And good Mafter Corporall Cepesine,for my 
old Dames fake. ftaod my friend - fhee hath no body co 
doe any ching about her, when | am gone: and the is ald, 
and cannot helpe her felfe. you thall have forte, fr. 

Berd. Go-v0ee: Rand shee. 

Feeble, \ care not, aman can die bur once: wee owe 8 
death. | will oever beare s bale emode : if it be my defh- 
nte,fo. if 1 be nor.fo: no manis too good to feree his 
Prince: and let st goe which way ut will he chat dies this 
yeere,is quit for the nexc, 

Bard, Well (aid, thou arta good fellow 

Feeble, Nay,! will beare no bale minds, 

Felt, Come fie,which men thail | haze ¢ 

Sal. Foure of which you plesfe ; 

Bard. Sit,a word with you: Iheae chree pound, to 
free Mould and Bal-< 

FalR Go-roo: well. 

Shel. Come, fir Jobe which foure will you heue ? 

Feif. Doe you chufe forme. 

Shal. Marry then, -Pfeuldn, Bull-calfe, Feeble, and 


Faift. Miouldse.and Bal-caife - for you Adenidte Ray 
et home, till you are paft ferurce . and for your pert, Bab- 
calfe grow till you come vnrott ; I wiflnone of you. 

Shel. Sit Joba Sit lobe doe nor your felfe wrong shey 
ere ce likelyeft men,and I woald have you ferv’d with 
the id 


Fal Will yoo cell me (Mafter Shallow) how co chufe 
aon? Care | forthe Lirabe, che Thewes, the fature, 
beike, aad bigge alemblance of aman? give mee the 
fprnic (Mafter Shaiiow.) Where's Warr? you fee what 
a ragged sppearavee st 1s: hee fhall charge you, and 
difcharge you, wrth the mouon of a Pewterers Ham. 
mer: come off, 20d on, fwifter then hee that pibbecs on 
che Brewers Bucket. And chis fame halfe-fac'd fellow, 
Shadew, give me this ansn : hee prefents no marke to the 
Encane, che foe-man may with as great ayme level! at 
the edge of a Pen-knile: and fors Retrast, how fwiftly 
wall chus Farble, the Womens Taylor. sunne off. O, giec 
me the fpare men, and (pare me the greacones. Put mes 
Calyver into Marts hand Derdoiph. 

Berd Hold wars, Traverfe - chas.chos, ches. 

Falft Comemanage me your Calyuer: fo. very well, 
GO-to0,very good, exceeding eae O.gwe me alwayes 
a little leane,old,chope bald Shor. Well {eid svart,thou 
att a good Scab. hold,chere as 8 Tcites for chee. 






Henry the Fourth. 


Shel. Hee 1 rot his Crafts-enafter, bee doch not dee 
tt sighc. f cermnember at Mile-end-Greene,when I ley 
ot Clemrats Inne, 1 was then Sie D  ofrsbars 
Show : cheve was alctle quiaer fellow. and hee would 
pres eee bis Peece thas - sad bee would shou, 
and t, and come you in, and come you m: Rah, 
tah, cab, would hee fay, Bownce would hre fay, end 
away egame woeld hee goe,and sgaine woald he 
thal eecciecGchstisce. yee: 
Falf. Thefe fellowes will dee well, Moffer Shafey 
Farewell Mafter Sidrace, | will noc vie meny werdes wich 
peal fare you well, Genslemen both: I chenks yeu, 
cafe dozen aule co night. Bardelph, gase the Souldiers 


Contes. 


a Ler out old ecquamtance be renewed : per- 


wet. 

Falft. Fare you well, gencie Gentlemen. On Bar. 
doigh, \eade the men away. As I recame, { will fetch off 
thefe luftcess I doe fee the bortome of lafiice Shal- 
lew, How (ubic& wee old men ore co this exe of Ly- 
ing? This fame ftaru'd Tuftice hath done nor bes 
pes ro me of the wildeneffe of his Youth, and the 

ct hee hath done abour Turnball.freet, and curry 
third word a Lye, duct psy to the hesrer, chen the 
Terkes Trbuce. | doe remember hom of Cirensvts Inne, 
like a man made after S$ ,of 2 Cheefe . When 
=e reapereelere was, forall the world, like 2 forked 
» with s Heed fancafticaily cara'd with 9 
Knife. Hee wee fo forlorne, that his Diseenfions (to 
amy thicke fight) were imuncible. Hee was the very 
Geman of Fecome : bee came ever m che rereward of 
the Fafhion- And now is chis Vices Ds become 
Sqaire, and calkesas femibarty of Jobe of Gonne,es if 
hee had beene fworne Brother co him : and Ie be (worne 
hee neuer faw him bur once in che Tilt-yerd,and chee he 
burft his Head, for crowding the Marthal: men. 
I (aw tt, and told Jobe of Gaane, hee best his owne 
Narne, for pou might hawe crufs’d hie end all his Ap- 
rato an Eele-skinne: the Cafe of a Treble Hoct 
oy was 8 Manon forchim: « Coert : and now tech 
hee Land,end Beeves. Well, | will be ac vweith 
him,if Treturne. and it (hall goe bard, ber | will emke 
him a Philofophers cwo Stones tome. If che young 
Dece bea Bayt forthe old Pike, I fee no reafon,ia che 
Law of Nacure, bat I msy {rep st hice. Ler ume thape, 
and there an end. &scwe. 


Sha. Goxoor I hawe fpoke st sword, Fare you 
Ew. 





Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima, 





Emer ibe Arch-biftes, (Mostra HaSting:, 
Weltmerlend, Colende, 


Bip. Wher is chis Forreft cofl'd? 
Heft. Tie Gualtree Forreft, andt (hall plesfe your 
Grace. 
Bp. Here Rend ey Lords)end fend difcoucrers forth, 
To know the nembers of our Eneemes. 
Aid? Wee 
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Hast. Wee heme fear forth akreadie. 


Tis well done. rate ) 
M Beethren Affaires 
1 reef acquetne you,ther I hove receie'd 


| Theis cold larent,reaure,and fubfance chus, 

Here doth hee with his Perfon,with (ech Powers 

As migh: bold forrance with his Qualitie, 

The which hee could ane leaie: whereupon 

Hee :s cetyr'd,to ripe hit grewing Fortunes, 

To Scortand ; snd concledes in heartie prayers, 

Thaz your Artempts may ower-liee the hezard, 

And meeting of their Oppofite. 
Rivw. Thus do the hopes we have in hum,couch ground, 

And dah themlelues to pieces. 


Emer a Moffenger. 


Bef. Now? what newes? 
Me. Wek of this Forreht,(carcely off s mile, 
In y forme, comes on the Enemie : 
by she ground they hide, T iudge their ournber 
Vpon.or neere the race of chirtie thoufand. 
Mow. The ivf proportion thst we poue chemout. 
Let vs fway-on,and face them in the field. 


Enter Weffmeriand. 


BB. Whae enced Leader fronts ve here ? 
Men. Uthinke st is my Lord of Weflmeriand. 
rf. Health,and faire greeting from our General, 
Prince, Lord foba,and Duke of Lancafter. 
Bab. Say on (my Lord of Wettmecriend) in peace: 
Whar doth concerne your connmng ? 
Welt, Thea (my Lord) 
Vonto your Grace doe | 1 chiefe addreffe 
The Ribitance of my Speech If that Rebellion 
Came like it feife,in bale and aboect Rous, 
Led 00 by bloodie Youth guarded with Rage, 
And coumenane'd by Boyes,and Beg eric : 
I fay df damn d Commotion fo sppeare, 
in hes teve,native and moft pr thape, 
You (Reacrend Father,and thefe Noble Lords) 
Hed aac beene here,to drefic the ougly forme 
Of bafe,and bloodse Infurrection, 
With your faire Honors. You,Lord Arch-bifhep, 
Whol: Sea ss bya Ciuill Peace maintam'd, 
Whofe Beard, the Siluer Hand of Peece hach towch'd, 
Whole Learning,and good Lerters,Peace hath twor'd, 
Whole white Inuefiments figure Innocence, 
The Dove, aed very blefied Spirit of Peace. 
Wherefore doe you fo ili tranflace your felfe, 
of Peace,that beares (uch grace, 
and bhoyftrous Tongue of Warre ? 
Teining your Bookes 10 Graues, your Inkero Blood, 
Your Pennes to Lounces, sid your Tongue divine 
© alowed Trumpet and 2 Point of Warre. 
Be. Wherefore doe I chis? forhe Queftion Mands. 
Briefely covhisend: Wee are all difcas'd, 
Aad wah our (urferring and wanton howres, 
Have brought our feives inte a burning Feuer, 
Aad wee raul bleede for it - of which Difeale, 


Our late Richer d(being infedied) dy'd. 
Sus (ary molt Nobis Lord of Weflmerland) 
[ rake nos on me here as a Phyfician, 





Troope in tne Throngs of Mihtane men 

But rather thew a while iske fearefull Warre, 

To dyec ranke Miodes,ficke of heppinetfe, 

And purge ch obfireions, which begin ce Nop 

Owr very Veines of Life: heare me more plainety. 

1 heue sn equa!l ballence sully weigh’, 

Whac wrongs our Arms may do,whac weange we fuffer, 
And finde our Gricfes heauser chen our Offences. 
Wee fee which way the Rresme of Time doch renne, 
And sre enforc'd from ovr mmoft quiet there, 

By the rough Torrens of Oceahon, 

Aad-haue the furnmarie of af] ovr Griefes 

(When time thal ferue) co thew in Ariicles s 

Which long ere thes, wee offer'd cothe King, 

And might, by no Suit, gsyne our Audience : 

When wee are wrong'd,and would vnfold ow Griefes, 
Wer sredeny‘d sccefie vnco his Perfon, 

Even by chofe men, chat moft heve done vs 

The dangers of the dayes bot newly gone, 

Whole memorie is writen on the Barth 

With verappeerng blood; and the 

OF ewery Minutes inflance (prefent new) 

Hath pat vs in chefe 1ll-befeeming Armes: 

Not to breske Peace,or any Branch of it, 

But to cftablith here 2 Peace indeede, 

Ceancerring both in Nome snd Qusline. 

Weft, When euct yet was your Aegcle deny'd? 
Wherein have you beene galled by the King ? 
What Peere hath beene fuborn'd,co grate on you, 
That vou fhould feate chis lawle (fe bloody Booke 
Of forg’d Rebellion, with a Seale diuine? 

8d, My Brother general, che Common- wealth, 
Imske my Quarrell,in perticular. 

weft. Thereis noneede of any fach redreffe: 

Or if there were, it not belongs to yew. 

Mew. Why net tohim in pare, ond to vs all, 

That fee'e the bruizes of the dayes before, 

And fuffer che Condition of thefe Times 

To lay a heeuie and vnequall Hand vpon ous Honors ? 
weft. Ony good Lord Mowbray, 

Confirve the Times to their Neceffitics, 

And you thall fay (indeede) 1¢ is the Time, 

And noc the King,thac doch you :nuries. 

Yet for your part, noe sppesres to me, 

Fisher from the King.or in che prefent Fine, 

That you thould have an ynch of eny ground 

To build a Grefe on : were you not reftar'd 

Toall the Dake of Norfolkes Seignores, 

Your Noble,end righe well-remembred Pachers ? 

Mew. What ching,in Honor,hed my Father of, 
Thac need co be reurn'd,and breath'd in me? 

The King that lou’d him,as the State Rood rhen, 

Was forc'd, perforce compelf’d co banith him : 

Aad chen,that Heary Batlng brooke and bee 

Being mounted, and both rowfed sa sherr Seates, 

Theit nesghing Cour(ers daring of the Sporre, 

Their armed Scaues mn charge their Beavers dowre, 
Their eyes of hre,fpaskling thcough fights of Seccle, 

And the lowd Trumpet blowing chem nee, : 
Theo.then, when there was nothing could haue flay'd 
My Fath=r from the Breaft of Bulagbroske ; 


O.when the King did throw his Warder downe, 
(His owne Life hung vpon the Scaffe hee shrew) 
Then threw lee downs himfelfe,and all chew Lives, 
That by Indrétmenc and by dint of Sword, 

Haue tince cul-casryed under ‘Duling breske. 
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Weft Voa (peak(Lotd Mewbray)now you know oot what. 
The Earle of Hereford was reputed 

In England the weft ealient Genclemen, 

Whe jon whom Fortune would thes have (mild? 
But if your Faches had beene Vidor there, 

Hice ne‘re bad borne i ouc of Cowensry, 

Bor all che Counsrey 


But chis is meere digceffion from eny purpofe. 
Here come f from mi Princely General! 
To know your Griefento tell you,frem his Grace, 
rs hee wall gine you — end wherein 
Ix fall eppeare, thar your are 
You thal enioy chem, every thing fer be 
That migh fo much 38 chinke you 
Adem, Bur hee hath fore’d vs to compel chis Offer, 
And it proceedes from Pollicy not Love. 
wd. (Mowbray you over-weene to cake it fe: 
This comes from Mercy, not from Fease. 
Fer loe, wishin a Ken eas Army lyes, 
Vpon mine Honer,sll v0 conkdent 
To give edmicrance to athoughe of feare. 
Our Bactoile is more full then yours, 
Our Men more perfedt in the vie of ey 
Our Armor sil a6 ftrong,our Coufe the beft ; 
Thea Resfen will,our hearts (hould be as good. 
ee alee 
»Well by my will, wee sno , 
Welt. Thar ergues but che (home of your offence: 
A rotten Cafe abides no — 
Haft. Heth che Prince febe 9 full Commifiion, 
In very ample vertue of his Father, 
To beste, and ebfolutely ro determing 
Of what Conditions wee thall ftand vpon? 
weft. Thacis intended in the Generals Nome: 
I mufe you make fo flight s Quoftion, 
Byb Then take(my Lord of Wefimerland this Schedule, 
For this conaines our cenerall Grievances: 
Enoch fewerall Article herein redre(s'd, 
Ail members of our Coufe, both here,and hence, 
That are infinewed to this AGieo, 
Acqvitted by a true fubfentiall forme, 
prefens execution of our wills, 
Tovs,aad co oar purpofes confin'd, 
Wee come withio ovr swfull Banks againe, 
And knis oor Powers co the Arme of Peace. 
Weft, This will I fhew the Generall. Pleafe you Lords, 
In figh: of beth ouc Batrailes, wee may meere 
As either end in : which Heaven fo frame, 


Bir. Lerd, wee will doe fo, 
isa thing withth my Bofome tells me, 
That no Conditions of our Peace can Rand. 

Halt. Pesre younot,thet if wee can make ous Peace 
Vpon fech large termes,and fo abfoluse, 
Asoer Conditions thall conftft 


Thee ing to vofixe an Enemie, 
yas doch aithos baied @ukrceecad: 
So chat chis Land, like en offenfine wife, 
That hach enrag'd hirs on, to offer firokes, 
Asheis ftriking, holds his Iafeac vp, 
And hangs refeie'd CorreGtion in the Arne, 
ti Beédcaahe King hoc wed all his Rode, 
° heh all his 
So lars Offenders that tienes docs lacks ° 
are “tkeroaPanglef La 
this power, like ro s Fangleffe Lion 
gee rag pation = 
gh. Tis very crue: 
therefore be affar'd (my pood Lord Masthal) 
It we donow make our attonement well, 
Our Peace, will tal broken Limbe yniced) 
Grow Rronger,for the breaking. 
Mew. Bek {o 3 
Heere is rerern'd fete of Weftmerund. 


Waf.The Prince ls here ot hsad:pleafech your Lord/hk 
To meet his Grace, inf diftence’tweene our Armies? 
: a Your Grace of Yorke, io hesuen’s name ther 
orwar 


By. Befose,and grect bis Grace(my Lord) we come 


Ester Prince lebu. 
Joba. You sre wei encountred here(my coin 2: 


Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbifhop, 
Aad A ea Lord Haffiags sndco all. 


your Drumee, 
Turning the W ord, to Sword; and Life to death 8 
Thet man thse fice within s Monerches heart, 
Aad ri ta the Sunne-fhine of his fener, 


Ic is even fo. ely cheered) ore 
How deepe you were within che Bookes of Heauen? 
To vs,che Speaker in his Perliement; 
ze, vs,ch imagine Voyce of Heanen kk felfea 
v ener, end Ineelli . 
Halal croton opt ae 
And our dull workings. O,who thall belecee, 
But you mif-v fc che seucrence of your Place, 
Beaploy che Councenance,and Grece of Heauen, 
As 2 falfe Favorite doth his Princes Name, 
In deedes dif-honorable? Y ouhsve coken vp, 


ere 


Ha 
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Vader the counsesterted Zeale of Hesuen. Jem. The word of Peace is sender'd : hearke how 


The Subvedts of Heauens Sebficute, my Focber, 
And both agsin8t the Peace of Heauen.and him, 
vp-(wermed chem. 


The parcels, and parcculers 


pasa 
The which bath bcen with (corse theu’d from the Court: 


Tie aiageued eyes ay cl be Acard alia 
eyes mey chara'd 
Wrb groan of ou: molt iwlt and rigs defices ; 
Aad erve Odedrence,of chis cus d, 
pager Sagar kage of Maseftic. 
If noc, wee reedie are to trye eux fortunes, 
Toche left man. 
sass Seppe ce peal act Aces 
Wee hase to our A : 
If chey ansl-corcy chests hall fecond chem. 
pany Heapeliany ory re aa pee 
And from Here d this Quarrel vp, 
Whies Chall haee generation, 
ow ore 00 hallow ( Haffings) 
Buch coe fhaliew, 
Teo eae re, of the after- Times. 
Plea Grace,to satewere them durefily 
How facte:Forch pon dg lke their Articles. . 
fobn. Ike chem all,and doe allow chem well : 


have beens €, 
lewithly 


Nai pierre, arm terecaninie z. 

My Leed,thefe thall be with fpeed cedrefl : 

V pon eny Life,chey thal. Jf chis mey pleale you, 
ge your Powers vneo cheis (everall Counnes, 

As wee will ours : end here,berweene che Armies, 


Be. I cake yous Princety weed, for thele redseffes, 
fobs. | grue it you,and will mesnceine my werd s 
And checeupen I deinke unto your Grace. 
Heft. Gee Capcoine pad deliver to che Armie 
This newes of Peace : let chem haue pay,20d part » 
£ know ,se well well pleefe them. 
Hogh chee Capraine Exe. 
Bye. To Neble Lord of Weftmerland, 
rel? . I pledge pour Grace 
w peines I have cx Row'd, 
To breede this prefer Peace, 


Aad d you 
You would drmke freely : bus my lour te ye, 
Shell thew x felfe moce openly he resfier. 
Bf 1 doe nox doubt you. 
weft. Lom ged of 1. 
Health to ary 


But heovinefie fore-reanes the good cuent. 
weft. Therefore be merry(Ceese )fince fodaine forrow 
Serues to [ay ches. fome good ia laa to morrow. 
B7d. Bcteeve me,l em peffing highs wn (pitit. 
Adow. So raech the worke,if your owne Rule be une. 


ve 


they Hhowt. : 
Men. Thished bere Aletabiconritd ViAerie. 
Bye. A Peace is of che asrore of »s Congueft : 
For then beds pesties nobly ac febdu'd, 
Aad acithes parwee loofer. 
len. Goe (my Lerd) 
Aad let out Army be difchacged coo : 
And good my Lord({o pleafe youjlet ox Traings 
by eshec wee moy perufe the men 
Wee thould haue coap’d wichail, 
Bh. Goe,good Lord Hafiegs: 
Andere they be diftufs'd,lec them merchby, Ena, 


Seten, \ evef(Loed thai 
one 


Now Couhia, wherefore ands our Army fill? 
Welt The Lesders having charge from you to land, 
Will not goe off,vnull they heare you {peske. 
lobe. They know their ducies, Emer Haftreg:. 
Hef. Our Army is difpers’d : 
Like youchfuli Sceeres, vnyoak'd, py debiaedsbid courte 
Es, Wet, North South: or like a$ broke vp, 
Each hurryes cowards his home,snd (porring plece, 
waft. Good tidings(my Lord Hafong: fot che which, 
1 doe arreft thee (Traytor) of high Treafon: 
And youLerd Arch-bithep, end you Lord Afawbvay, 
Of Capicall Treafon,| attach you both, 
Adow. 11 this proceeding 1ult,and honorable 2. 


wef. Is Affembly fo? 

Bee. Will you thus breahe yous faith ? 

lebn. 1 pawn'd theenone : 
ones yousedreffe of chefe fame Geieuauces 

hereof you did complaine ; which, by mune Heeor, 

IJ will perfornse, with a mott Chaiflian core. 

B.x for you (Rebels )looke to safle the due 

Mees for Rebellion, sad fuch Adis as yours. 

Meft thallowly ded you chefe Armes commence, 

Fondly brougti heee,snd foolifhty fem hence. 

Strike vp our Druenmes,purfuc the (cater d firey, 

Heawen,and not wee, have lofely fought to day. 

Some guard thele Ts aicors to the Block of Deach, 

Teeafons tree Bed,and yee!des vp of breath. &aque. 
Ester Faiiafe and Colsude. 

Fetff What's your Name,Sir? of what Coadition are 
you? end of what plecc,! pray? 

Col, Lama Knight,Sit : 

Aad my Name 10 Cofemie of the Dale. 

Feift, Well thea, Colleacle 1s your Name, a Koighe ts 
your Degree, ond your Piace,the Dale. Cobrwdle Chall 
Aull be your Neme,e T: your Degrec,and che Dun- 

your Places place deepe cuowgh : fo thal you be 
ll Cofirete of the Dale. 

Cel. Are not you Sit Lobn Fal afte? 

Fal. As amanashe lic, whoere lam . doe yee 
geclde fw,or thall I (weae for you? ef I doe fweste, they 
ace che drops of chy Looers, and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowse vp Feare and Trembling, and do obfer- 
wance Lo my mercy 

Col. \thinke you ace Sir fobe Falfafe,& in thet thoughs 

eeld me. 
j Fal. Uhaue 9 whole Schoole of rongues in this belly ¢ 
mine. and nots Tongue ot chem all, {peakes eave other 
word but my name ; and | had bur abeily of any indiffe- 
tencie, 1 were Gimply che not efiue fellow wm Eusupe : 
my wombe. my wombe my wombe vndoes mec. Hecre 
comes onc Generali. 


Eau. 


S63 fnew 
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Enter Priece lobu aed Weftmer lasd. 


Seba. The hest is paft follow no farther now : 
Call in the Powers, good Coufin eftaerland. 
Now Fabteffe, where have you beens all chis while ? 
When cocry ching is ended,then you come. 

Thefe cacdie Tricks of youn will (on wy life) 
One time. or ocher breske forme Gallowes back. 





ceward of V alowr. Doe you thinke me aSwallow,an Ar 
tow,or s Balle: ? i etl flint olde Motion. 
the expedition of Thought ? 


Sir lobe Collessilx 


peelded: chat J may iuftly fay wich the hooke-nos'd 
cllow of Rome, I came, faw and over-came, 


mat a9 I know not: heere hee is, snd heere } yerld 


in a particular Ballad wich mine owne Piure on thet 
of it (Colsasde kitlmg my foot: 
I be enfore'd, if you do not all thew like pile cwo-pences 


as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele. 


and let defert mount, 
Jobe. Thine's too heawie to mount. 
Fol. Let ic thine then, 
ae Thine’s coo Asean eal Loedychet 
Fa? Leticdoe in 
doe me good, znd call tt what soll a 
Joon, Ischy Name Colsmale ? 
Cot, Te 18 (my Lord.) 
Ten. A famous Rebell art thou, Colirudlr. 
Falf. Anda lamovs true SubieR tooke him 
Col, Tam (my Lord) bur as my Bercers are, 
Thac led me tither . had chey beene cul'd by me, 
You fhould have wonne them dearer then you have, 
Faff. I know not how they fold chemfelwes, bur thou 
Tike a kinde fellow,gau’lt chy felfe away, and J chanke 
chee, fer chee. 
Ester welinsnland, 

loba. Heee you ead ial ? 

weft. Retreat is sand Exeeuwon ftay’d, 

loba. Send (ollceite, with hrs Confederates, 

To Yorke,to prefent Execution. 

Alust,leade him hence,and fee you et him fure. 
rit with Colewie, 

And nowdifpaech we toward the Court (my Lords) 

I heare the King my Father,is fore ficke. 

Our Newes thall goe before vs,c0 his Maieftie, 

Whieh(Couln)you thall beare,co comfort hims 

And wee wich (ober fpeede will follow you. 

Fai My Lord, 3 befeech you,giue me jeasuc co goe 
through Glouecferthire: and when you come to Court, 
Qand my good Lord ‘prey in your good report. 

obg Face zou well Pablaff.. 1 ,in my condition, 
Shall derves fpeakeel you,then you deferue. exw. 





Falf. \ would bee forry (my Lord) but it fhould bee | Foeles,and Cowards; which fome of vs 
thes: I ecver knew yer, but rebeke and checke was the | but for inflametion. A good 


9 
have fpeeded hither with | whichenuironic: makes ic appreheofve, quicke, for 
the very extremeft yach of set thoes fowndred | tive, full of alanble ferie,cad deledtable a 
nine {core and odde Poftes: and heere ( craecH-csimed | deliser’d o’re to the Vogce, the T 
as Damn) haue,in 2 and immaculate Valour, taken | Birth, 

of the Dale, a moft furious Koight,and | your excellent 
talerous Enemie ; Buc what of that ¢ hee faw mee, ang | which before( 


ela. {¢ wes more of his Courtehe, then your defer- | fromthe inwards, to the parts extremes; ic ilfeminsteth 
tum: and 1 befeech your Grace, het ic be book’d, with | the Vicall Commoners,end in-land pertie Spirits walter 
the reft of this deyes deedes ; or 1 fweare, I will hane ic | meall co their 
uae the which courfe, if alout comes of Sherris. So, chat shill inthe Weaper 
to me ; and |,in the clesre Skie of Fame, o're-fhine you | Learning, s mecce Hoord of Gold, kep: 


mene (which thew like Pinaes-heads to her) beleeue no | comesit, chat Prince Harry 
the Word of the Noble: therefore let mee haue right, | hee did naturally inberice of his hag Serigr el daer 





ing Ecnry the Fourth. 


Fei, iw you the wit: twere berter 
chen your Dukedome. Good faich, this fame young fo- 
ber-blooded Bey doth noc leue me, nor amen cannot 
make him leugh : but that’s no marvaile, hee deiokes no 
Wane. There's never sny of thefe demure Boyes come. 
to any peoofe: for thinne Drinke doth fo ouer-coole 
their blood, and ogi AP ait Fith-Meales, that they 
fall into a kinde of Male Greene-tickneffe : and then, 
when they marry, they get Wenches. 









are generally 
euld bereoo, 
Sherris-Seck hach 3 cwo~ 
feld operation in it: ic efcends me taco the Braine, dryes 
me chere all the fooltth, especialy de 









wh 
is che 






thapes ; 
maich 
becomes excellent Wit. The 
is, the 
fetled) left che Liver white,end 
eof Pafilisnimitie, end Coware 
the Sherris wermes it, and makes it courfe 






pale; which is the 
dize: bue 






the Face, which (332 Beacon) gives to all the 
seft of this lirtte Kingdome (Man) te Arme : snd chen 







ine, che Heart; who soot fret 
vp with his Resinue,doth eny Deed of Coursge: and thi: 







be nothing withour Sack (for chat féts 1¢ cea and 
a aT, eal 
Sack commences it, and fets it in 08, end vie. Hereol 
y is valiant: for the cold blead 







leane, Aisrill, end bere Land, usbanded, and 
tyll'd, with excellent endeswoer of drinking good, and 
good fore of fertile Sherris,thac hee is become very hor, 
and valiant. If Thad a thoufand Sennes, che firft Principle 
J would ceach them, thould be to forfweare thinane Pots. 

‘tionsytad to addict themfelacs to Sack, Eater Bardelph 
How now Bardolph + 

Bard. The Arrvicis difcharged all, and gone. 

Fal, Let them goe: Ile ayes h Gloucefterthire, 
and there will I vifc Mafter Robert Shatow, Efquire : i 
have bie alcesdie tempering berweene my finger and my 
thombe,and fhorely will I feale with him. Come away. 

Excent, 
















Scena Secunda, 















Esser King Warnrcke Clarence, Glovcefter. 
King. Now Lords if Heauen doth piue fucceffefull end 
To chis Debate chat bleedeth at our doores, 
Wee will our Youth lead on to highes Fields, 
And dgaw to Swords, bur wha ace fandiify'd. 
Our Navic is sddreffed our Power collected, 
Our SubMicutes,in abfence well inuefted, 
And cuery ching lyes levell to our with ; 
Ouely wee wanca lictle perfonall Strength: 
And paw:e vs,:ill thefe Rebels,now s-foos, 
Come oe the yoake of Government. 
War, which we doubr not, bur your Maiefts 
Shall foone enioy, i cs 
. Hams 
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The fecond Part of K ing Henry the Fourth. 


A ees a) le eee 


Korg. Hampleg (my Sonne ot Gloucefter ) where is 


the Prince, your Beogher ? 
Gls. \thinkehee’s gone co hunt (my Lerd jas Wind- 


King. And hew accompanied? 

Glo. [doe na know (my Lord.) 

Kiag. 1s not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with 
him 7? 

Gle, No (my good Lord) hee is in pene heere. 

Clar. What would my Lord,and Father ? 

King. Nothing bu wel) co thee, Thomas of Clarence. 
How chance chou arr not with the Prince, chy Brother? 
Hee loves thee, and chou do'ft negle& him(Thensas. ) 
Thou haft 2 berter place in his A 20N,» 

Then all thy Brothers: cherith it (my Boy) 
And Noble Ofhces thon may ft as 
Of Mediauon (after I am dead) 
Betweene his Greacnefle,and thy other Brethren, 
Therefore omit himnoc: blunt not his Love, 
Nor loofe the good aduancage of his Grace, 
y feeming cold,or careleffe of his will. 
oc hec is gracious, if hee be obferu'd: 
Ree hacha Teare for Pitie,and s Hand 
Open (as Day) formelting Charitie: 
Yee nocwichftanding being incens'd,hee's Fline, 
As humorous as Winter, and as fadden, 
As Flawes congealgd in the Spring of day. 
His tempert mult be well obferu’d: 
Chide him for faults,and doe it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood enclin'd to mirth: 
But being moodie, give him Line.and feope, 
ll that his paffioas (like a Whale on ground) 
onfound themfelues with working Learne this Themes, 
And chou fhalt proue a fhelzer to thy friends, 
AHoope of Gold,to binde thy Brothers in: 
That the united Veffell of chest Blood 
(Mingled with Venome of Suggeftion, 
As farce perforce,the Age will powrc it in) 
Shall newer leake.chough it doe worke as Rrong 
As Aconituns,or taih Cin powder 

(Cte. ithail obferve him with all care,snd loue. 

Keng. Whey art thounot at Windfor with him (The 
mas’) * 


fone Hee is not there to day + hee dines in Lon. 
Ms: And how sccompenyed ? Canft thou cell 
2 
Cla. With Peintz , and other his concinuall fol- 


lowers. 

Keng. Mofl (ubledt is che fatteft Soyie to Weodes : 
And bec (the Noble Image of my Youth) 
Is ower-fpread with chem: cherefore my griefe 
Saresches it felfe beyond the howre of death, 
The blood weepes from my heert.when I doe thepe 
(In formes imaginarie) ch re Dayes, 
Aad rorten Times,that you fhall looke vpon, 
When } am fleeping with my Anceftors. 
For when his ong Riot hath no Curbe, 
When Rage and hot-Blood ere his Couniailors, 
When Meanes and lsu Manners meete together; 
Oh, wich what Wings thell his A ffeétions flye 
Towards fronting Perill,and oppos'd Decay ? 

Wer. My gracious Lord,you looke beyond him quire: 
The Prince bac fedies his ; 


Venton emcaded tt 
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Be look’d vpon, and learn d: which once arcayn'd, 
Your Highneffe knowes, comes ono farther vie, 

Buc to be knowne,and haced. So,like groffe termes, 
The Prince will,in the perfedineffe of time, 

Caft off his followers: and shee memorte 

Shall as a Patcerne,or s Meafure,liue, 

By which his Grace mult mere the hues of others, 

, Turning paft-euilis co sduantages. 

Keng. Tis {cldome, when the Bee doth leaue her Comb, 

In the dead Carrion, 

Eater Weft merlend, 

Who's heete ? sveflmerland ¢ 

Weft, Healthto my Soueraigne,and new happineffe 








“| Added cochac, that Jam todeluer. 


| Prince Job», your Sonne, doth kiffe your Graces Hand: 
| (Mowbray che Bilhop,Scrsepe, Hafiengs,end all, 

, Are broughs to che Correction of your Lew, 

| There is nor now a Rebels Sword entheath'd, 

But Peace puts forth her Oliue every where . 

The manner how this AQion hath beene borne, 

Here (at mote Ieyfure) may your Highneffe reade, 
Nich every courfe,in his particular. 

Kung. Ginfucled ans art a Summer Bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of Winter fings 
The lifting vp of day 

Enter Harcourt, 
Looke, heere's more newes. 

Harc, From Enemies, Heaven keepe your Maiehtie: 
And when they fland againft you may chey fal, 
As thofe thac ees come to cell you of. 

The Earle Northumberiand, and the Lord Bardolf, 
Wich a treat Power of Englith,and of Scots, 
_ Ace by Ve Sherife of Yorkethire ouerthrowne ; 
| The mammer,and true order of the fight, 
This Packer (pleafe it you) conraines at | 
King. And wherefore fhould thefe good newes 
Make me ficke? 
Will Fortune never come with beth hands full. 
But write her faire words Aill in foulefR Letters 2? 
Shee eyther gives 2 Stomeck, and no Foode, 
(Such are the poore,in healeh) or elfe a Fesft, 
And takes away the Stomack (fuch are the Rich, 
That have aboundance,and enioy it not.) 
I thould reioyce now, at this happy newes, 
And new my Sight fayles,and my Braine is giddie. 
O me, come neere me,now | sm much ill 
Gle Comfort your Maiefiie. 
Cla. Ohmy Royall Focher. 


weft. My Soueraigne Lord,cheare vp your felfe,loake 


vp. 
é war, Be patient (Princes) you doe know,thole Fics 
Are with his Highneffe very ordinane. 
Stand framhim, give him syre : 
Hee'le firaighe be well. 
Clar. No,no,hee cannot long hold cot: thefe pangs, 
Th'inceflant care and labour of his Minde, 
Hach wroughe the Mure, that fhould confine it in, 
Se thinne,that Life lookes through,and will breake out, 
Gle, The people feare me : for they doe obferve 
Vofather'd Heires,and toarhly Births of Nature: 
The Seafons change their manners,as che Yeere 
Had found fome Moneths afleepe,and leap'd them ouer. 
Clar. The River hath thrice Bow'd,no cbbe e 
And the old folke (Times doting Chronieles) 
Say it did fo,a little time before 
Thac our great Crand-fire Edward fick’d,and dy'de. 


ge 4 Wer Speak 


ee ee ae 





Sera, 
raed Ve a os.eaierd will (cerceine) be his end, 
of. € me vp,and beare me hence 
Ino mise chet Chamber ; (ofily ‘pray. 
Let there be no noyfe meade (my gentle friends) 
Valeffe forme dall and fauourebic hand 
Will whifper Muficke to my wesrie Spirir. 
war. Coll for the Maficke inthe ocher Reome. 
King. Set methe Crowne ypon my Pillow here. 
Clar. His cyc ts hollow,and hee changes much. 
War. Lefle noy, iefle noyfe. 


Earer Prince Henry. 


P Hea, Who (ow the Duke of Clarence? 
Clear Vambere (Brocher) full of heaumeffe. 
P.Hea. How now? Raine wihia doores, and none 
abroad? How doth the King? 
Cle. Exceeding ill. 
P.Hen. Heard hee the good newes yer? 
Teil ig him. 
Glo Hee aleer'd much.vpen the heaging 1¢, 
P.Hea, Ui hee be Acke with loy, 
Hee le recouer wahour Phyficke, 
war. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords) 
Sweet Prince fpeahe lowe, 
The King your Fether,1s ch{pos'd to fleepe. 
Clery Lecws with. draw into the acher Roome. 
we W.\t pleafe your Grace co goc along with vs? 
P. Hen. No. 1 will fit.and wasch hereby ja King. 
Why doth the Crowne lye there,vponhi Pillow, 
Reng fatroubletome a Bed -fellow ? 
O polltth’d Perwrbation! Golden Care! 
That keep R the Ports of Slumber open wide, 
To many a watchtoll Nigh: ficepe with ic now, 
Yet noc to found, and halle fa deepely (weere, 
As hee whofe Brow (with hemely Big gen bound) 
Snores out che Watch of Night. O Maieftie! 
When chon da ft pinch chy Rearer thou do‘ft fic 
Like atich Armor, worne in heat of dey, 
That (cald'ft with (aferie : by hus Gares of breath, 
There lyes a dowlney feather which Airres nor ; 
Did hee fufpice.cher ligte and weig belefle dowine 
Peiforce mult move. gracrous Lord,my Facher, 
This fleepe is found videos: thisis a fleepe, 
That feom this Golden Rigoll hach divorc'd 
So many et Rings. hy due,from me, 
Is Teares,and heame Sorrowes af che Blood, 
Which Nacure, Loue,and filiall underneffe, 
Shall (O deere Father) pay chee plemeoufly, 
My due, from thee,1s chis Imperial! Crowne, 
Which(as immediate from thy Place and Blood) 
Deriues felferome, Loe, heere it fas, 
Which Hesucn thall gnard : 
And put the worlds whole firength moore gyant Arme, 
Tr thall noe foree chis 1 ivea!t Honoe from me. 
This, from thee, wilt I to mine leave, 
As'‘ths lett come. 


Enter Werwcke Glencefter Clarence, 


Exe. 


King. werenky Gloucefter Clarence. 

Cler Dorh he King call? 

wer Wha would yout Meieftie ? how fares your 
Grace? 
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wer. Speake lower (Princes) forthe Kong reco ; Kay. W Zrece(ey Brasher ernie Ley 


Cla.We 


Kang. The Prince of Wales? where us hee? let mee 
fee him, 

War. hie deoress 

Gle. Hee came noe 


is gone this way, 
the Chamber where 
Rayd, 


heere, 
Kang. The Prince hach ea'ne ie hence : 
Goe feeke him out. 
Is hee fo haftie,thac hee doth feppofe 
My flecpe, my death ? Finde han my Lord of Warwick 
Chide him hithees chis pare of bes conieynes 
With my difeafe,end helpes to end ma, 
See Sonnes.what chings yoo ere : 
How quickly Necuse fats inco 
When Gold becomes her Obie A/ 
For chis,che foolith over-carctull Pathers 
Hauc broke their fleepes anche 
eas braines with care,theirc bones with j 
or chis they hane ngrofied and py!'d 
The canker'd Baeaon Acange-acchiewed Geld: 
For this, they hance beene chougbefull.co wweft 
Their Sonnes with Arts,end Marniall Exercifes : 
When, like che Bee, culling from Rower 
The vertuous Sweeres,our Thighes packe with Wax, 
Our Moarhes with Honey, wee bring it co the Hise ; 
And like the Bees, are murthered for our peanes. 
T hes biccer cafte ycelds his engroffements, 
Tothe ending Fether. 
Ener Werwetg. 
Now, where is hee, chet will nos fay fo long, 
Till his Friend Sickneffe hech decermen’d me? 
war. My Lord,t fannd the Prince mthe next Roeme 
W athing ath kiodly T cases his genele Cheekes, 
With fuch a deepe dermesnare,in great forrow, 
That Tyranny which newer quafft but blood, 
Would(by beholding him)have weth'd his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. Hee 1s comming hither. 
King Ban shiners did hee coke sway the Crowne? 
Emer Prince Hewry. 
Loe, where hee comes. Come hicher to me( Harry.) 
Depest che Chamber, leaue vs heere pany a fxe. 
P Hea. \ never thought to heare ¢ ageine, 
King. Thy with was Fa: hai(Hovs othe thoughe: 
I Aay tco by thee, 1 weerie thee. 
Do'(t chou fo for my emprie Chayre, 
Thee thou wikt needes inseft chee with mine Honers, 
Before thy howre be ripe? O foolrth Youth ! 
Thou feek'ft che Greemeffe, that will ovcr-whelme chee. 
Stay but slitcle: for my Cloud of Dignaie 
Is held from falling with (o wesake s winde, 
That x will quickly drop : my Day ts dimme. 
Thou haf Rtelne thar which after fone few howres 
Were thine, without offence : and at my death 
Thou heft (eal’d vp my expedtetion, 
Thy Life did monifeft chou low dA me not, * 
And chou wilt heve me dye sffer’d of 1. 
Thou hid'ft a thoutand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou hatt wheteed on shy flontehesrt, —- 
To Rab as baile an hewce of my Life. 
Whar? canfi thew not forbeare me halfe on howre? = 
2 














And bid che merry Bels rng to thy core 

That thow art Crowned, noc that | am dead 

Let ell the Tearcs, chs theuld bedew my Hearfe 

Be drops of Balme, to (onGiifie thy heeds 

Oncty compound me with forgotcen duft. 

Gase ther, which gaue thee life, vnee the Wormes : 
Ptacke downe my Officers, breake my Decrees ; 
Far now a time is come, ss mocicu Fare. 

Henry the Gift »s Crown'd: Vp Vanky, 
Downe Royall Score : All you fage Cosafaidors, hence: 
And to the Englith Count now 
Frem ev'ry Region, Apes of ldlenefle, 

New nei purge you of your Scum : 
Heee yon s Ruffien that fwill (weare? drinke? dance? 
R the orght? Rob? Murder? and commie 

The oldeft finnes, the newch kinde of wayes ? 
Beheppy, he will trouble you no more: 
England, thall double gill'd, his crebble guile. 
England, thal give him Office, Honor, Fight ’ 

For the Fift Harry, frorm curd'd Licenfe pluches 

The murzie of Refiraint ; and che wile Dogge 
Shall fieth hie roach in every Innocent. 

Omy poore Kingdome(Acke,with ciuill blowes) 
When thar my Care could not with-hold thy Ry oss, 
Whar wilt chou do, when Ryot is thy Care? 


O, chow wile bea Wilder ford 
Priace. Opsedonme (my L 
But for my Teares, = 


The mof | vnto m 
Laahpsestr firenp i sree Rebeke, 


Bre you (wich greefe) had fpoke, and I had heard 
The phe of ic fo farre. There is your Crowne, 
Aad he char weares the Crowne iromortally, 
Long guardit If} affec ic more, 

Then a1 your Honear, snd as your Renowne, 

Let mie no more from tins Obedience rife, 
Which my moft crue, end iowsrd duceous Spirit 
Tescheth this ate, and exteriour bending. 
Heamen enn pal ideals ashanti 
And found ne courfe of bresth within your Maieftie, 
How cold it Rrooke my heart. IfT de faine, 

O let me, in my prefent wildenefle, dye, 

And newer live, 10 thew thincredulous World, 
The Noble change thet I hsue purpofed. 
Comming co tooke on you, thinking you deed. 
(And dead almoft (ary Liege)ro thinke you were) 
I fpake emo the Crowne (0s having fenfe) 
pocaided it. The Care on chee 


























































































And chins ¥ 
Hath fed vpon the body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou befi of Gold, a1 worft of Gold, 
Ocher, lefle fine in Charradt, is more precious, 

Ife,in paesharlgl tater 
Bar thou, moft Fine, moh ‘d,moft Renewn'd, 
Heft cace the Bearer vp. 










Or faell wy Thoughts, co any ftreine of Pride, 
If any Rebel, valine ‘pirit ofrmine, 

Did, wich che leaft AffeQion of s Welcome, 
Gase encestainment to the might of tt, 
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Then gct hee gooe, and digge my grave thy {cife, Let heawen, for ewer, keepe it 


And make me. as che pooret Vailaile is, 
Thee doth wich awe, and terror kneele vo ie. 
King, O my Soane! 
Heaven put ic in thy minde to take it hence, 
Thet chou mighs'ft ioyne che more, thy Fachers loue, 
Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it, 
Come hither Harrie, fit chou by my bedde, 
And hearse ([ thinke, rhe very tate Countell 
Thee ewer I thall breath : Heaven knowes,my Sonne) 
By whac by-paches, and indireét crook’d.wayes 
Lanes tha Chowne: and I my felfehoow 
How croublefome it fate vpon my hesd. 
To chee, is thell defcend with becter Quiet, 
Better Opinion, berter Confirmation - 
For all the foyle of the Acchieuernens goes 
Wish me, inro the Earth. It feem’d in mee, 
But as an Honour fnarch'd with boyft'rous hand, 
And} had many Roing, to vpbrarde 
My grine of x, by their AMfiftsaces, 
Whieh dayly grew ro Quarrel, end to Blood-thed, 


Wounding od Peace. 
All thefe bold 
Thou feet (with perill) I have enfwered: 


A chat t. Andnow my death 
Chants the Moode 1 For wher nace purches'd, 


By whofe fell w . 
And by whofe power, I well might lodge a Feare 
Tobe agame difplec'd. Whichto evoyd, 

I cut chem off : and had a purpole now 
Toleade our mony to the Holy Land) 

Leal ceft, and lying (ull, might make therm looke 


‘Too neere vate my State. 


Therefore (my Harr) 

Be ic thy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes 

With Ferraigne Quarrels :thet AGien bence borne out. 

Moy watte che memery of the former dayes. 

More would I, bur my Lungs are w2 fo, 

Thet firengch of Speech is veverly deni'de mee. 

How I came by the Crowne, O heawen forgwe t 

And grant it may, with thee, in crue peece ive. 
Srince. My gracious Liege: 

You wonne ic, wore it - kepe it gaue it me, 

Then plaine and right mutt my poffeffion be ; 

Which I, with more, then with e Common paine, 

"Gain8 all the World, will rightfully maincaine 


Bester Lord Jebe of Lawcafier, 
and wearwks 


Kiag Looke, looke, 
Heere comes my Lehn of Lencafter: 
loka Health, Pesce, and Hoppineffe, 
Tomy Reyall Father, 
Kiag. Thou bring’ft me happwette end Pesce 
(Sonne foba : 
But health (alacke) wich pouthfull wings is flowne 
Prom this bare, wither’d Treake, Vpon thy fight 
My worldly buGneffe makes a period. 





6 The fecond Part 0 


Where is my Lord of Warwiche? 
prin, My Lord of Werwicke, 
King, Doth any name particular belong 
Voto rhe Lodging where } firft did fwoon d? 
War. ‘Tiseall'd serafelem, ry Noble Lod. 
Kieg. Lowd be to heauen : 
Euen there my life muft end. 
It bash beene de tome many yeares, 
I thowld not dye, but in Lerafalem : 
Which (vainly) | feppor'd the Holy. Land. 
Bur beare one to share Chamber, there Lic lye : 
In thar Jenfelem, thal Harry dye. 





Aétus Quintus. Scena ‘Prima, 





Enter Shallow, Silene, Faiftafe, Bardolfe, 
Page, and Dave. 


Shalt. By Cocke and Pye,you thall not away tonight. 
What Dasy,| fay. 

Fal. You muft eacule me, M. Robert Shallow, 

Shai [ will noe excufe you :you hail not be excufed. 
Excules fhall not be adaniteed : thereisno excale fhall 
ferve : you thall not be excus'd, 

Why Dasve 
nee Heere fx. : fee (Deny) let ee 

Shel. » Dewy, Dany, \er me fee me fee : 
Miliem Cooks, did sn cout bither, Sis Jobe, you fhal 
not be excus'd, 

Dewy. Masty fir chuss thofe Precepts cannot bee 
feru'd . and agsine (iz, Mall we fowe the head-laad with 
Wheate ¢ 

Shel Withred Wheate Day. But for bam Cook: 
ate there no youg Pigeons? 

. Yes Sir, 
Heere 18 now the Smiches note, for Shooing, 
And Plow gh- Irons. 

Shal, Let ic be caft, and payde : Sic Jods, you thall 
not be excus'd. 

Dasy Sir, saw linke to the Bucket muft necdes bee 
had: And Sir, doe you meaneto Roppe any of Mikanr 
Sa aa the Sacke he lof che other day, a1 Aimckicy 

te ? 
hal He thal anfwer it: 
Some Pipcons Deny, 3 couple of fhort-lege'’d Hennes: a 
a He of Murton,and any precty litle tune Kick thawes, 
tell dam Cooke. 

Dasy. Doth che man of Warre, Ney all night fa ? 

Shal Ves Davy: 

Twill vfe him weil. A Friend sth Court, is betrer then a 
penny inpurle. Vietis men well Dewy, tor they are ate 
rant Knaues, and will backe-bite. 

‘Desy No worfe thenthey are bitten. Ge : For they 
have msruellous fowle linnen. 

Shallow, Well coocested Davy : abou thy Buliveffe, 





Dewy. 1 beleech you fir, 
To counvenance Hlsem Urfer of Woncot, againit Cl. 
mou Perks; of the hull, 

Shal. There are many Complaines Dewy, sgainit chat 
Vif, chat Usfor is an arrant Kasue, on my know. 





mg Eenry the Fourth. 











. Trgreser ae sthac he is aknase Sz: 
ar foes forbid Sir,bus 2 Knage thould hase on) 
Countensnce, at his Friends requeft, An boneft man fr, 
is able vo [peake for himfelte, when a Knaue Is noc.! hese 
fera'd your Worthippe trucly fir, thefe cight yeares: end 
if Icanaor once of twice in s Quarter beare ous 8 knave, 
aguaft an honeft men, I haue baca very litle credice with 
your Worfhippe. The Kasve is mine honeft Friend Sit, 
= I befeech your Woxthip, let him bee Counse- 
nanc’ 

Sbat. Goroo, 

I fay be thal have 50 wrong : Looke shout Dewy. 
Where are you Sit fobn? Come, off with your Boots. 
Give me your hand M. Bardelfe, 

Bard. 1 am glad to fee your Worthip. 

Shal. i cthanke chee, with allany heact, hinde Nafter 
Bardalfe : and welcome my tall Fellow : 

Come Sir febn, 

Falfieffe. Ue follow you, good Mafter Robert Shelew, 
Baerdelfe, looke to our Horie, . If l were faw'de xo 
Quanucies, ] fhould make foure dozen of fach bearded 
Hermites ftaues, as Mafter Shalew. Ic is 8 wonderfull 
thing co fee the femblable Coherence of his mens fpirics, 
and his; They, by obferuing of him,do beare themfelacs 
like foofith luftices: Hee, b 
turn'd into a Luftice-like Seruingman, The 


























bearing, or 
age is caught, asmen take difesfes, one a 
another: therefore, let mencake heede of their 
“i I will deusfe matter enough out of this Shailew, to 
¢ Prince Harry in continual! Laughter, che weari 
se of fixe Fafhions (which is foure Tesseacsyer leche 
tions, and he thall lsugh wich /eccrneilaeu. O it is ouch 
thats Lye (witha flight Oath) end aieft (with a fadde 
brow) will doc, with e Fellow, thar newer had the Ache 
in his (houlders. O you fhall fee hi laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloake, il! Isid vp, 
Shel, Sit Jebu, 
Falf, 1 come Mafter Sheliaw, I come Malte: Shathav. 
Exvace 

























Scena Secunda. 













Enece she Earls of Warwicke, aed the Lord 


Coeefe Jaftice, 


Warenke How now, my Lord Chiefe laftice, whe. 
ther away ? 

Cb, Juft, How doth the King ? 

Ware, Eaceeding well ; his Cares 
Are now, sll ended. 

Cb.Jaff lhope,noc dead. 

Paw. Hee's walh'd the way of Norare, 
And to our purpofes, he lives no more. 

Cb.Jaf 1 would his Maefly had call'd me with him, 
The ferurce, thse I truly did his life. 
Hach left me open to all unnuries. 

















Wa. 












BVar. indeed I thinke the yong King lowes you noc. 
Chef. | kwow be doth not,and do erme my feife 
eS 
W hich cannot leche more bideoufly vpon me, 
Tleen J hawe drawne it in my fancahe, 


Enter Jebm , Ghanedter 













(hte. Ales, | feare,si\ will be over-turn'd. 
ten. Good morrow Colin Warwick, good morrow. 
Glos, Cla. Good morrow, Cohan. 
lohan. We meet, like men,that hed forgot to {peake. 
War, We do remember : but ove Argument 
[2 all c00 heawy, to admic much talke, 
beh Well: Peace be with him, chathach made vs heauy 
Chto. Peace be with vs,leat we be heauler. 
i Bek Faeyr bee lots end ance ee 
And I dare iweare,you borrow nor chet face 


mere forrow, it is fure yous owne. 

bebn, Though nomen be sfler'd what grace to finde, 

Vou fland in coldeft ton. 

I am che forrier would cwere otherwife. 
Cle,Wel you maf now fpeske Sir John FeMteffe faire, 

Which fwimanes againft your Rreame of Quality. 
Cotsafi. Sveee: Princes: whee I did, I did in Honor, 

Led by th’ Imperiall Condu& of my Soule, 

Aad never fall you fee, that I will beg ge 

A ris again fore-Rsli’d pela 

If Tsoch, and vpright Innocency feyle me, 

Ile 20 the King (my Mafler) chat 13 dead, 

And tell him, who hath fent me after him. 
oar, Heere comes the Prince, 





















Enter Prince Howie. 
Ch. laff.Good morrow. and heawen fove your Maicfty 
Pracce, This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maiefty, 
Sites nor fo eafie on me, 26 you thinke. 
Beochers, you mixe your ¢ with fome Feare : 
This is che Engtith, not che Turkith Court ; 
Not Aamrsh, 21 Annrah focceeds, 
Bat Harry, Harry : Ver be (ad (; Brothers) 
For (co fpeake crutch) i very well becomes you 
Sorrow, fo Royally ia you % 
That I will deeply pus the Fathion on, 
And weare it inmy heart, Why then be fad, 
Buc entercaine no more of it (good Brothers ) 
Then s ioyat burthen, sid vpon vs all. 
Fer me, by Heaven (1 bid you be affur’d) 
The be your Father, and your Brother too : 
Let me but besre your Love, Ile besre your Cares 3 
Bot weepe that flerrie’s desd,and fo will I. 
Bot Harvy limes, that (hall convert chofe Teares 
By aumber, into howres of Happineffe. 
fobaghe. We hope no other from your Matefty, 
Pra. You all looke Arangely on me : and youmoft, 
You are (1 chinke) affur d,] love you not. 
Ch.luG, Lamadus'd (if be meafur'd rightly) 
Your Masefty hath 06 iwft caule to hace mee. 
Pr.No?How might a Prince of my pen hopes forget 


So great Indegnicies you laid vpon me 





















| And Jet vs choofe fuch Limbes of Noble Countiile, 
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What? Race? Rebuke? and roughly (end to Prifon 
Thimmediae Herre of England? Was this eshe ? 
May this be wath’d in Lethe, and torgotren ? 

Ch loft. I chen did vie the Perfon of your Father » 
The Image of his power, lay chen in me, 

And in ch’adminiltescion of his Law, 

Whiles ] was bufie for the Commonwealth, 

Your Highneffe plealed co forget my place, 

The Masefty, and power of Law,and Iufiice, 

The image of che King, whom I prefented, 

And firooke me in my very Seate of ludgement 
Whereon (83 an Offender to your Father) 

I gave bold way to my Authority, 

And did commis you. If che deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 

To haue a Sonne, fer your atnaughe 2 

To plucke downe luftice from your swefull Bench: 
Totrip the Courfe of Law,end blunc the Sword 
That guards the pesce, and {afery of your Perfor: ? 
Niy more, co [purne at your molt Royall Image, 
And mocke your workings,in 8 Second body ? 
Queftion your Royall Thoughts,make che cafe yours: 
Bec now the Father,and propofe a Sonne. 

Heare your owne dignity fo much prophen'd, 

Sce your moft dreadfull Lswei,fo Iootely Nigtveds 
Behold your [elfe,fo by s Sonne difdained: 

And then imagine mc,taking you part, 

And in your power, foft filencing your Sonne : 
After this cold confiderance, fencence me; 

And,ss you sre a King, fpeake 1n your Seate, . 
What I have done, char misbecame my place, 

My perfon, or my Lieges Soversignut. 

Prin, You are right luftice,and you weigh this well : 
Therefore fill beare che Ballance, and the Sword: 
And | do with your Honors may encreafe, 

Till you do live, to fee a Sonne of mine 

Offend you, and obey you, as | did. 

So thail ! lwe, to fpeskemy Fathers words : 
Happy am I, that have a man fo bold, 

That dares do luftice, on my proper Senne 4 
And no letfe , having fuch aSonne, 

That would deliver vp his Greatneffe fo, 

Into the hands of Juftice. You did commik mes 
For which, J do commit into your hand, 
Th’vnfsined Sword thst you heue vs'd to besre : 
With this Remembrance; That you vie the fame 
Wish the like bold, iuft, and I irie 

As you have done’gainftme. Theze is my hand, 
You thal! be as ¢ Father, ct Aaa 3 

My voice fhall (ound, as you do prompt mine care, 
And I will Roope, and bumble my Intcnes, 


To via irre wife Diretions 
Princes beleewe me, I befeech yous 


My Father is gone wilde into his Grave, 
or inhis Tombe,lye my Affetions) 

And with his Spirits, fadby I furuive, 

Tomocke the expedtstion of the World 3 

To fruftrace Prophefies, and to race out 

Rorren Opinion, who hech writ me downe 

Aftee my feeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 

Hath prowdly Row’d in Vanity, till now. 

Now doch ic eurne, and ebbe backe to the Sea, 

Where it fhall mingle with the fare o 

And flow henceforth in formall Marefly. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 











98 The fecond Part of K ing Henry the Fowth. 
That the great Body of our State may go Sil, Fi Cuppe, anc let it came. Le pledge yout 


In equali renke, with the bef peuern’d Not: 

Thee Warre, or Peace,or bee nx once may a 

As things ecqueinced and familiar co vs, 

In which you (Father) fhall bage formoft haad. 

Our Coronscion done, we will accite 

(As I before rcmembred) all our Szace, 

Andhesuen (confignmg te my good sncencs) 

No Prince, nor Peere, {hall hauc iuft caufe to (sy, 
Heaven fhorien Haveshsppy hife,one day. Exenve. 


Scena T ertia. 


Esser Faift off, Sealtew, Siiouce, Bardalfe, 
Page and Poffoll, 5 
Shat Wey, you thall fee mine Orchard: where, 10 
Acbeor we will eace a laft yeares Pippin of my owne graf- 
fing with a dith of Corraws fo forth (Come Co- 
Gn Si fenceand chen to bed. 
Fa. Youhsue heere.s goodly dwelhng,and 8 rich. 
Shal. Batsen, barren, barren ; Beg gers all, beggers all 
Sir lobe: Marry good agre. Spread Dany, {ps ania 
Well ford Dene. 
Felt. This Dawie ferves you for good vies: he bs your 
Serumgman, end your Husband. 
Sbat. A good Varie:,a good Verle:s very good Vas. 
let, Sit /ebw: 1 hase drunke too much Sacke at Supper. A 
ood Varies. Now fit dewne, now fu downe . Come™ 


An, 

Sit. Ah fiere(queoth-s) we fhall doe noching bec este, 
and make good , and pravfe heaven for the merrie 

cere. when fidh is cheape and Females deere,and taftie 
ds rome heere,and there ; fo merrily, snd ever sroong 
fo meredy. 

Fal, Theve'sa merry heart, good M.S:leece, Le give 

aheatch for cha: anon. 

Sbal, Good M beer fome wine, Dawit. 

Da, Sweer fir, be: le be with you anon : moh fweere 
fir, fic, Maller Page. good M. Page, fit: Proface. What 
you wane in mente, wee'l hauc im drnke: but you beare, 
the heere’s all. 

Shel. BemettyM Bardeife, end my liccle Souldiour 
there, be merry. 

Si. Be merry, be merry.my wife ha's all. 

For women ere Shre wes, both fhost,end tall ; 
“Tos merry in Hall, when Beards wagge alt; 
And welcome merry Shrovetide Be merty.be merry. 

Fal. 1 did n0¢ chinke ME.Si/race had bine man of this 
Mascle. 

Sd, Who}? Thaue beene merry twice and once, eve 
fnew. 

‘Day. There is 2 dith of Lesherecosts for you. 

Shel, Danis. 

Des. Your Worthip: ile be with you firsight. A cup 

of Wine fir? 
” Sd. A Cup of Wine, that’s beishe and fine, & drinke 
waco the Leman mine: and e merry heart hues longa, 
Fel. Well feid WC Sitence. . 
Sid. Uf wee fhalt be metry now comesia the fweere of 


the igh. 
fot Heaich,ond long tifero you. M. S;tenre 


mile ro the botrome. 


Shal. Honeft Bardelfe, welcome . If thou waocR 
thing,and wilcoos call, bethrew thy heart. Welcome 
little tyne theefe,and welcome iodeed too: Ue drinks to 
M.Bardelfe,andto ali the Cauileroes abouwe Londoa, 

Das, ] hope to fee London.once ere I die, 

Bar. 161 might fee you there, Dane, 


Mopoda? cracke a quart together’ Ha, will you ast 


Be. Yes Sito a ponte 
Shel. 1 dheaalie chee} die kaace will Riche A | 


can affure thee thet, He will nor our,he is tree bred, 

ou And Sle iiche by hi 

“Why there (poke a King :leck nor bemerry. 

Leoke, who's at doore erehe: who lh 

Pal Why now youhaue done me right, 

se Do me right,and dub me Koigh, Sowinpe. Ist 
not 

Pal, fo, 

Sd.10't fo? Why then fay an old men can do foarwhn. 

Des. If plesfe your Wothhippe, there’ Pefell 
come from may Coust with newes, ee 

Fal. From the Court? Let hie comean 


er Pi 
How now Pi floll ? on 
Pf. Str ohn, ‘faue you fir. 
Fal, Whac winde blew you hicher, Piftoll ? 


; ee gill winde which blowes nene to good, 
weet Knighs : est Now one of th 
dah Kaigl the grearefi meen in 


: si lodeed, I chinke he bee, ber: Gooden Poff of 
afon. 

Pf, Puffe? peffe in “i Se arare recreance Coward 
bafe. Sit fobs, | ara thy Piftott, and thy Friend : heicer 
skelter haue | rode co thee, and tydings do I bging, and 
lackie soyes, and golden Times, and happie Newes of 
price. 

Fal. Uprethee now deliver them, like amenof this 
World. ‘ a 

Pf. A foots for che World,aod Woeldlings bal 
I (peake of Africa, end Golden soyes. a 

Fal. O bale Affyrian Kaighe, what is chy oewes 2 
Let King Coassbe know therruth thereof. 

Sd. And Robin-hood, Seagiet, and John, 
Pf. Shall dunghill Corres confront the Hellicens ? 
And thall good oewes be beffel'd ? 
Then Pifloil lay chy head in Furies lappe, 
; Shel. Hone Gentlemen, 
know nor your breeding, 
Poff, Why chen Lement therefore. 
Shal, Give me pardon, Sir, 
If fr, you come with news from the Court, I cake it, there 
is but two wayes, erthe: to veter them, of te conceale 
therm. J am Sir, vnder the King, in forne Aurbority. 
Pif. Vader which King ? 
Beaowiag, (peeke.or dye. 
Shal, Vader King Hasry. 
Pf. Harry the Fourth? or Fift ? 
Shab Harry che Powrth. 
Pf. A foorrs for thine Office. 
Sic Jobe, thy vender Lamb- kinne, now is King, 
Harry ihe Fift's che man, } (peake che eruth, 
When Piftoll lyes, do this, and figge-me, like 
The bragging Spaniard, 
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wik,! 
Gera chy Booa,, wor! ride al night. Ob fweet Piftoll : 
Come Piftell, veter more ro mee: 2nd 
e Bootc, 
ts rete 


Pf. Let Volcores vil'de {cize oie rere 
Whereis che life chat lets I led, (oy they? 
Why beere st is,welcoms thofe 


i Teich tet so om 

Whipping cheere } warrant 

hes. srs. ‘Tome bath becoe a eantr cwen(leeeih ltd abou 
ber. 

Del. Nu-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye: Come on, Ile 
tll chee what, chow dame'd Trpe-t "dRafcall, fthe 
poss teronded abl do mpfcartie, trad'A-Deteee 

ee thy Mother, thee Peper-fac'd Vu- 


that Sie Jobo were come, hee would make 
nt ny alvonbody Buc I would the Fraice 


boch go with me : for the asan is dead, chat you end Pi- 
toll beate among you. 
Det. ile cell chee what, choa thin man ine Cenfor; | 
as foend] ‘ied coe yoo blew. 
d Corre€aonct, 


if 
resp eal aw ice e halfe Kircles. — 
Of. Come, come, you fhee-Kaight-srrant, come. 
oe nghe fhoeld chas o recome mighs. Wel 
,comes cafe, 


Scena Quinta. 


rempets 
a Gree: Ic will be eweo of the Clocke, oo 
from the Coroastios. La Gree, 


Emo Palft dfe Shabew, Pitch, Bardelfe and Page. 


Polar. karina dine M. Rebert Shahow,) will 
make che King do yee ow Grace. } woul leese vpon him, a6 
be comes by: and do bur marke che coencenance that het 
rhe = 
Pole. Biche thy Lungs good Knight. 

Fait. Come haere Pits hana Neleed exe Oif I hed 
had time to have mede new I.weries, J weeld haus bee 
Rowed the thoufand poand | borrowed of you. Bus it is 
@o matter, this poore thew doth betees: this doch infeste 
che reale Thad to fee him, 

Shel. 1¢ doth fa. 

8 Ic (hevwes my cart-eftnelle in sfeAtion, 

Ic doth fo. 

Fel. My dewotion. 

Pif. Ic doch,ic doth, Je doth. 

Fal. Avst were, to nde dsy endai 
Aad not co deliberate, nat tur m 
Nox to have petience to fhuft mea 

Shel. Is is mof cortaine. 

Fal, Bur to ftend Reined with Trausile, 20d fwrestng 
with defire co fee hin, chunking of noching elfe, purting 
all affeyres in oblivion,as sfthere were noching eis to bee 
done, buc to fee him. 

Pop. Ts forupor edems : for ebfque bec ech oft. “Tis all 


"Sed Melon 


chet by rofl Mechanical end head. Rowze vppe 
Reuenge from Ebon den, with fell Ale&o's Saake, 
Del a. Te 
Fal, 1 will deliwer her, 
MSs There roar’d che Sea: and Trempet Clangour 
rs 


Tbs Trempets found. Enter King Homie the 
Fift, steer tba 


Faif. Sue Gree K ae Reyal Hal 


impo ene "Save thee a faect Boy. 


Ss Se ae lafhce, fpesketo chat veine 


Chtef. Heue you your wits? 
a age dar ae ke? 
wrk King, ary lone 4 1 fpeake to thee, my heart. 
thee not,old mea: Fall te chy Preycrs : 
How dl whtebaes become oFook sad eee? at 
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T hewe loug dream 6 of fech s kinde ot men, 

$0 Garfeit-{well'd, © eld, and fo prophane ; 

Buc being swake, 1 do defpife my dreame. 
Teves pourmenlitingj Keosa Oc Great Sich ge 
Lease izing } Know tsec doth 
Fas thee. thrice sider face box cxhiey eich “ 
Reply apt to me, with s Foole-boroe left, 
Preferme oor, thae 1 ep the thing I was, 

For heswen dosh know (to thall the world perceiec) 
Thac I heue curn'd away my former Scife, 

Se will | chofe cher kept me ; 

When thou doft heare [ sm, 2s | ben, 

Approsch me, and choa (hale be as chou wast 

The Turoe and the Feeder of my Riots . 

Till then, | benith chee,on pasne of death, 

As I heuc done the reft of oxy Mifleaders, 

Nos eo come ocere oar Perion, by cen mile. 

Par ence of life, I will sllow you, 

Thac leche of meanes enforce you not to evil : 

And as we hesre you doreforme your {elees, 

We aill according ro yoor Arengtb,snd qualities, 
Giwe you eduancement. Be it your charge (my Lord) 
To {ce pesforas'd the cenare of our word, pare 

Fal, Usfter Shalew,| owe you 8 thoufsnd pound. 

Shal. 1 marry Sit lobe, which I befeech you to let me 
have home with we. 

Fal. That can hardly be, M-Sbelew, do not you griewc 
ec this: J thall be fent for in priwarero him ;: Looke you, 
he muft feeme thus co the world: feare not your sduance- 
wenc : [ will be the man yet, thet fhall make vou greac. 
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bel. I cannot perc pw, valet thould 
twe me your De sbiet, end ftuffe me oi wal Sewer: } 


b you, good Su /ebw, let mee hauc Guc headred c 
coy thonlsnd 


Fal. Sit,J will be as good es ey word. Thies chee you 
heard, wes but a caloer. 

Sha8. A coloas | feare,chat you will dye,in Siz Zebu, 
Par his no coloers, go with mete dinnes : 

seucenaat Prltel, come Bardelfe, 

waar iri gpa 5 

Cb. laf. Go carry Sis lobe Felfiafe to tha Fleeze, 
Teke all his Company slong vath han. 

ery Lord.my Lord ' 

Cb.Jaf. | cannotaow { will beare yon foone: 
Take chem awey, sia, 


Shall all be very weil prowsded for : 
Bur all ase banifhe, till chest coneerfations 
Appceare more wife,and modeft to the world, 
Cb.inft. And fo they ere. 
lebu. The King bach cail’d his Paslismere, 
My Lord. 
Ch Jaf. Hehach. 
Toba, | will lay oddes,thar ere this yeere cxpize, 


We beare our Creufl Swords. and Netiwe fire 


As farre a0 France. I hease a Bird fo 


Whofe Maficke (to my chinking)pleas'd the King. 
' Come, will you bence ? Gawent 
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el! RST, my Feare: then, my (artfe: [aft, my Speech. 
"e ea) My Feare, se your Difpleafure : My (urtfie, my Dutie : 
* fh: || Ard my Speech, to Beg ge your Pardons. If you looke for a 
| Messi |pood Speech mow, you ondoe me: For what Thaue to fay, 
a oP) of mine owne making : and what (indeed) I fhonld fay, will 
te) || (I doubt) proone mine owne marring, But to che Purpose, 
_ and fo coche Venture. Be st knowne to you (a6 it is-very 
Dell) I wae lately beere in the end of « difpleafing Play, topray your Patience 
fort, and t0 promife youa Betcer : Idid meane (indeede) topay you with this, 
which if (like an ill Venture) it come runluckily bome, I breake; and you,my gen- 
tle Creditors lofe. Heere Iprosnift you I would be, end beere I commit my Bodie 
toyour Mercies : Bete me fone, and Iwill pay you fome, and as moft Debtors do) 
promife you cafinitely. 

If my Tongue cannot entreate you to acquit me: Will you command me tovfe 
my 1? And yet that were bug light payment, to Dance out of your debt: But 
e fon onfcience will make any pofsible fatisfaftion, and fo will. Al the Gene 

beere, bene forginen me, if the Gentlemen will not shen the Gentlemen 
do not agree with the Geatlewewen, which vas neuer feene before, in fach an Af 
emebly, 
f One word nsore, I befeech yon : if you be not too much cloid with Fat Meate, 
oar bumble Author will continue the Story (with Sir Lohn én it) and make yes 
merry, with fasre Katherine of France: where (for any ching Iknow) Fal- 
Rtaffe phall dye of « feat, unleffe already be be kill d wich your bard Openions : 
Fer Old-Caftle dyed s Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongue is wearie, 
: shen my Legs are t00, I will bid you goed night; and fo knecle downe before you: 
Bus (sndeed) to pray for the Dugene. 
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Enter Prologue. 

Fora Mafe of Fire, that would afcend On ve Forces worke, 
Ox: ; Heamea of inweatren : Bisse polaik Goal 
A Kusydome for 4 Stage, Princes te AB, Are wom confin'd two mightie Aemarchies 
Aad Stonarchs 10 bebeld the fwellsag Scene. whofe hgh, vp-reared,and abuating Fronts, 
Then fovuld tbe Warlike Harry, like bemfetfe, The periflom: narrow Ocean ports afandrr 
AGeme the Port of Mars, and at hit beeles Deece ont cor vacperfellrens wetle your sheaghes : 
(Lea fhe om, thee Hounds) foould F anne, Sword wed Fire Inte a thenfend paris deeds one Adan, 
Crouch for empleynveat. “Bat parden Geatles af - And make arse Pufence. 


Tew fix wwe ayfed Spertts, that hath dar d, 

Ov thes voworthy Scaffold. to bring forch 

Sogreas au Obie Canthu Cock. Put boid 
wolf ir folds of France? Or may we crawee 

withen thes weeddee O, the very C arkes 


Thuoke whee we talte of Horfes shat you fee shows 
Presting thew prowd Hoefes ir’ Carth: 
For ‘tus your thong bes thas vow anf deck cor Kings, 
Carry rhem bere end there : Inenpeng o're Toman ; 
Terneng th’ accompl fhanent of savy peeves 

Jere an tHowre glaffe: for the whech fugphe, 

A devia xe Chores 10 shes Aiflerie ; 

Whe Probogue-like, your bumble pas euce pray, 
Geatly te beare, kindly to mdge car Ply. 


Exit. 








eA fus Primus. Scena Prima. 
Ener she rwve Bien: of Canevbary gad Fly. Bis Cant. The King ts full of groce, and fale re- 
ard. 
Bil. Cane. Bifs Ely. And a true lover of che holy Cherch. 
Te cefl you,chac felfe Bill 1s vrg’d, Bef Cant. The courfes of his youth promis'd k net. 
in th’elewéch yere of } loft Kings reign The breach no fooner left his Fachers 





For all che Temporal! Lands, which men devout 


By Teftament haue guven tothe Church, 
Would they from vs ; vela'd ches, 
Asmachas aisimaine,to the Kings honor, 


Fell fifteene Earies end fifteene hundred Knights, 

Six theufand snd two hundred good Efquires : 

And to reliefe of Lazars,end weake s 

OF i fame Soules peft all cogle, 

peste aap yams arb gepraal fapply'd: 

And co che Coffers of the King befide, 

A cheulend poends by th’ycere Thus runs the Bill, 
Bifr.Ely. This would drinke deepe. 
Bdo.Camt T would drinks the Cop andall. 
Bhs. Bat whet prevenvon? 


But chat brs wildneffe,mortify'd in hem, 
Seem'd te dye too: yea,at thet very morwent, 
Conhderstion like an Angell came. 
And whape th’offending p yeaiin of hit 
Leaving bis body as a Paradife, 
Tinuclop and containe Celefiall Spiries. 
Newer was fucha fodaine Scholtes mede: 
Neuer came Reformacion in a Flood, 
With fucha currance fcownng fauizs: 
Nor newes Hadr. Ww 
So foone did toofe bis Seat ; and all at once; 
Asin this Ki 

Bf Eb. We are biefied io the Change. 

Bye. Coes Herre him but resfon in Diuiaisie; 
And ali-a with en award with 
You would defire the King were mode a Preface 
Heare him debace of Common-wesith Affeires: 
You would fay Ax hath been all in oll his Rudy s 
Lift his difcourfe of Ware; sad you fhall hesre 


A fearful Batesilerendred you in Mabiqee 
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Terne bam to any Canale of Policy, 
The Gordisn Kaos of it he will vnloofe, 
Familiar ss his Garter: chat when he f 

The Ayre,a Charter‘d Libertine, is fill, 

And the muce Wender lurketh in mens cares, 

To fieale bis foreet and honyed Sentences: 

So chac the Art and Prague part of Life, 

Moat be the Mifireffe to this Theorique. 

Which is a wonder how his Grace fhould gheane iz, 
Since his addiGion was to Courfes vaine, 

His ies unlecter'd,rade,and thallow, 

His Houres fiil’d vp wich Ryots Banquets Sports ; 


. 


Aad newer noted in him = Rtudie, 
An t, aay fe ration, 
From opea Haaacs sod Pepelaricc. 

B. Ely. The Serawberry growes underneath the Nettle, 
And holefome Berryes thrive and ripen beft, 
Pes oped by Froie of bafer sap : 
And fo the Prince obfcur'd his Contemplation 
Vader the Veyle of Wildneffe, which (no doubr) 
Grew like the Sameer Graffe, falteft by Night, 
Vafeene, yet crefiwe in his facultie. 

B.Cent. Ic maft be fo; for Miracles are cealt: 


Veg'd by che Commons ? doth his Maicflie 
Incliwe to 01 no? 
Pid a He feemes indifferent : 
sathes [waying more vpon oar part, 
Thea cherithing th'eshibrers oguoft v8; 
sd hase an offer co his Maiefile, 
ou Spirituall Conuocazion, 
Andin regerd of Gaufes now in hend, 
Which I have open’d co his Grace az large, 
As touching France, co give a greater Somme, 
Then ever ac one time the Clergie yet 
Did to his Predeceffors part withall. 
B.Ety. How did chis offer {ceme receto'd my Lord? 
B.Case. With good acceptance of his Maieftie: 
Seue thas chere was nor time enough to heare, 
Ast iv'd bis Grace would faine haue done, 
The feueralls end eniidden paffages 
Of his trae Ticies to fome certsine Dukedomes, 
And generally,:o the Crowne and Seat of France, 
Derie'd from Edward his grear Grandfather. 
B.Efy. What was ch'impediment that broke this off ? 
B.Caut. TheErench Embaffador vpon chat inflane ° 
Ceau'd audience ; and the howre I thinke is come, 
nous him hearing : Is it fouse a Clock ? 
. Bly. I ite 
B (an. Then goe weia,to know his Embaffie: 
Which J could witha ready gueffe decisre, 
Before the Frenchman fpeake a word of it. 
3. Ey. ile wait vpon you,end J ose heare it. 


Enter she Krag, Homfrey, Bedford, Clarence, 
W Welt merland, and Exeter. 

King. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 

Excier. Not here in prefence. 

King. Send for him.good Vackle. 

wie. Shall we callin th Ambaffador,my Liege? 

mg. Net yet soy Conia: we would be sefolu d, 

Before we heare him,of (ome things of welphc, 
That caske oer choughts, concerning ve end France. 





Ester two Bifoeps, 
B.Cant God snd his Angels gesrd your facred Throne 
Aad eae youlong besone bee a 

King. Sure we you. 
My lesrned Lord, we prey you to proceed, 
ball hee Lew sthec chey heue la France, 
Ox fhould or thould not berre vs in our Clayme ; 
Aci pdceykiry Cwexaber nr eomasias 
Thac you thould wrelt,er bow yous resding, 
Or nicely cherge yous vnderftanding Soule, 
With opening Titles mifcreate, whofe righe 
Sutes not in nselue colours with the truth : 


"Gainft him, whofe wrongs gives edge wnto the Swords, 
That makes fach wafte in briefe morrslitie. 

Vader this C i ke my Lord: 

For we will hesre,note,snd beleeve in heart, 

That what you (peske, isin ost Confcience wathe, 
As pare as (inne with Bapeifme. 

B.(ar.Then hease me gracious Soversign,& you P 

That owe your felues,your lives,and feruices, 

To this imperiell Throne. There isno barre 
Tomake againft your Highneffe Clayme co France, 
Bat chis which they produce from Pbharamend, 

(a tervam Selicam Miutwures ne A 

No Woman thal fucceed in Salske Land : 

Which Sale Land,the French vniuftly gloze 

To be che Realme of France, and Piaramend 

The founder of chie Law, and Fernale Barre, 

Yet theirewne Authors faithfully affirme, 

That the Land Saliky is in Germanie, 

Beeweene the Flouds of Sals snd of Flac: 

Where Charies the Great having fubdo'd the Saxons, 
There lefc behind and fettied cercaine Freach: 
Who holding in difdame the German Women, 

For fome difhoneft manners of their life, 

Eftablitht then chis Law; co wit,No Female 

Should be Inhericriz in Sattke Lend 1 

Which Satake (2 I (aid)’ewixt Elve and Sale, 

Is at his dey in Germanic,call'd Mfaifen. 

Then doth it well appesre, the Salike Law 

Was not deviled for the Realme o : 
Nor did the French poffeffe the Safke Land, 

Vniill foure hundred one and twenzie 

Acer defunQtion of King Pbaremend, 

Idly fuppos'd the foender of this Law, 

Who ied within the yeere of odr Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentie fix: and Charies the Great 
Subdu'd the Sexons,and did feat the French 
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OF Chartes the Duke of Lersine, (ole Heire mate 
Of che cree Line and Scock of Chari the Great: 
Teo sasr bed bers forme fhewes o1 truth, = 
Thoegh m eruch st was ead 

SS eoitrt tte dyrtpye end 
Daagbter to Chariemame, who wes the Sonne 
To Lewes TheBmperour ced Lewes the Sonne 
OF Crates the Grest: allo King Lew=) the Tenth, 
Whe was fole Here to the Viurper Caper, 
Coald noc kcepe quret in his confcience, 
Warring the ae of France, till facisfied, 
Thec fasre Qpecoac /fabel,tus Graodmosher, 
W as Lincail of the &§ ae, 

heer co Charies the forefnd Dekeof I orsine: 
Ry the whech Marnage,the Lyne of Chorus che Great 
W as re-vnited to the Crawne of France 
So, chac as cleare ot is the Sucnmers Senne, 


Tule,sod Magh Capers Ci : 
Sick Lie hn (alate, appears 


To held so Right sad Tike of the Female : 
So doe the Kings of France vato chis day. 
Howbacshey weald bold ep tins Selique Lew, 
To barre your Highneffe clayaneg from unc Fernale, 
Aad rashet chafe vo bide chem wn 8 Net, 
Thee amply co imberre thes crooked Titles, 
Vfurpe from you and your Progeniers. 
ag Dl oy | with rights end coufcaence make this claim? 
tA cen The frase vpon my bead, dread Souctagne : 
Fee ia che Booke of Nuashers 10 1¢ writ, 
When che man dyes, lec che Joherissace 
Dcicead vance the Dang ner. selina 
Scand for your owe, vowiud yoor bloody FI 
Locke bark isco your mightie hashes 
Gee any dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tombe, 
Fro whew you dzyme; invoke his Waslike Spirit, 
Aod pe salaries pa the Binck Prince, 
Whe on ground pley'd a Tragedic 
Makang dofcs on the fall Power of Frence: : 
Whales tis moft ax pe haves one lal 
Sened fanding,to ts Lyons Whe 
ia blsod of Preach Nobilite, Ly 
Oo IeGh, chat could enrertsine 
Wah halfe thcit Forces, the fall pride of France, 
Asad ler anecher balfe ftand laughing by, 
AB out of worke,and cold for stion. 
Bm. Aarcke comembrance of chefe valient desd, 
Aad wah your pedlene Arme renew their Fests; 
Yoru ase chew Heire, you fu vpon their Throne : 
Les’ sacar thet renowned chem, 
Rensin ines: and ony thrice-puiffenc Liege 
Is che Cory May. Moco of his Yourh, me 
Rape far Explows and mighnic fer, 
Ex Your Brother Kings end Monarchs of the Earth 
Doe all expe, that you fhould rowfe your felfe, 
As dad the former Lyons of your Blood. (mighs; 
wef. They know your Grace hach caufe,and means, and 
Se bath ¢: oruerKmg of aod 
Had , 20d more loyall Subsects, 
Whole hesres bane teft heir bodyes here in Engtend, 
Aad lye pesiftian’d in che fields of France. 
Bhd.Cax, O lex cheis bodyes follow my deare picge 
With Bloods, and Sword and Fire,to win yous Raghs : 
el fa whereof,we of the Spiritualtie 
rayle your Highneffe fach s mightic Somme, 
As oreer did che Clergie a: one ume 
Bring ia to amy of your Anceftess, 
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King. We moft not onely arme Clowsde the French 
Buc in downe our proportions, to defend 
Agstott she Scot. who will areke roade vpen vs, 
With all aga PO i 
Bi. Can. 'e Marches, gracious Souerei 
Shall be » Wall fuffictenc co defend 
Ovr inelend from the pilfering Borderers, 
Kaz. We do not meane the courfing {nacchers onely, 
But feare the maine intendment of the Scor, 
Who hath been [hill a giddy neighboer to vs; 
For you (hall reade,chat my greet Grandfether 
Neuer wene with Ins forces inco France, 
Bur chat the Scot,on his enfurmthe Kingdome, 
Come pouring ihe the Tyde mto a breach, 
With ample and brim fulneffe of his force, 
Calling the gleaned L and with hoe A ‘ 
Girding with grievous hege,Caftles and Townes : 
That England being emptie of defence, 
Hach fhooke and creanbled at chill ir cary 
&.Cex She hach bin thé more feer’d doy Liege: 
For heare her but exempl'd by her (elfe, 
When all hee Cheusline hath been in Prence, 
And (hee a mourning Widdow of her Nobles, 
Shee hath her (elfe not onely well defended, 
Bust caken ands os 0 Stray, 
The King of Scocs: whom thee did fend to Prenee, 
To fll King Edwards fone with pesfoner Kinge, 
Aad make theie Chronicle as rich with cn. 
Asst the Owfe snd bortome of the Ses 
With (unken Weack,ond fea-leffe Treafuries, 
Bab Ely. But there's s faying very old end crue, 
f' you 0:8 France wm, then woth Scotland firil begia. 
or once the Eagle engine) brag In prey, 
To hee vnguerded Neft che Weezell (Scot 
Cones {ne akin fo fucks her Princely Egges, 
Play.og the Moule in abfence of the Caz, 
To tame end hasocke moretheo the can este. 
Exet. Ic followes theu, the Cat muft fey as home, 
Yer chee @ bees cruth’d necefaxy, 
Since we heue lockes to (afegerd neceflaries, 
And pretty craps to catch the petty theeves. 
Whale chac the Armed hand deth fight abroad, 
Th'adusfed head defends it felfe as home: 
For Gouernmen:, chough high,sad low, and lower, 
Put inco parts,doch keepe in one coafent, 
Congreeing in s full aad naturel clofe, 
Like Muficke. 
Cast, Therefore doth heaven divide 
The flere of men in diners fanAioos, 
Sercing endesoer in continua! motion: 
To which is fined as an syme or butt, 
Obedience: for fo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Neeure teach 
The A& of Order to a peopled Kingdome. 
They have a King end Officers of forts, 
Where fome hike Magifirates corre® oc home: 
Oxhers Jike Merchants venter Trade abroad: 
Oxchers,like Souldsers ermed in cheir flings, 
| Make boote epon the Summers Velvet buddes: 
Which pillage,chey with merry merch bring home, 
| Tothe Tene. of their 
| Wtsbetes [ea Maicfties 
The buding 
The sian Chdcens kneading vp the ’ 
The poore Mechenicke Ahan A 
Their heavy barthens et his nsrrow gates 
hs 


a ee 
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The fad-ey’d [uftice with his furly hurnme 
Delivering ore co Esecutors pale , 
The lszie yewmsng Drone : I this inferre, 
Thac many chiogs hauing full reference 
To one confers, may worke concrari 
As many Arcowesloofed (euerall wayes 
Come to one marke : 8s many wages mect in ene towne, 
As many frefh Rreammes meet mn one fale fea; 
As many Lynes clofe in the Dials center ; 
Somay 3 choufand aQions once 3 foote, 
And in onc put pole, and be all well borne 
Without « Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Diuide your happy England into foure, 
Whercof, cake you one quarter into France, 
And you wishal! hall make sli Galira (hake. 
1f we vaith thrice fuch oowers lefe at home, 
Cannot defend our owne doores from the 
Let vs be werried, and ovr Nation lofe 
The name of hardineffe and policie. 

King. Call in the Meffengers fent fromthe Dolphin, 
Now are we well refole'd, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble (inewes of our power, 
France being ours, wee'l bend t to our Awe, 
Or breake ic all co peeces. Or there wee | fic, 
(Ruling in large and ampie Eavperie, 
Ore France, aid all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedomes) 
Or lay thefe bones in an vnworthy Verne, 
T ¢€, with no remembrance over them 
Either our Hiftory thall with full mouth 
Speake freely of our A&s, of elfe our graue 
Like Turkith mute, thall have 3 tongueleffe mouth, 
Not worfhipt with a waxen Epitaph. 

Enter Ambaffaders of France. 

Now are we well prepar'd co know the plesfure 
Of our faire Cofin Dolphin : for we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not from che King. 

Amb, ae pleafe your Maveftie to giue vs leave 
Freely to render whac we haue in charge . 
Or thall we fparingly thew you farre off 
The Dolphins meauing, and our Embafsie. 

Koy. We areno Tyrant, but aChriftian King, 
Varo whofe grace our pafstonis as fubscf 
As is our wrecches fectred in out prifons, 

with franke and with vacurbed plainneffe, 

Tellvs  Detphers minde 

Amb. Thus than in few : 
Your Highneffe lacely fending inte France, 
Did claime fome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predeceffor,King Edmard che third. 
Tn anfwer of which claime, the Prince our Matter 
Sayes,t hat you fsuowr too much of your youth, 
Aad bids you be aduis'd : There's nought sn France, 
That can be with s nimbleGalhiard wonne : 
You caanot reuell into Dukedomes chere. 
He chetefore fends you meeter for your fpirit 
This Tun of Tresfure; and in leu of chis, 
Defises you iet the dukedomes thac you clsime 
Hesre no more of you, This the Defpbar fpeakes. 

nat: Whac i Vacle? 

ve. Tennis balles, my Liege. 

Kea, We are glad che Detpeos is {0 plealant wich vs, 

His Prefent, and your 


paines we chanke you for: 
wee - eee he cobeaonte hate Balies, 
ewillin grace a fet, 
Shall ftrikehis rant, Crowne sane io 
Teil bm, he hach made a match with fuch s Wrangler, 
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That ali the Courts of France willbe difturb'd 

With Chaces. Aad we vnderftand him well, 

How he comes o're vs with ous wilder dayes, 

Noe meafuring what vfe we made of them. 

We neuer valew’d this poore feate of England, 

And cherefore liuing hence, did gine our felfe 

To barbarous |i : Asus ewer common, 

That men sre merricht, vahven they ase from home. 
Buc cell the 1 will kcepe my Stace, 

Be like a King, and thew my (ayle ot Greatneffe, 
When I do sowfe me in my Throne of France. 

For chat I haue layd by aieftie, 

And likes icy ie working dayes : 

But I will rife chere with fo full s giorie, 

Thac I will dezie all che eyes of France, 

Yes firike che Delphaw blinde ro looke on vs, 

And tell che pleafam Prince, this Mocke ef hus 

Hart cen ds a en and his feule 
Shall ftand fore c the waftefull vengeance 
That thal Pasar apy a thoufend widews 
Shall this his Mocke, mocke owe of their deer hnsbands: 
Mocke mocbers from chess fonnes, mock Cafes downe: 
And tome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That thal hawe cafe to curfe the Delphos: fcorne. 
Bux this lyes all within the wil of God, 

To whom I do appeale, and in whole neme 

Tel you che Delpom, | am comming on, 

To venge me as J may, and co put forth 

My cighefull handin « wel-hallow'd cacfe. 

So get you hence in peace: Andeeliche De/pbm, 
His Ieft wall favour but of fhallow wit, 

When choufands weepe more then did lsagh seit, 
Conuey thein with {afc condu@ Fare you well. 

Exrmt 
Exe, This was amerry Meflage. 
Keng. We hope comake the Sender bieth sc i - 

Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy howre, 

That may giue furth'rance co ous Expedicion: 

For we have now no thought in vs but France, 

Saue thofe co God, that runne before our bufinefle. 
Therefore let our proportions for thefe W arres 

Be foone colledieo,and al] chings thought vpon, 
That may with reafonable (wiltnefle sdde 

More Feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Do/pbes at his fachers doore. 
Therefore let euery man now taske his choughe, 
That this fire AGion msy on foot be brought, Exes. 


Flerfe. Ester Chorus. 
Now all the Youth of England src on fire, 
And filken Dallisnce inthe Wardrobe : 
‘Now thrive the Armorers,snd Honors 


The French aduisd imelligence 

Of chis mo pl af a tion, 

Shake in their fesrtand with pale Pollicy 
Seeke to divert the Englifh purpotes. 

O Englaod: Modell to chy inwerd Grestnefle, 
Like Intle Body with a mightie Hear: 
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Iym. | frail howe my Nebie? 

PA. In cath, moh ay ere 

Nysw. Well, then chat the hamor oft. 

Enter tioffefe. 

Heft. Ascuet you come of women, come in quickly 
enti. A poore heart, hee is (o thek'd of 3 burning 
quotidian Tertian, chat it is mofi lamentable co behold. 
Sweet men, come tohim. 

Nye. The King hach run bad humors on the Knight, 
chac’s the even of it. 

Pil, New, thou halt {poke the righe, bis heart is fre 
Qed and corroborate. 

Nym. The King is good King, bor it muft bee as fe 
may she fome hugors, snd carreeres. 

sft. Lec vs condole the Knight, for (Lernbekins we 
will live. 
Enter Exeter, Bedford, ch Wefl meviand. 

Bed Fore God his Grace is bold to eruft chefe craicors 

Exe, They thall be spprehended by and by. 

Wel How (moeth and even they do bear themfelues, 
Asif nce in their bofomes fae 

with faich, and conflant loyaky. 

Bed. The King hath nore of all chat chey intend, 

Dy interception, which they dreame aor of . 

Exe. Nay, bes the man chat was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hach dull'd 8nd cloy’d wich gracious faucurs ; 
Thac he thould for s forratgne purfe, fo fell 
His Soucraignes life co death sad treachery. 

Scond Trampats. 
Emer the Xing, Scvocpe Cambridy¢, aed Cray. 

King. Now fus che winde faise, and we will sboord. 
My Lord of C. and my kinde Lord of Masham, 

gencle Raight, give me your thoughts: 


And he my 

Thinke you aot thac the powres we beare with vs 
Will cur their paflage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the sfe, 

Per which we have in head affembled chem. 


Sere. No doubc my Liege.ifeach man do his beft. 

King. 1 doubs nor that, (ince we are well perfwaded 
Weecarty nota heart with vs from hence, 

Thac grewes aot ina faire content with ours: 
Nor leauge not one behinde, chat doch not with 
Succeffe and Conquecft to attend on vs. 

Cam, Never was Monarch beceer feat'd and lou'd, 
Then is your Maiefty; there's not I thinke a (abieR 
Thee fics in heare-preefe and vineafinetfe 
Voder the fweet hade of your government. 

Kei. True: thofe chat were yout Fashers enemies, 
Hawe feep'd their pauls in hony,’snd do ferue you 
With hearts creare of duty, and of zesle. 

Keng, We therefore haue great csufe of rhenkfeloes, 
And (fal forgct che office of our hend 
Sooner then quitcance of defere and meric, 

According to the weight sad worthineffe. 

Sere. So feruice thal] with Reeled finewes coyle, 
And labour hall refreth it felfe with hope 
To do yoor Grace inceffent fervices. 

Kiag, We ludgenoleffe. Vinkle of Exerer, 
Jnlasge the man cominitted yefterday, 

That rayl'd agsinft our perfon: We confider 
Ie wasexceffe of Wine that fet him on, 
And on his more aduice, We pardoo him. 

Sere. Thac'emmercy, but coo much fecuricy : 
Let him be punith'd Sowersigne, leaft example 
Breed (by his fufferance) more of fach akiod. 

Kag. Oletvs yet be merciful. 





co pedi he doyc mr tid preytea 
rg. thew meer ey ite BG 
Afr te afte of each cotredton i 

King Alss, your toomech loue and care of 
Ascbonuy Ovlione gah Gi pears ust = 
If liccle faults ing on di . 
Shall not be wink’d at, how thall we firetch our 
When ey be crimes, chew'd, {wallow'd, and digefied 
Apres npsearbby Wee'l yes inlarge that men, 

rough C ge, Screape, and i it deere c: 
Aad ices of our a aa 
Wold heee him ponifh’d. And now French conde: 
Who are the lete Commmifhionere ? zs 

Cam. love my Lord, 
Your Highneffe bad me aske for ic vo day. 

Sere. So did you me my Liege, 

Gray. Aad ] my Royall Soversi 
Se, lie! et weal , there is yours: 

ours Mafoam, and Sis Knighs : 

Grey of Nev i 
Reade them, and know I know i 


We will aboord cenight. Why how now Gendlemen 
What fee you in thote papers, thot pos leole 

Somuch complexion? Looke ye how they change : 
Their cheekes ere peper, Why, what reade yoo these, 
That haue fo cowarded and chac’d yous blood 


Cray, Sere. To which we all appesle. 

Kang. et eee 1 On leve, 
By your owne countaile is fuppreft and kill'd : 
You weft net dare (for fhame ) to talke of mercy, 
Pet dealin tlesod i er bredacerergae 
As dogs vpon their maifters, worrying : 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Peres, 
Thefe Engtith monfers : My Lord of Cambridge heeve, 
You know how spt our loue was, to accord 
To fernith with all inents 
Belonging to his Honour ; and this man, 

Hath tor « few light Crownes, lightly confpir'd 
And fworne veto the predlifes of France 

To kill vs beere in Hampton, To the which, 
This Knight no lefle for bound to Vs 

Then Cambridge is, hath fikewife fworne. Bur O, 
Wha thall | {ey to chee Lord thow crull, 
Ingrarefull, feusge,and inbumane Creacure ? 
Thou thac didfi beare che key of all my counfailes, 
That knew’ft che very borcome of my 

That (almoft) mighe'(t have coyn’d me into Gelde, 
Woold’f thow have pradis’d on me, for thy vie? 
May it be pofsible, chet forralgne hyes 

Could out of thee extra one fperke of evil 


That mighz > Tislo 

Tat thtagh che echoth cds off eptike 
Asblecke and white, ray eye will {carfely fee it. 
A reece died eer 8 i pepe 
As two e€ wore to >: 
raha baa aber’ fee : 
hecthes grin ol} at did bein In 
Bor thou ( proportion 

Wender to waite on treefen, Sed gaan’: 
Red netic eens fone 

That wreeg prepofteroelly, 
Hach get the voycs in bell for excellence 
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ert: 
s that fag geft by treafons, 


Deo botch snd bungie vp damnation, 
With parches, colours, and with formes being ferche 


From giift'nng ferabtances of piety : 
Buc be chac te: 'd thee, bed chee fand vp, 
Gase chee noinflance why thou fhouldft do rreafon, 


Volefle to dub chee with the name of Trattor. 
If chat fame Damon chat hath gull'd thee chus, 
Should eith his AA (ae walke che whole world, 
He aight rerarne co vaftie Tartar becke, 
Aod ai the Legions, J can never win 
A foule fo eafie as chac Enghiffimans. 
Oh, how hail chou with icaloutie infeed 
The {weerne fle of affiance? Shew men duc:full, 
Wiby [0 didf thoa : feeme they grave and Jearned 
Why fo didit thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 
Why fo didfl chou.Seeme they relig:ous > 
Why fo didft chou Orare they fpare in diet, 
Free from groffe pafsion, of of mitth, or anger, 
Conftanc in (pitit, noc fweruing withthe blood, 
Garnifh'd and deck'd in madeft complement, 
Noc working with the eye, without the eare, 
And bat in purged iudgement trufting nesther, 
Such and fo finely boulced didi thou feeme: 
And thus thy fall hath lefc a kinde of blot. 
To make thee full fraugbc man, and bel indued 
W ith tome fufpstion, I will weepe for thee, 
Foc this revolt of chine, me thinkes1s hike 
Another fall of Maa, Theit faults are open, 
Arceft chem to the anfwerof the Law, 
And God acquit them of cher pra&ifes. 
Exe. larreftchee of High Treafon, by the name of 
Recbard Essie of Cambridge . 
1 arreft thee of High Treafon, by che namae of Thomas 
Locd Scrospe of Marft am, 
I arceft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Themes 
Grey, Kaieht of Nor bomberland. 
Seve, Ours purposes, God iuftly hach difcouerd, 
And [ cepent my faale more then my death, 
Which | beteech your Highneffe to forges 
Although my body pa the pnce of ic. 
Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not feduce, 
Although I did edenic it 2s a motive, : 
The fooner co effe& what I intended : 
Bat God be thanked for prevension, 
Whuch in fufferance heartily will reioyce, 
petals, pase, and yoo, to pardon mec. 
Gray. Never did faichfall fubieQ more reioyce 
Ac che difcouery of moft dangerous Treafon, 
Then I do at this hoore ioy ore my felfe, 
Prevented from a damned enterprize ; 
My faulc, buc not my body, pardon Souersigne, 
King. God quit youin his mercy: Hear your ference 
You haue confpir’d ag azinft Our Royall perton, 
Toyn'd with an enemy proclaun‘d,snd from bis Coffers, 
Receyo’d the Golden of Our death : 
Whereia you would haue fold your Keng to (laughter, 
His Princes, and his Peeres to feruirude, 
His Subieds to opprefsion, and contempt, 
Aad his whole King dome into defolation : 
Touchmg oux eerfen , feeke we no revenge, 
Bac we oar Kingdomes fafery nuit fo tender 
Whole ruine you foughe, that co her Lawes 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 
(Poore miferable puny ag your death: 
The cafte vzh=reof, God of his mercy give 
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You ¢ co indure, and erve R 
Of alt youe deare offences. Beare them hence, 
New Lords for Prance : the encerprife whereof 
Shall be to you as vs, like glonous. 
We doubt nor of a farce and tuckse Warre, 
Since God fo gracioufly hath brough to lighe 
This dangerous Treafon,lurking in our wey, 
To hinder our beginnings. We dowbt not now, 
Bur euery Robbe 1s fmooched on our way. 
Then forch,deare Councreymen : Let vs deliser 
Our Purffance into the hand of God, 
Pucung it Rraighs in expedition 
Chearely co Sea,the fgnes of Warre aduance, 
No King of Engiand.if not King of France, Flowrs/®. 

Enter Fu ici, Neme,Bardoiph,Bey and Hefieffe. 

HojteJe. Prychee honey (weet Husband let me bring 
thee (0 Staines, 

Pifel. No: foe ay manly heart doth erne. tee wt 
be blyche: Nim,rowfe thy vaunting Veines: Boy, brifsle 
thy Courage vp : for Falfaffe hee is dead, and wee muft 
ere therefore. 

Bard. Would t were with him, wherefomere hee 1s, 
eyther in Heeven,or in Hell. 

Heftefe. Nay fare,hee’s nocin Hell. hee’s in Arthars 
Bofome,:f curer man went ta Artbers Bafome: amadea 
finer end,and went away and 1c had deene any Cheiflome 
Child: a parted eu'n sult beeweene T welue and One,eu'n 
at che earning o'th Tyde: for afer I faw him fumble with 
the Sheets, and play wich Flowers,and {mile vpon his fine 
gets end, Lknew there was but one way: for his Nofe was 
as fharpe asa Pen,and a Table of greene Acids. How now 
Sir Jobe (quocth 1¢) what mane agoodcheare: fos 
eryed out,God,God God, three or foure times : now I, 
tocomfort him, bid him 3 (hould not thinke of God; | 
hop'd theze was no neede to rrouble himfelfe wich any 
(uch choughts yet: foe bad me lay more Clothes on his 
feet: I par my hand into the Bed, and felc them,end 
were a3 cold as any itone : then I feleco his knees, and fo 
vp-peer'd.and vpward,and ail was as coldaseny flone, 

Nim. They fey he cryed our of Sack. 

Hoficfe. Ithaca did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hoftefe. Nay,chat adid nos, 

_ Bey. Yeschat adid, and {aid chey were Deules iacar- 
nere, 

Woman. A could acuer shide Carnation, ‘twas 8 Co. 
lour he never lk'd. 

Bey. A (aid once, che Deule would haze bin aboo: 


Women. 
Feftefe. A did in forme fure(indeed handle Women 
bur chen hee was sumeuque, and calk'd of the Whore o 


exa. 


Bey. Doe you not remembege [aw a Flea fticke vpor 
are ta Nollyand afeid ic wasa blacke Soule burnin, 
in Hell, 


Bard. Well,the fuell is gone that maincain’d that fire 
that’s all che Riches I goc 1n his fervice. 
ee Shall wee fhogg? che King will be gone fron 

h 

Pi. Come,ler's away. My Love,giue me thy Lippes 
Looke to my Chactels, and my Moucables: Let Sence 
tule : The world is,Pitch and pay: cruft none: for Oathe 
sre Strawes, mens Faiths ere Wafer-Cakes,and hold. i 
isthe ovely Dogge: My Ducke, therefore Caste b: 
thy Counfailor. Goe, cleare a Is. Yoke 
fellowes in Armes, let vs to France , ithe Hor’ 


leeche 
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my te to very to, Aad heis ovt or that 


facke. 
‘Bey. Andther's but vawbolefome food, chey fey, 
. Touch herfof: merch. 
iil ccadieade o 
Nas, 1 anno: kill, thee is the bumor of ies bur 


adico. 
Py. Let Halwileric sppeare: keepe clofe , } thee 
Ferweil: adiea. 
seek ay : “Le Debbe 
Emer 
aS og 


Koy. Thes coencahe Eaglith wich fell power vpon vs, 

Aad more cheo carefully it v3 concernes, 
To anlwer Ruyally in our defences, 
Therefore the Dukes af and of Britsine, 
Of Brabant end of Orieence meke forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all (wift difparch 
Totyoe sad new repayre ovr Townes of Werre 
Wish ates of coerage,and with meanes defeadant: 
Tor England his approaches makes 90 fierce, ; 
As Waters to the lacking of s Guife. 
Iz fits vs then to be as provident, 
As fase may teach vs,00t of lace exsmples 
Lefe by che farall end negleéted Englith, 
Vpeon our fields. 

Dapbie, My moh redoubred Father, 
Iv is meoR groct we asme vs 'g:: 1 


Exema 


Aa were a Wasee in expe@ation. 
Therefore 1 (ay, cis meet we all coe forth, 

To view the fiek.end feebte parts of Prance ¢ 
And let vs doit with ao fhew of fesre, 

Ne, wich ao more,chen if we heard that Englaod 
Were béfied with a Whicfon Morris-dance: 


»Priace Dolphia, 
‘You are r00 mech miftaken ia this oH 
s00 your Grace che late Basbaffsdors, 
With what great Stace he heard theie Embalbe, 
How well f 'd with Noble Counceliors, 
How modeit inczception; and withall, ‘ 
Howretrible in conftent refolation : 
And you fhall find, his Venities fore-{pent. 
Were bur the oat-fide of cht Roman Brates, 
Coueritig Difcretion with a Cost of Folly ; 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofe Reees 
That thall fit {pring,and be mof delicate, 
Delphos, Weil, t1s not fo,my Lord High Confiable. 
But though we chinke it fo,it is no mattes: 
Inceles af defence, tis bef to weigh 
The Enermie more mightie then he fcemes, 
Se the propertions of defence ere fill'd : 
Which of 9 weake and aiggerdly proteEtion, 
Doth like e Miler (poyle tris Coat, with {canting 
Alucle Cloch. 
. Thanke we King 


Harry fireng : 
And Princes ,looke ypu ftrongly erme to meet hien, 
The Kindred of him hath beene flefhe vpon vs: 


fe. 


Thee heenced vs in our facailiar Paches - 

Wiaefie eur too mach memorebic (hame, 

When Crefly Batrell ferslly was ftracke, 

And all our Princes captie d,by the hend 

Of chet black Name, Edward, biack Prince of Wales: 
Whiles chat his Mountaine Sire,on Moenzaine ftasding 
Vp jn the Ayre,ctov n'd with the Golden Senre, 
Saw his Herolcall Seed,and {mil'd co fee bim 


You tee ths Chef 

You fee this thou followed fends 

MR pend shes noua, whe Uber they feem wo threats 
° h whé what they feem to 

Runs before them. Good my sl 

Toke ep the Englith thort,end let them know 

Of whet a Monarchie you are the Heads 

Faas Licge,ts not fo vile a fiane, 


Kayg, Froca dur Brother of England? 

Bas, Prom bim,end thus be greetagour Maichiie : 
He wills you in the Name of God Alaighue, 
That yau deueft your felfe,end lay spare 
The borrowed Glories, thar by gift of Heaven, 
By Law of Nature,snd of Nations,len 
To him and to his Heires, ntmely the 
And all wide-firetched Honors, thet pertaing 
By Coftome, and the Ordinance of Times, 

Vane the Crowne of France : that youmsy knew 
‘Tis no finiftes nos no awk-ward Clayme, 

Picks from the worme-holes of long-vanifhe dayes, 
Noe from the duft of old Oblivion rake, 

He fends ~~ this molt memorable Lyne, 
Withng nin be ch Pdipus 

Willing you over. e this 8 

And saben you find hico evenly derntd 

From his moft fam'd,of famous Anceftors, 
Edward che thied ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne end Kingdome,jndireélly held 
From him,the Nacue and cue Te 


Fat 
Lara fwallowed in this Comtrouerfie. 
1 ’ 8 
race ont tenperetice,” 
To whom exprefiely I bring greeting to, King. Fee 
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_ King. For vs, we will confider of this Garcher: 
Te corow daieer sighted paloma 


Aad ery that mey ret cnef-become 

The doch he prize you or. 
Thes (ayes my King:and ff year Fachers 

Dee notin greene of all dernends ac lerge, 
Swereen che burer Mock you fens his Maisie; 


Delp. Say: 4 my Fether rendes faire tevurne, 
ke ta again my will : [or] deBce- 
Nethung buc with En 


Betweene the promife of his greenes dayes 
And chefe he mafters now: now he weighes Time 


- You thalbe (eeas leach oak faire conditions 
A ls bar fall bereathe,and licde pewle, 
To enfwes masters of this confequence. 





eA ius Secundus. 





Ths withimegin'd wing oor fwileScase 6 
‘d wing our Scene 
inmactn of ne ei clr then ha of Thought 
The weil- aa at Deucs Peer, 


Gr your minds co flerosge of this Navie 


A your Engiend as dead Mid-ai e, fill, 
Guarded wich ae eas: 


maticmacee teen 


2 
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Wis os reese ee 
Thefe cull’ é and cheyfe-drawne Counher ro France? 
Weorke,werke ee aan 
Behold che eon : : 


Teile arty. Tha: the King doch ofa: him 
Katherine his Daughter nd with ber to Downe, 


Some and vuproficable Dukedores. 


Aad downe goes all before thom. Scill be ood, 
And eech out our performance with your miad, Eau. 


Bover the King, Exeter, 
Alarm: 


Or clofe the Wall vp wih our Eaglith dead : 

In Pesce, chere’s noching fe becomes s man, 

As modefi ftillneffe, and slthe : 

Bee when the bisft of Warte blewes in ous cares, 
Then imicace che aftion of the Tyger: 

Sciffen -he faewes,commune vp 424 bleed, 

Dil guifefeire Nasure with hard-favour’d Rage : 

Then lend the Eye a cerrible sfped : 

Let it pry chrough the portage of the Head, 

Like che Braffe : let che Brow ovewhelme ie, 
As fesrefully.es doth a galled Recke 

O’re-hang and iucty his confoanded Bale, 

Swill’d with the wild and wafifull Ocean. 

Sel has polhecray one che Nofthrill wide, 
Hold hard esth,aod vp every Spirit 

To his full On,en, you Noblith Engh 
Whele blood is fer frem Fachers of W srte-peoote : 
Fathers, nat like fo Alexander, 

Hause in thefe parts fom till Een foughe, 
And theash'd cheit Swords, fos lack of asgument. 
Dithononr noe Mothers: now stzeft, 


the 
pooja merece 
r) o ea 
ry ay yas 








het : and fer mine owne ; 
the hemor of it is too hor, chet is the very plaine- 


of it. 
Pf. The plaine- Is moft ieft : fos humors doe a- 
bound : Knocks goe and come: Gods Vaffals drop and 


oi ae ee ned teeta bleed eres 


Bey, Would | were in an Ale-houfe la Leadon, I 
would give all ny fame fer a Per of Ale,and (oferie. 





Pf. And!s If wifhes would preusyle with mu, 
Lan ps fayle wich rae; Sct chasher weeld ? 


8 
Bo. Asduly, but noc as truly, as Bird doth fing on 
bough. 


Eater FineEen. 
Fla. Vp tothe breach, you Dogges ; euveum you 
Cullions, 
Pf. Be mererfull great Duke co men of Mould: 
bate thy Rage, abste chy manly Rage ; sleete chy Rege, 
eat Duke Good Bawcock bate chy Rage: vie lenitie 
weet Chuck, 


Bey. As young aslam, 1 haue obferu'd thefe three 
Swsthers: [sm Boy co chern all chree, but all chey three, 
though they would ferve me, could nor be Man 10 me; 
for indeed three fuch doe not srmount toa man: 
for Bar shee is whsce-liuer’d, and red.fac’d; by che 
meanes ,0 feces 1 owe, bur fights not: for Piffed, 
hee hach a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meanes whereof,» breakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for Now, hee hath beard, thet men of ftw 
Words are the bef men,and therefore hee tornes to fay 
his Prayers, left a fheuld be chough: e Coward: but his 
few bad Words are maccht with es few good Deeds; for 
a neuer broke any mons Head but his owne, end thac was 
again a Poft,when he was drunke. They will Reale any 
thing, and call i: Parchsfe. Borde(pb Role « Luce-cafe, 
bore it cwelue Leagues, and (old ic for three halfepence. 
Nim ond sida a are {worne Brothers in Aching : and 
10 Callice ey ea fire-fhouell. I knew bv that peece 
of Seruice, the mea would carry Cosles, They would 
have me as familise with mens Pockets, a9 their Gloves 
or thew Hand-herchers: which makes mach sesinft my 
Manhood, if 1 (hould take from snothers Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for it Is pleine pocketing vp of Wrongs. 
1 moft lesue them, and feeke Come better Service: their 
Villany goes againit my weske Nomacke, and therefore 
J muff caf it vp. Exu. 

Emer Gower. 

Gaver, Coptaine Firelien,you malt come pends to 

the Mynes; che Duke of Gloucefer would fpeake with 


on To the Mynes? Tell yoo the Duke, ic is nos fo 
good co come tothe Mynes: for looke you, the Mynes 
is not according to the difciplines of che Warre;the coo- 
cavities of it is not fulficrent : for looke you, ch'sthuer. 
fare you may difcule ynco the Duke, looke you, is dig 
henfejfe foure yetd vader the Councermines: by Chew, 
Ithunke s will plowe vp all, ifchere is noe betcer direGti- 


Gower. The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is given, ssaltegether chreéted byan Irith 
man, a very valiant Gendeman yfaih. 

Wrich. Ic is Cantsine Makgworrece, is it not? 

Gower. I thinke is be. 

sreich, By Chobe hess an Affe. asin the World, I will 
verifie as much in his Besrd ; he has no more direCUens 
in the true difciplines of the Warres, looke you, of che 
Roman difeiplines then is a Puppy-dog. 

Emer A ckworrice and Caprame Lamy. 
Cawer. Here a comes,and the Scots Captaine,Coptaine 
smth him. 
batch Captsine Jany |s s marvellous felorous Gen- 
eman,tha is cercun,and of great expedition and know- 
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ledge in th’aunchient W arres,vpen my perticuler bnew. 
Lede of his direhions Chita he vall ensiucsine he, 
Argument es well as ony Milirerie man inthe World, in 
the difciplines of che Prifline W erres of che Romens. 

Sees. 1 fay guddsy,Captsine Flasiom, 

a to yoor Worfhip, good Captain: 

Gower. How now Coptsine Adackporrice, bewe you 
quit the Mynes; howe the Piooers given o're . : 

Irf. By Crrith Law ath ill done: the Worke ifh 

ve ouer, the T found the Retreat, 4 Hend 

fweare, and my Soule, the Worke i Wl done : 
it ifh gine ower : 1 would heue blowed vp the Towne, 
fo Chrith fave me Law,in en houre. O tith ull done, tith all 
done: by my Hand uth ill dene, 

woulch, Caprsine Adeckmerrece, 1 befeech you now, 
will you voutiafe me, looke you,» few difpatstuens with 
you, as parcly touching of concerning the difciplines of 
the Werre,the Roman W arres, in the way of Argument, 
looke you, end friendly commenication: partly to (arishe 
tay Opinioa,end partly for che fatisfaAion, looke you, of 
my Mind: ss souching the direQiion of the Milicarre dif- 
ciplene, chat Pf the Potnc, P 

Scot. It fall be v cith gad Coptens bath, 
Ai ine seiko bers I may pich occafron : 
that mary. e 

Ir@e. It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrith (auc me: 
the day is hor, end che Weather end che Werres. end the 
King, and the Dukes: it is no time to difcourfe, che Town 
is beleech’d: and the Trompet call vs co the breech, and 
we calke, and be Chrith do nothing, cis thame forva a8 : 
foGod fa'me us thame to Mand fill, 1 3 theme by my 
hand: and there is Theoacs to be cus, end Workes cobs 
dorie,and there ifh nothing done, fo Chrift fame law. 

Seo. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take them- 
felues to flomber, syle de gud fervice, or Tle lipge ich’ 
grund forit; ay,ce goe ro deash: snd Ile pay: 03 vale- 
roufly esl may, that fal I (uerly do, chacis che bre§ and 
the long: mary, J wad full faine heard fome queftion 
tween you wway. 

Welch. Captaine Mackgeorriee, | chinke, leoke you, 
vader your correction, there 18 801 many of your Na- 
tion. 

fri, Of ay Necion ? What sth my Nation? Itha 
Villsine,end a and s Kneue, ands Refeail. Wha 
ith my Nation? Who calkes of my Nation? 
nahi Looke you, if you coke the mater otherwite 
then is meant, Ceptaine xt, eencare } 
fhell chinke you Paden sac ett recenip 
difcretion you oughe to v& me looke you, as good 
amen os your felfe, both in the difciplioe: of Warre, 104 
in che deriuetioa of my Birth , end in other particuls- 
icles, 

irfs 1 doe net know you fo e man ss my felfe: 
fo Chrith feue me,! will ge dashing Re 

Cower. Genrrieen both, pou will miftake esch other 

Secor. A,cthat'ss foule feele. 4 Pata. 

Gower. The Towne founds 2 Parley. 

wreich. Copraine Markmorrice, when chere is rece 
betrer oportunirie to be required, looke you, J will be 
fo bold as to tell you, ] know the difciplines of Warre: 
and there is an end, Ex. 


Baw the King cod oll tis Toaine before vhe Cates. 
. How yet refotues the Governoar of the Towne? 
This 1s che lereft Pesle we will admit: 













































Ox like to men prowd of deftrsion, 
Defte vs co our worft : for as I am a Souldier, 
A Gteme chac in my thoughts becomes me bef ; 
If E Begin che batr'rie once againe, 
§ will not lesue the halfe-ecchicued Herflew, 
Tikl an her sthes the lye beryed. 
The Gates of Mercy thail be all thet vp, 
And che ficth’d Soeidier, rough and hard of heart, 
1a lebertie of bloody hand fhall raunge 
With Confcience wide 31 Hell mowing like Graffe 
Y our freth faire Virgins,and your flowring Infants, 
Whar 13 1¢ theato me,if impious Warre, 
Accayed in flames hketoche Prince of Fiends, 
Doe with his {myrche complexion all fell feats, 
En'yncke ro waft end deflation? 
Wha 11% come, when you your felves ore caufe, 
5f pore Maydens fall inco the hand 
Ot bot and forcing Violanon ? 
What Reyne can hold sicemtious Wickedneffe, 
When downe the Hill he holds his flerce Carriere? 
We may as boarleffe {pend our vaine Command 
V pon ch enraped Soaldiers in their fpoyle, 
As fend Precepts to the Lewiatban, co come sfhore. 
Therefore, you men of Herflew, 
Toke pitty of your Towne and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Soaldiers sre m my Command, 
Whiles yet che coole sad temperate Wind of Grace 
O're-blowes the filchy and pay ae Clouds 
Of heedly Murther, Spoyle and Villany. 
If aot: why inamoment looke to [ee 
The blend and bloody Souldier.with foute hand 
Defire che Locks of yoor fhrill-(nriking Daughters: 
Yoor Fathers caken by the filuer Beards, 
And cheir moft reucrend Heads datheco the Walls : 
Your naked Infants {pitted vpon Pykes, 
Whiles the mad Mothers. with their howles confar'd, 
Doe breake tne Clouds;as did the Wiues of lewry, 
Ac Hered: bloody-huntug flaughter-men. 
Whar fay you? Will you yeeld,end chis auoyd? 
Or guilcie in defence,be thus deftroy’d. 
Enter Gouerzour. 

Gener. Our expeéaion hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin whom of Succours we entreated, 
Recarnes vs thac his Powers are yet not ready, 

To rayfe fo greag a Siege : Thesefore great King, 
We yceld ous Towne and Lives co thy fof: Mercy: 
Enver our Gates difpofe of vs end ours, 

For we no longer are defenhidle. 

Kang. Open your Gates: Come Vackle Exster, 
Goe you and enter Harflew; there remeine, 

And fortific ic Rrongly ‘gaint the French : 

Vie mercy co chem all for vs.desre Vackle. 

The Wincer comeing on,snd Sickneffe growing 

Vpon our Souldiers,we will reryre to Calis. 

To nighe in Harflew will we be your Goeft, 

Tomorrow for the March sre we addreft, 
Fleur dh , aed enter the Towne. 





Enter Xasherine and 0 sid Genthewoman. 
Kathe. Abca, se as cite mm Angleterre, & 0 ben parler 
& mage. 
7 A Pe cumbia 
atb, vplatrlodacs ‘sor if faut gue ie apprend 4 var- 
les - Commecet appellee wom emg ni 
Alsee. Le main ol > opp 8a de Hand, 
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‘ore to our beft mercy give your fclees, Kath. De Hand. 


Ales. E le deyts. 
Kas. Le doyts,mna fay Le ecablie,e deyt mays,ce ove 
be dayts 1 penfe qu'dds ont appelle de fingies,on de fingres, 
Alice. Le main de Hand Je deyisle Fomgresss cenfle que ew 
fies le bon efebotser. 
Kath. May gaywe bux mots h Angion viffemen: coment 


appete vous le ougles? 
Alice, Le ongles Jes agpetens da Nayles, 
Kath, De Nayles efcoute : dues mey, fi se parte bien: de 
Hand, de Fingres,¢ de Navies. 
Alice. C ff bien bof Madame ol & fort bon Angles 
Kach. Dites moyl Anglos powr le bras. 
Aisce, De Arme, Madame. 
Kath E decondee. 
Alice. D’ tlove, 
Kath. D'Elboe : lemen fay le repiticio de touts les mets 
qae vers maves apprent des a prefent. 
Alae. Mgy wep defficile Madame comme 3 ae 
Kath. Exeufeme eAice efcoute, df Hand, de tragve, de 
Nagles & Arma deBilbow 
Alse. D'Etbrw, Madame, 
Kath. O Sesgueur Drew se men oublee f E thew coment ay . 
pelle vous le col. 
Alue. De Nick, Madame, 
Kab. De Nick, ele menten. 
Alice, De Chin. 
Kab. De Sm: lecol de Nock, be menton de Sin. 
Alice. Ow, Sanf voftre bowneur en verae vous pronene 
cus ler mats anf droitl, que le Nats d Angleterre. 
Kash, lene dente perm d opprendse pas dograre ds Drew, 
& en pew de temps. 
Alvce, N'awe very defia oublie ce que ie wens a enhgase. 
Kath. Nome se recsteraa vom promptement, a Hand, de 
Fingre, de Mayless. 
Alree. De Naples, Madame. 
Katl. De Nayles dle Arme,de libew. 
Alae, Sant woftre bonous d Elbow. 
Kath, Aenfi de se d Elbow he Nock, de Sin: coment ap- 
pelle vons les peed ch de reba, 
Alice. Le Fout Madame & 'e Counr, 
Kath. Le Poot, & le Count : O Sesgnienr Dieu, il fort le 
mots de fon manvau sell st pa Ch mnpuds que Cp nen 
pocr be Dames de Honewr defer : 1e ne voudr ay pronounces ce 
wsets dewant be Seegneurs de France, pour toute le monde, fo le 
Feet c& le Count wean meys te recitera un antrefeys ma leten 
‘enfembe, & Hand, de Fingre, da Naples, d Arne, d Elbow, da 
Nek, de Sen, de Foot, le Count. 
Ale. Excellen, Madame. 
Kab, Co supa ene re adur. 
xe. 


Emer the King of France, tbe Dolpbsn, the 
Couft able of France and ethers. 
Km. Tiscertaine he hats paft che Rives Some, 
Coat, Aad if he be nO@foughe withell,my Lord, 
Let vs not live in Prance: let vs quit all, 
And give out Vineyerds to a barbsrous People. 
Delph. O Dicurowsans : Shall a few Sprayes of vs, 
The emptying of our Fechers Luxurie, 
Our Le So in wilde end (swage Scock, 
Spirt vp fo fuddenly into che Clouds, 
And oues tooke thew Grafters? 
‘Brit. Normans bet bafard Normans,Norman baflasds: 
Mert du mavie,if they march along 
Vafougin withall,buc | will felfmy Oukedome, r 
° 
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Tobey aflobbry and a durtie Parme 
In thac nooke-thoceen Iie of Albion. 

Cayxf. Dien de Banades abere have they this mezeell ? 
Sv nos their Clymece eaw,and dell? 
On whom,ss in defpight she Suone loekes pile, 
Killing cheic Freie with frownes. Cen fodden Waeer, 
A Drench for fer-reya'd Iades,thele Barly broth, 
Deco cbeir cold blood to fech valiane beas2 
And thall our quick blood, {pirited wich Wine, 
Seeme frofiie ¢ O,fer honoe of our Laod, 
Let wsnot hang like roping Ifyckles 
Vpos our Heules Tharch,whiles a more froftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our cich fields s 
Poore we coll thera,inzheir Native Lords. 

Defic. By Faith and Honor, 

Our Msdernes mock at vs,and plainely fey, 
Oar Mettell is bred out, and they will give 
Theis bodyes to the Luft of Englith Youth, 
Tonew-Sore France with Baftard W arsiors. 

Brit. They bid vs tothe Englith Dancing-Schooles, 
And cesch Lanelra’s high, and fwift Carrantes, 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heeles, 

And chat we ere moft loftie Run-swayes. 

Keg Where is Mowrierthe Hecald?{peed him hence, 
Let hum greet England with our fharpe defiance 
Vp Peinces,and wath (pirit of Honor edged, 
Moce tharper then your Swords, hiph to che fields 
Charles Delabrerh High Conftable of France, 
You Dukes of Ort ance, Barbas and of Berry, 
Alenfoa,Brabem Bar ,nd Burgonse, 
faques Chattilion, Rawbure:, Vandemont, 
Beumoet, Graed Pree, Reaffi,and Faslconbridge, 
Leys, Loftrale, Bonciquall,206 Charalezes, 
High Dukes great Princes Barons, Lords ,and Kings; 
For your great Seets,now quit you of grest fhames : 
Barre Harry England chat { weepes through out Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew - 
Ruth on his Hoali,es doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Valleyes, whofe low Vaffall Sesr, 
The Alpes doth fpic,end void his cheveme vpon. 
Gee downe vpon him.gou haue Power enough, 
Asd in a Captive Chariot, into Rosa 
Bring hom our Prifonee. 

Conft. This becomes the Great. 

am ] his numbers ere fo few, 

Hie Souldiers fick end feemfhe inchew March: 
For I am fure,when he (hall fee our Army, 
Hec'le drop his heart into the finck of feare, 
And for atchicuement.offer vs lus Ranfome. 

Keg. Therefore Lord Conftable haft on Afentiey, 
And let him fay to Engiond thac we fend, 

2To know what willing Ranfome he will give. 
Prince Defpbre,you hall {tay with vs in Roan, 

Deh. Nort (a,! doe befeech your Meieftie. 

Be patienr,for you thal! rempine with vs. 
Nov forth Lord Coaftable,snd Princes all, 
And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall Esco. 


Borer Captaines, Euglifh and Welch, Gower 
tom ded Flocken. 9 

Georr, How now Coptaine flerken, come you from 
che Budge? 

Fle. i afure you,chere is very excellent Services com- 
maetied a the Bridge. 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fale? 

Fla, The Dube of Exctes is os magnenienous 20 4¢4- 
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srommen, and a men that | joue end honour with my foule 
and my heart, snd my ducie, and my live, and my Luieg, 
and my vetermoR power. He is not,God be prayfed sad 
bleffed , any hert in the World, but the 


mot valiantly with excellers dif is on sua- 
chient Lieutenens there et the ol shinke in my very 
confcience hee is as valiang a man as Marke Aatheny, and 
hee is ¢ men of no eftiasation in the Werld, bus 1 did fe 
him doe es gallant feruice. 

Cewer, What doe you call him? 

Fla, Hee is call'd eunchicac Pgfell. 

Gewer. 1 know him nes. 

Emer Pifct. 
oe Here is the = ve 
. Coptsine,] ther befeech to doe me feuours, the 
Duke of Exeter doth lour thee well. 

Fla, 1,1 prayfe God, and I haue merited fome loue at 
his hands. 

Pal = Bardelph, 2 Souidier firme end (ound of heart, 
and of buxome velour, hach by croell Fate, and giddie 
Fortunes furious fickle Wheele,thst Goddefie blind, thet 
Rands vpon the relling reftleflc Stone, 

Fis, By your patience, sunchient Pifed : Fortune is 
painted blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to — 
to you, that Fortune is blinde; and thee is painted alfo 
witha Wheele, to fignifie to you, which is the Mosalle 
it, cher fhee is turning and inconfisne, and eusabilitie, 
and variation; and her foot, looke you, is fixed vpon a 
Spherical Stone, which rowles,and rowles,and rowles : 
in good truth, the Poec makes a moft excelien: deferiprin 
on of it: Fortune is an excellent Morsll, 

Pot. Fortune is Bardelpb: foe, and frownes on him: 
for he hath flolne s Pax,and hanged mufi s be: a demned 
death; let Gallowes gape for Dogge, let Man goe free. 
and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe fuffocate: bus Exeter 
hath given the doome of death, for Pas of lathe price. 
Therefore goe {peske, the Duke will heare chy voyce j 
and lec nct Bardelpbs vitall thred bee cue with edge of 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Coptaine for 
bis Life,and 1! will chee requite. 

Fla Aunchienc Pefel, U doc partly vnderfiand your 
meaning. 

Piff, Why then reioyce therefore. 

Fie, Gertsinly Aunchient, it is not 9 thing t6 reieyce 
st: for if,looke you,he were my Brother, | weuld defire 
the Duke to vie his good pleafure, and pus him vo execu. 
tion ; for difcipline ought to be vfed. 

Pif 00d be dam'd,and Fige for thy friendthip. 

Fla. Ie is well. 

Piff The Figge of Spaine. 

Flu, Very good. 

Gewer, Why, this is an errant counterfeix Refcall, | 
remember himnow, a Bewd,s Cus-purfe. 

Flu, Ile affure you, a ver'red as prouc worde at the 
Pridge,as you thall| fee in a Summers Gay : but ix os very 
well: wha he ha's (poke to me,thac is weil ] warrant you, 
when time is ferve. 

Gewer. Why ‘sis a Gull,a Foole,s Rogue,thes now and 
then goce co the Warres, to grace him(eife at his rc corne 
into vader che forme of s Souldier: and fach 
fellowes are perfir in che Greac Commanders Names,and 
they will leerne you by rore where Seruices were done; 
ac fuch and fuchs Sconce,st (uch a Breech,s¢ fach 8 Con- 
voy: who came off bravely, who wes fhor, who dif. 
grec'd.what termes the Enemy Rood on: and this ¢ 
conne perficly w che phrafe of Werre ; which chey tricke 


Erie. 
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vp wich new-tuned Oathes: and what a Beard of the Ge- 
acralls Cus, aod a borride Sure of the Campe,will doe s- 
mong forng Bottles, and Alo-watht Wits. is wonder. 
full tobe on: bue you muft learne to know fuch 
flanders of the age, or clic you msy be maruciioufly mi- 
Rooke. 

Fis. 1 cell you whae,Capraine Gower: I doe perceive 
hee is noc the man that hee would gladly make fhew to 
the World hee is: if I finde a bole tn his Cone, will tell 
him my minde ; hearke you,che King is comming, and | 
maft ¢ wich him from the Pridge. 


Drena and Colours. Enter the King avd bus 
peeve Senkdievs. = 
Fle. God plefle your Maiefirc. 
Keag. How now Flueice carn ft thou from the Bridge? 
Flu, J,fo pleafe your Maueftie: The Duke of Exeter 
ha'sv ser nee maincain’d the Pridge ; the French is 
; e€ and there is gallanc and moft praue 
Seeees : seuriy .dvuiliort {ate mi hase poffetfion of 
che Pridge, but he is enforced co retyre,and che Duke of 
Execer 1s Mafter of che Pridge: I can tell your Maieftie, 
the Duke 15 a prase man, 
Keng. What men have you loft, Fiaeles ? 
Fan. The perdition of th'athuerfane hath beene very 
»resfonnable greet: merry for my part,t chinke the 
bath loft never aman,but one that u ke to be exec 
cored for robbing a Church, one B if your Maree 
fre know the man: his face 15 Jl bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs, and Rames a fire, end Ins Iippes blowes at his 
nofe, and it 1s like a coale of fire, fometimes plew, and 
fornetisnes red , but his nofe is executed, and his fire's 


ow. 

Keng. Wee would haue all fuch offenders fo cut of : 
and we giuc exprefle charge,that in our Marches through 
the Countrey, there be nothing compell'd from the Vil- 
lages; nothing taken, bur pay'd for: none of the French 
vpbrayded of abufed in difdaimefall ge:for when 
Leuwsie and Cruelne play for x Kingdome , the gener 
Gasnefiter is the fooneR winner, 


Tesket. Enter Meurtey. 
Mannion. NV oaknow me habie. 


/ my 
gue Well chen, I kaow thee: whee thall I know of 


Blamtiey. My Mshers mind. 

Keg. Vofold ic. 

Afemavey. Thus fayes my King : Say thou to Harry 

of England, Though we (eem‘d dead, we did but fleepe: 

Adusneage is a beccer Souldier then cafhoeffe. Tell hur, 

wee could haue rebuk’d him at Harflewe, but that wee 
he not good to bruife en iniurie, till s¢ were full 


ripe. Now wee {peske vpon our Q. and our voyce is im- 


periall: En fhall repene his fully, fee his weske- 
aefle, and © 008 fafference. Bid bim therefore con- 
Gder of his ranfome, which muft proportion che loffes we 


base borne, the fubiedts we haue lolt, the difgrace we 
bawe digefted; which in weight to re-an{wer, his petti- 
acfle would bow vader. For our loffes, his Exchequer 1s 
too poore 3 for th effubion of our bloud, che Mufter of his 
Kuagdome too fainz a number ; and for our difgrace, bis 
owne perfon kneeling a¢ our feet,but a weake and worth. 
leffe fazisfadtion. To this adde defiance ; and tefl him for 
conctafion, he hath berrayed his followers, whofe con- 
densnacion is cao 3 So farre my King and Mafters 
fo much my Office. 





8: 
. Whee is thy name? I know th ine, 
ee: dposnt rqal 
King. Thou doo'f thy Office fairely. Ture thee back, 
And cell chy King, I doe not feeke him now, 
But could be willing co march on to Callice, 
‘Wichout impeachment : for to fay the footh, 
Though’tis 20 wildome co confeffe fo much 
Vimo aa enemie of Craft and Vantage, 
My people ere with fickneffe much enfeedled, 
My aumbers leffen’d: and shofe few I haue, 
Aloft no berter then fo many French ; 
Who when they were in health, I cell chee Herald, 
I choughe vpon onc psyre of Engl:th L egees 
Did mechenee F fealmed Yer (sisier ah God, 
That I doe brag ge thus ; this your ayre of France 
Hach blowne i viceinme. Imuft repent: 
Goe cherefore tell thy Maller, heere lam; 
My Ranfome,is chis frayle and worthleffe Trunke 
My Army, boca weske and fickly Guard: 
Yer God before, cell hint we will come on, 
Though France himfelfe, sod fuch another Neighbor 
Scand 10 our way. There's for chy Labour CPtenmtesy. 
Goe bid thy Mafter well aduite himfelfe. 
If we may pafle,we wil: 1f we be hindred, 
We thall your tawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour : and fo Mouwtuy, fare you well, 
The famme of all oue Anfwer is but chis ; 
We would not fecke a Bartaile as we are, 
Nor as we are, we fay we will not fhun it: 
So tell your Mefter. 
(Moons, 1 (hall deliver fo: Thankes to your High> 
neffe. 
Glee, Tho will not come vpan vs now. 
Keg. We Godt hand, Brother noc m theirs: 
March co the Bridge, ic now drawes coward night, 
Beyond the Riuer wee'le encampe our {elues, 
And on co morrow bid them march awsy,  Exeant. 


Ester the Conftable of Franceshe Lord Rambers, 
Orleance, Dolphan, wah others. 


Conf. Tuc, | have the beft Armour of che World: 
would 1 were day. 

Ovleasce. Y¥ ou haue an excellent Armour: but fet my 
Horfe have his due. 

Conff. Ic is the bc Horfe of Europe. 

Orleance, Wil 1 neuer be Morning ¢ 

. My Lord of Orleance,and my Loed High Con- 
Rable,you calke of Hosfe and Armour? 

Ortsance. You are as well prourded of both, as any 
Prince inthe World. 

Delph. What along Night is this? I will noe change 
my Horfe with any that creades bus on foure poftures : 
ch’ ha: he bounds from the Barth,as if bis encrayles were 
hayres: le Chenal volente, the Pegafus, ches es narenes de 
few. When | beftryde him, 1 foare,] sm 3 Hawke: he trots 
theayre: the Earth ngs, when he touches it : che bafeft 
horne of his hoofe, is mose Muficall chen the Pipe of 


eres. 


Orteance. Hee's of che colour of rhe Nutmeg, 

Delph. And of the heat of theGinger. Ics 9 Best 
for Perfens: hee is pure Aycé and Fire; and the dull Ble- 
mencs of Earth and Water neuer pee in him,bus on- 
ly 19 patient ftillnefle while his Rider mounts him: hee 
\s adeeda Horfe, and all ocher ledes you may call 


Beafts. 
Conf? Tr. 
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~ Canft. Indeod toy Lord, ie tse molt ablelace endex- , Rent HielongstoestctheEnglith. 


cellent H 

» Ic is the Prince of Palfrayes, bis Neigh is like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces 
Hoaege. 

Oricance. No more Confin. 

. Nay, the man hech no wie, ther cannot from 
the rifing of the Laske to the lodging of the Lambe, 
vacie deferued prayfe on my Palfrsy : it is a Thesme es 
fluent as the Sea: Turve the Sands into eloquent rongues, 
aad my Horfe is argument for them all : ‘tis 0 fubieA 
for 2 Soversigne to teafon on,and for a Soueraignes So- 
uernigne co rideons And forthe World, familiar to vs, 
and vnknowne , to lay spare cheir particular Fan@ions, 
and wonder at him, I once writ a in his preyfe, 
aad began thus, Wender of Nature. 

Pages I heue beard a Soanet begin fo to ones Mi- 
tC. 
Delp. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd 
ssa Conta farmy ne is my Miftreffe. 
Orleans. Your ser hiro oales rene 
Dolph. Me well, which is che prefcript prayfe and per- 
ees ofa ae and paca inet a 

, for met day your Mificeffe 
threwd ficcke yous back aie 

. So peshaps did yours, 

Conf. Mine was not bridled, 
Delph. O theo belike the was old ipa abana yoo 


rode like « Kerne of Ireland, your French off endin 

your ftraic Stroffers. 

s Conf. You haue good iadgement in Horfeman- 
ip. 


Dolph. Be warn'd by me then: they that ride fo. and 
side not warily, fall into foule Boggs : 1 had rather havc 
my Horfe to my Miftreffe. 


Conf. 1 had as live have my Mifireffe a Tade, 

Doll. i cell chee Conftable, my Miltrefie weares his 
owne hayre. 

Conf. 1 could moke as truca boaft as thar, if J had 
Sow co my Mifteeffe. 


Le cheen off reteurne a fou propre ve miffement ¢ 
ha heaps hence an berber thou rask'tt ve of ts Cs t 
Coeff. Yer doe I not wle my Horfe for my Miftreffe, 
or any fach Proverbe,fo lictle kin to the purpofe. 
Rawb, My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent co night, ere thofe Scarres of Sunnes vpon itg 
Conf. Scarres my Lord, 
Delph. Some of them will fell co morrow] hope. 
Conf; And yer oa ae | fhall not wane. 
Delph. Thar may be, for you beare a many fuperflu- 
oufly,snd ‘were more honor fame were away. 
. Eu’n as your Horfe beares your prayfes, who 
would trot as well were fome of your bragges difmoun-. 


sed. 

Delph. Would 3 were sble co loade him with his de- 
fet. Will ic never be dey? I will rot tn morrow a mile, 
and my way fhall be oar with Englith Faces. 

Conft. 1 will aot fay fo, for feare I Ghould be fac's out 
of my way: buc J would it were morning , for J would 
fainebe pb the eares of the Englith. 

Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard wich me for twentie 
Prifoners ? 

Conf. You mult fick goe yous felfe to hszard,ere you 
heave them. 


Dolpb. Tis Mid-night, Ile goe arme my felfe. Exit. 
Orleance. The Dolpbio longs for moms, 


Conf. I thinke he will esce all he hills. 


Resta By the white Hand of my Lady, bee's s gel- 


Prince. 
Conf. Swesre by her Foor,thet the may tread one the 
Orleance. He is fimply the moft aQive Genlemao of 


France. 
Conf. Doing is sGiuitie, and be will fill be doing, 
Orleance. He neucr did barme, that J] heard of. 
Conf. Not will doe none to morrow: hee will keepe 
that good name fill. 
Orleance. 1 know him to be valiant. 
Couft, 1 was told that, by one tha: knowes hiss berrer 
then you, 
Orleance. What's hee ? 
Conf. Marry hec told me fo himfelfe,snd hee fayd bor 
cas’d not whu keew it. 
_ Orleance. Hee acedes not, it is ao hidden vertue in 


im, 
Conf?, By my faich Siz but it is: newer any body faw 

it,buc hie Lacquey: ‘cis a hooded valauc, sod when ke 
sppesres, it will bate. 

Oricavee. 11) will never fayd well. 
Conft. Swill cap chac Prouerbe with, There is fatterie 
in friendhhip. 
rohrges And] will take vp chat with,Giee the Deuill 

3 e 

Cooff, Well plac’t : there ftande your friend for the 
Deuill: heuc at the very eye of chet Provesbe wich, A 
Pox of the Deuill. 

Orleance. You ere the better at Prowerbs, by how rauch 
2 Fooles Bolt is foone fhor. 

Conft, You haue fhot ower, 

Orlcance. “Tis not the fisft time you were oues-fhot, 


Ener a Mefencer. 


Mf. Wy Lord high Confleble,the Engtith lye wichin 
fifteene hundred paces of hed Tents, 

Couff. Who hath meafur'd the grouad ? 

Mf, The Lord Grandpree. 

Conf. A valiant and moft expete Gertleman. Would 
it were day P Alas poore Harry of England: hee longs 
not for the Dawning, as wee doe, 

Orleance Whaca wrerched and petuith fellow ts this 
King of England, co mope with his fat-braia’d followers 
fo fatre out of his knowicdge. 

Conff, If the Englith bad soy spprebenfon , they 
would cunne away. 

Orleance. That lack : for # cheis heads hed aay in- 
telleCtuall Armour, they could never weare fach heauie 
Head-pieces. 

Remwb. That Iland of Engisnd breedes very valent 
Creatures ; their Maftiffes ase of vnmeschable cou- 


rage. 
Dieses Foolith Curres, thar runne winking isto 


. the mouth of s Ruffian Beare, and have their heads crufhe 


like cotcen Apples: you may as well fey, chat's a valuans 
Hie chat dare wate his breakefaft on the Lippe of 8 
on, 

(Conft. Toft, iu: end the men doc fympathize with 
the, Maftiffes , in robuftious and rough comming on, 
leasing ther Wits with their Wives: and thea give 
them great Mcales of Beefe, sod Iron and Sceele; they 
will este like W olues,and fight like Deuils. ice 





ae 
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mega » 1, bur chefe Eoglith ere throwdly out of 
ce 

Const. Then thall we finde co morrow,they hese only 
@omackes to eace, and none to fight. Nowis it rime to 
arme : come, (hall we about ic ? 

Or leaner. \¢ 13 now two a Clock: but lee me fee, by ten 
Wee fhal) have each a hundsed Enghith men, Exeuer. 





cA tus Tertius 





Chores. 

Now enterraine conieQure of atime, 

Laboarbaise ted Mermure and che poring Darke 
Fills the wide Veffell of the Vaiverfe. 

From Camp to Camp, throygh the foule Womb of Night 
The Hume of eyther Army ftilly founds ; 

That che fixe Ceneinels almolt receive 

The fecrer Winfpers of exch others Watch, 

Fire anfwers fire,and chzough their paly flames 

Each Battaile fees che ochers wmber'd face. 

Secec chrearens Seed, in high and boaftfull Neighs 
Piercing the Nights dull Eare: and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accormplithing the Ka:ghes, 

Wh bufte Hammers clofing Rivets ?, 

Give dreadiull nore of preparation. 

The Countrey Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towle: 
And the chird howre of drowfie Morning nam'd, 
Prowd of thew Numbers,snd fecure in Soule, 
Theconfidene sad over-luftie French, 

Doc the low-raced Enghth play at Dice ; 

And chide che creeple-cardy-gated Night, 

Who hke a foule and ougly Witch doth li 

Ser away. poore condemned Engi:(b, 
Lake Sscerfices by there watchtall Fires 

Si pstrencly, ard inly cuminace 

The Mormngs danger : and their geftere fad, 
Inurtting lanke-leane Cheekes,and W arre-worne Coms, 
Prefented chem ento the gazing Moone 

So many horride Ghofts. O now, who will behold 
The Royall Ceptsine of this ruin’d Band 

Walking from Watch to Wetch,from Tent co-Tent; 
Let hie cry,Prayfe and Glory on his bead : 

Bor forth be goes,and vifis all his Hoaft, 

Bids them good morrow with a modeft Saryle, 

And calls chem Brothers, Friends and Counucymen. 
V pen hit Royall Face there is 00 note, 

How dread en Army hath careunded him ; 

Noor doth be dedicate one ict of Colour 

Vato the wearie and allewetched Nighx : 
Our frethly lookes and over-beares Accaine, 

Wirth chearefull femblance,and {weet Maiefue : 
That every Wretch,pining snd pale before, 
ing him,plucks comfort from bis Lookes. 

A Lar wniverfall like che Sanne, 

His liberal) Eye doch give co cvery one, 

Thawing cold feere tac meane snd gende all 
Beheld,ss may voworthivelle define. 

A litde couch of Harry in the Nighe, 

And fo owt Scene mult to the Battaile Aye: 
Where,O for pitty, we thal] mach difgrace, 

With foure of Buc moft vile and ragged foyles, 
(Righe all difpes'd, in brawle ridicefous) 


The Name of Agincourt : Yes fic and fee, 
Minding erue things, by whee cheis Mock ries bee, 
Exe, 


Enso the King, Bolferd,and Gloucefter. 


King. Gloffer,ris croe that we ere in great 
The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother Bedford : God Alemghtie, 
There is fome foale of goodoefie in things ewlil, 
Would men obferuingly diftill t ovr. 
For ovr bad Neighbour makes es carly ftirrers, 
Which is both healchfull, and good husbandry 
Befides,they are our oucward Conferences, 
And Preachers co vs all ; sdmonifhing, 

That we thould dreffe ws faitely for our end. 
Thos may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make 8 Morsll of the Divell bimfelfe. 

Esser Evping bam. 

Good morrow old Sir Thomas Erpreghan : 

A good foft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were berrer chea a chariifn curfe of France. 

Erparg. Nox fomy Liege.tins Lodging likes me better, 

Since | may fay, now lye | uke a King. 

Kmz."T1s good for men to loue their orefenc aeines, 
Vpon example,fo the Spirit is eafed: 

And when the Mind is quickned oat of doubt 
The Organs,though defund sad dead before, 
Breake vp their drowlse Grave and newly moue 
With cafled flough, and freth legentie. 

Lend me thy Cloake Sit Teomas : Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes im our Campes 

Doe my good morro to them,end anon 

Defire chem all to my Pauiilion. 

Gleker. We fhall, my Liege. 

Erping. Shall] ateend your Grace? 

Keng. No, my good Koight : 

Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of Englands 
Tand my Bofome muff debere s while, 
And chen J would no ocher compsay. 
Erping. The Lord in Heaven Dicthe thee , Noble 
Harry. Sree. 
Ku. Goda mercy old Heart, chou Speak Rt cheare- 


lly. Encer Pfiel. 

Pf. (hoe vous la? 

King. A friend. 

Pf. Difcuffe vacome, art thou Officer, os art thoe 
bafe,common,snd > 

Kieg. LemaGen of a Compeny. 

Pift. Trayl’R thou che pefien Pyke? 

ae Even fo. what sre you? 

Pif. As good s Geaclemaa as the 

King. Then you area becter chen the King. 

Pf. The King’s a Bewcock, sod a Heart of Gold.a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fi 
mof valiant : 1 halle bis durtic thooe, and from heaet. 
firing I louc the louely Bully, Whatis thy Nome? 

Kuug. Harry be Rez. 

Pfs Rare Corath Name: ert chou of Cornifh 
Xing. No, I apa Welchman. 

Poff. Know'ft thou Flseiien? 


Keng. Ye. 
rif. Tell him lle baock his Leeke abour his Pate vpon 
S$. Dames day. 
you weare your Degger in your Cap 


. Doe nor 
thac day,Jeaft he knack that abour yours, 
i3 
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: I thinke hee would noc with himfelfe 
ra irene ek 
Bases. Then | would he were here slone-fo thould he be 
pa bdand laters oe nadie ae ede 


Dif. Arcchou his frend? 

Kew. And his Kinfman too, 

rt The Page tor chee then, 

Keg. \ chanke you: God be with you. 

Pat My name is Pafded calt’d. 

Kang. \¢ forts well with your fierceneffe. 
Adanct K ng. 


Enter Fleelen and Gower. 

Gower. Capcsine Finches. 

Flu, ’So, inthe Nome of fefu Chri, (peake fewer: ie 
isthe greaceft adrmracion in the vowuerfsli World, when 
the eruc and aaachienc Prerogatifes and Lawes of che 
Woarres is not kept : if you would rake che psines buc to 
examine the VV acres of Pompey the Great,you fhall finde, 
I warrant you,chac chere 11 notiddle cadie nor psbble ba. 
ble in Peeperes Campe : I warrant you , you hall finde 
che Ceremonies of che Werres, and the C ares of it, and 
the Formes of 1,and the Sobsietie of it,and che Modeftic 
of it,co be otherwife. 

Gower. Why the Enemie is lowd, you heare hin all 
Noghc. 

Ole If che Enemie is an Affe and a Foole, and a pra- 
ting Coxcombe ; is 1¢ meet, thinke you, chet wee 
alfo,looke you,be an Affe and a Foole,and a prating Cox- 
combe,in your owne confcience Now? 

Goo. 1 will fpeake lower. 

Flu, \ peasy you,and befeech you, that you will. Exw. 

King. Though it appcare a little out of falhion, 

There 1s much care and valour in chis Welchman, 


Ester three Seuldiers lab Bates, Alexander Come, 
and Michael Wiha. 


Court. Brother febu Bates , is not that the Morning 
which breskes yonder? 

Bates. irhinke ie be: bet wee haue no grest caale to 
defire the approach of day. 

Wiliams. Wee {ee yonder the beginning of che dey, 
hue I chinke wee (hall neuer fee the end of it. Who goes 
there? 

King. A Priend., 

jane. Vinder what Captaine ferue you? 

Kong. Vader Sit lobe Erpengharm. 

wr . A good old Commander, snd a moft kinde 
Gendeman: I pray you,whac chinkes he of our eftate ? 

Key. Even as men wracke vpon a Sand, that looke to 
be watt off che next Tyde. 

Bases, He hath not told his thoughs to che King? 

King, No: nor itis not meet he fhould: for though I 
fpeake it to you, I thinke the King 13 bata man, asl am: 
the Violet {mells to him, asic doth tome; the Elemene 
fhewes co him, ac it doth come; all his Sences heve buc 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies layd by, in his Na- 
kednefle he sppeares bot aman ; and though his affedti- 
ons are higher moanted chen ours,yet when they ee 
they foupe withthe ike wing : therefore, when he {ces 
reafon of feaces,as we doe: his teaces out of doubr, be of 
the tame rellith as ours are: yet in reafon, no man fhould 
poffeiTc him with any appearance of feare; lealt bee, by 
fhewing it, fhould dis-hearten his Army. 

Bates. He may thew what outward courage he will: 
but I belceue.as cold a Night as ‘tis, hee could with him- 
felfe in Thames vp tothe Neck; and fo | would he were, 
and { by him,at all aduencures,fo we were quit here. 

King. By my troch,| wall (peske my con{cience of che 


Key. 1 dare fay, you love bim nos fo il, to with him 
here alone : howfoeuer you fpeake this to fecle ocher 
tens minds, me thinks I could not dye sny where fo con. 
tenced,as in che Kings company; bis Caafe being suft,and 
his Quarre!l honorable. 

Welsams. Thet’s more then we know. 

Bates. lor more then wee fhould fecke after; for wee 
know enough, if wee know wee arc the Kings Subsets : 
if his Caufe be wrong, our obedience to the King wipes 
the Cryme of it out of vs. ‘ 

bilkams. But if the Caufe be not good the King him. 
felfe hath a heavie Reckoning to make , when all thof 
Legges, and Armes, and Heads, chopr off in a Battaile, 

joyne together at the laccer day,and cry all, Wee dy- 
ed at fuch a place, fome wearing, tome crying for s Sur- 
pean fome vpon their Wives, left poore behind them ; 
ome vponthe Debrs chey owe,fome vpon their Children 
rawly left; lam afear’d, there arc tew dye well, that dye 
in a Battaile : for how can they charitably difpole of any 
thing, when Blood is their argument? Now, { thefe men 
doe net dye well, it will bc a black matter for che King, 
that led chem to it; whoco difobey, were againit ail pro- 
portion of fubse@ion. 

Keng. So, sf @ Sonne thar is by his Father fent about 
Merchandize,doe finfully milcacry vpon the Sea;the im- 
putacion of his wickednefe, by your rule, fhould be sm- 
poled vpon his Father thas fence him: or sf 2 Serusuc. vo- 
der his Matters command, tranfporting a {umme of Mo- 
ney be affayled by Robbers,and dye in many ireeconci'd 
Iniquetres ; you may call che buGnefle of the Maer che 
suthor of the Seruants damnation: but chis 13 aot fo: 
The King 1s not bound to anfwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, nor the Mafter 
of his Servant ; for they pur not thesrdeah , when 
they purpole their feruices. Befides,there is no King, be 
his Caule neuer fo {potieffe, if ic come to the acbitc- 
ment of Swords, can erye ic out wich all vnipocted Soul- 
diers: fome (pereduemure ) haue on them che guilt of 
seer and contrived Murcher ; fome, of begur- 
ing Virgins wish the broken Seales of Perurie ¢ fome, 
making che Warres their Bulwarkeghat howe before go- 
red che gentle Bofome of Peace with Pullage and Robbe- 
tie. Now, if thefe a nave defeseed the Law, aya 
sunne Nacive punifhment ; ¢ h they can out 
men, they fone be wings to aye foetal Warre is 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeence: fo chet here men 
are punifhe, for before bresch of the Kings Lawes. in 
now the Kings Quarrell: where they feared the death, 
they haue borne life away ; snd where they would bee 
fafe, they penth. Then st they dye vnprouided,no more 
isthe King guiltie of cheir dsmaation, chen hec was be-- 
fore guilne of thole Impieties , for the which they tre 
now vificed, Every Subie@s Dupre ss the Kings, bux 
cuety Subieéts Soale is his owne. Therefore (hould 
every Souldier in the Worres doe ss every ficke man in 
his Bed, wath every Moth out of his Confeience : and 
dying fo, Death is to him sduenrage ; or nor dying, 
the time was bleffedly loR, wherein fuch preparation was 

ayned : and inhim chat efcapes, it weee not finne to 
thinke, chat makeng God fo free an offer, be let him Owe- 
live chat oa co fee his Greacnefle, and to teach others 


how ate. 
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W458. Tis certsine,cucry men ther dyes Wi zhetilvpen , Whee driak’if chou ftead of Homage (weer, 



















hes owne bead, the King is not ro anfwer it. >a pnp anid esate Ye eatneflc, 
Bases. | dec nor dehre hee thoeld safwes forme, end | And bid chy Ceremonie giwe thee care, 
yet 3 determine to fight taftily for hie. ° Thinks chou che fierie Feuer will goe ouc 
Kéng. 1 my (cife the King fey be would sot be | Wich Titles blowne from Adslation? 
rafoa'd. Wik give place co flexure and low bending ¢ 
wig. 1, hee {sid (0, co make vs fight chearefully: but | Canft thou,when thos command'tt the beggers knee, 
when our throses are ent, hee msy be ranfom'd, end wec | Commend the health of ks No,chou prowd Dreame, 
ae’re the wiler. That play'ft fo fabsilly wich a Kings Repofe 
Keg: If 1 fuaeco fez ty] willocuer cruft his word af- | 1 smeRKing chat find thee: and Ikaow, 
ter. Tis not che Baime,the ter,snd the Ball. 


wll. You pay him then: that's a perillous thot our | The Sword,the Mafe,the Crowne Imperiall, 
of an Elder Gunoe,that a poore and a prisace difpleafure | The encer-siffued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 
candoe ag anft 2 Monerch : you may as weil goe sboue | The farfed Title running ‘fore the Kin 
to retoe the Sunne to yee, with: fanning in hes face with @ | The Throne be fics on: noc the T > 
Pwacocks feather : Yeu'le geues truft his word after; | That besces vpon the hugh thore of this World: 
come, tis 2 foolith faying, No, not all chele,chrice-gorgcous Ceremonic 3 
Kime. Vout reproofeis famethung too round,] fheald | Not all chelc,lay'd ia Bed M atefircall, 
be angry with you,f che cime were convenient, Can fleepe fo foundly, as che weeeched Slave: 
wil. Let ie bee a Quarrel! betweene vs, if you | Who with'a body fill'd,end vecaat mind, 
bee. Gees him to rett, cram’d with diftreffefull bread, 
Keg. I embrace Neuct fees horride Night, the Child of Hell : 
How thait 1] know thee ageine? Bat like a Lecquey, frora the Rife co Set, 
sia Soa me any Gage of tine, ond 5 will wesre it | Sweates in the cye of Phebus ; and all Night 
im my : Then if ever chog dar'ft acknowledge it, a a in Eheim: nent day afrer dawne, 
LontimakeitmyQuyarrell. —. Doth rife and helpe Afiperie to bis Horfe, 
weil, Heere’s my Glove: Give mee soother of | And followes fo the etser-running yeere 
chine, With proficeble labour co his Grave: 
cng There. And but for Ceremonie,foch a Wrerch, 
wll. Thes wilt { alfo weare inmyCep . if ewer chou | Winding sp Dayes with coyle,and Nights with Deepe, 
come come, and fay.after to morcow, This 1s my Gloue, | Had the fore Aand aod vancage of 2 King. 
by chis Hand { will cake thee a box on che ease. The Slaue,s Member of che Councreyes peace, 
xnt. Ifeger I five co fee it, I will challenge it, Enioges it; but in groffe braine little wots, 
Thow das't ss well be hang’d. What warch the King keepes,to maincaine the peaces 
Pi 5 Weil, 1 will doe ic, chough I take thee in the | Whole howres, che Pefant bef eduancages. 
gs companic. 
bl. Keepe thy word : fare chee well. PO eee 
Bates. Be friends you Baglith fooles, befriends, wee | Erp. My Lord, your Nubics tealogs of your abfence, 
baec French Quarcels enow,if you could tefl how torec- | Seeke through yoar Cempe to find you, 
kon, Exit Seatdiers. King. Good old Knighs,cotled them all cogether 
Keg. Indecde the French may lay ewentic Prench | Ac my Tent: Ile be betore thee, 
Ccownes to one, they will beat vs, for they beare them Erp. Uthall doot,my Lord. Bre, 
on their Hhewiders : bur it is no Eaglith Treafon to cue Kmg. OGod of Battailes, cele ary Souldiers hearts, 
French Crownes, 20d to morrow the Kiag humieife will Pollet. them not with feare: Take from chem aow 






















be a Clipper. The fence of ceckning of th’oppofed somberss 
Vpon the-King,Jet vs our Lises,out Soules, Plock theirs hearcs from chee. Net to day, O Lord, 
Owr Debes,our casefail Wiantes, O not co day, thinke not vpoo the fauke 

Ons Children,sad our Sinces,lay on the King: Father made,in compaffing the Crowne. 

We mali besre all. _ I Richards body hauc immersed vew, 

O hard Condition, Twis-borme with Greatneffe, And on it hase beflowed more contrite teares, 
SabieZt co che besath of ewery foole,wholt fence Then from it ifued forced drops of blood. 

No more can feele,but his owne wringing, Five hundred [ beue ia peye 

Whac sbmize hearts-cafe malt Kings ocgled, Who twice y uheieerither shold vp 






i Chewncries, 
Where the fad snd folemne Priefts Gag fill 
Aad what srt chou,thow Idoll Ceremoonic ? For Rechard: Soule. More will I doe: 
What kiod of God arc thou? ches fuffer'ft more Thou gh all chet I can doe, ts nochiag worth 5 
Of enoctall griefcs shen doe thy worlhippers. Since chac my Penivence comes aftes all, 
thy Comeaags io? Ienploring pesdoa. 


: Keng. :t Glancaffers woyee? I: 
ei T haow chy errand, | will gee wich ‘ 
Wherein chou art lefle happy, being fear’d, The dey, my Giend,snd all things ftey forme. 
m Caring. 
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2uter » ° 49 givec og 
Beannsont. bad after fight with chem? 
Orleaece, The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp, my Conf. Ulay bur for my Guard: 0a 
Lords. To the feld.1 will the Banner froma T romper take, 
Dolph, Adente Chenal: My Horle, Veries Lesquey: | And vie it for my hate. Come,come away, 
2. The Sanne is high,sod we out-weare the day. Exoene, 
Orleance, Oh brave Spirit. 
Delph. Via les owes & serve. Ester Gleucoft wr Bedford Exeter Erping ham 
Orleasce. Roca pass le atr G fev. wth al bu Hosp Salah’ cad? 
. Cem, Covfin Orleance. Ester Conf abie. Wefimerland. 


Now my Lord Conftable? 
Conf. Hearke how out Steedes, for prefene Serurce 


neigh. 

: Mount them,and make iacifion in theis Hides, 
That their hot blood may {pin in Englith eyes, 
And doubt them with {uperfluoas courage : ha, 

Rem. What, wil you haue them weep our Horfes bleod? 
How thail we then behold cheir nacurall ceases ? 
Eater Meffeng er. 
UMeffeng. The Englith are embactsil'd, you French 


Peeres, 

ek To Horfe ypu gellant Princes ,Arsight to Horfe. 
Doe but behold yond poore and Rarued Band, 
And yout faire fhew fhall fack away their Soules, 
Leauing them but the thales and huskes of men, 
There is not worke enough for.ail our hands, 
Searce blood enough in all their fickly Veines, 
To give cach naked Curtlea a flayne, 
That our French Gallants thal co dey drawonr, 
Aad fheath for lack of fport. Let os bur how onthein, 
The vapour of our Valour will ote-curne them 
"Tis pofitive ag sift all exceptions, Lords, 
That oor fuperfuous Lacquics,and our Pefanss, 
Who ia vaneceffarie sQion fwarme 
About our Squares of Battaile, were enow 
To perge this field of fuch a hilding Foe; 
Though we vpon this Mountaines Bafis by, 
Tooke fiend for idle {peculation : 
But thar our Honours muft not, What's to fay ¢ 
Avery litele liccle lec vs doe, 
Andallis done: chen let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance,ad the Note ro mount : 
For our approech fhall fo much dare the field, 
Thar England thall couch downe in feare,and yeeld. 

Ester Graurapree. 
Gr .Why do you ftay fo long, my Lords of France? 
Yond Iand Carrions,defperatc of their boues, 
lll-fanoredty become the Morning field: 
Their ragged Curcaines pose? are let loofe, 
And ous Ayce fhakes chem paffing fcormefully. 
Biggec Mars feemes banqu'rout in thers begger'd Hoaft, 
reer faintly throughs ruftie Bever peepes. 
The Horfernen fir like fixed Candlefticks, 
With Torch-Qaves in cherc hand: and cheiz poore Iades 
Lob downe their heads, dropping the hides and hips: 
The gurmme downe roping from their pale.dead eyes, 
Aad in chest pele dull moutbes the lymold Birt 
Lyes foule with chs affe, fil) and motioniefie, 
And their executors, the knauith Crowes, 
Flyc o'se chemall,impecient for their howre. 
Defcription cannot (ure it felfe ia words, 
Todemonftrate the Life of foch e Bartsile, 
In paar lwweleffe,es plop aie felfe, 
Conf, howe faid 

And: Rayo death. ery 

Dolph. Shall we goe fend them Dinners,and freth Sores, 


Glance. Where is the King ? 
‘agg The King himfelfe ss rode toview their Bat- 
taile. 


Pt Of fighting men they haue full cheeefcore thow- 


Exe. There's five to one,befides they all are freth. 
Salish. Gods Arce firike withvs,'tis 3 fearefall oddes. 
God buy’ you Princes all ; He to my Charge: 
If we x0 more meet, Gill we meet in Hesecn ; 
Then boy fally,my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My deare Lord Gloucefter and my good Lord Exctes, 
And my kind Kinfmao, Warriors all edicu. 
Bedf. Farwell good Salubwy,& good luck go with thee: 
And yet I doe chee wrong,to mind thee of it, 
For chou art fram'd of che firme truth of valous. 
Exe, Farwell kind Lord: fight vafiancly today. 
Bedf. He isas full of Valour as of K : 
Princely in both. 
Enter the Kiag. 
wef. Ochat we now had here 
But one ren thoufand of thofe men in England, 
That doe no worke to day. 
Keng. What's he chat wihes fo? 
My Couhn tefimecriead. Noy fare Coufn » 
If we arc marke to dye, we are enow 
To doe our Countrey loffe : and if co line, 
The fewer men,che greater hare of honoar. 
Gods will,I pray chee with not one man more. 
By Jone, Lanvoat couecbes for Gold, 
Nor cere J who doch feed vpoa my coft : 
It yernes me not,if men my Gorcments weare 
Such ourward chings dwell not in ay defues. 
Bus if it be a finne co cower Honor, 
I ara the moh offending Soule alive. 
No ‘faith_my Couze,with not s man from Eagisnd; 
Gods peace, | would not leofe fo great sa Honer, 
As one men more me thiokes would (hsre from me, 
eu vel rere Thave. O,doe not with one more : 
ahes proclaime it ane? through my Hoeft, 
That he which bath oy sere chis fate, 
Let him depart,his Pafpore (hall be made, 
And Crownes for Consoy put inte his Pusfe : 
We would not dyc in chat mans cormpane, 
That feares his fellowthip, to dye with vs 
This day is call’d che Feaft of Crifean: 
He that out-lives chis day,and comes (ofe home, 
Will ftaad 2 up-coe when chis dey is oomed, 
And rowte him et che Name of sh Fa . 
He chat thall fee this dsy, end lise olds 
Will yeerely on the Vigil feaft his ncighbewrn 
And {ay,to morrow is Seim (5 
Then will he fitip bis Neeue,sad his skerres* 
Old men forget; yetall fhall be forgot : 
But hee‘te te wish sduinreges, 
Whac fears hedid shat day. Then thal! our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houfehold words, 


rT ea * —- 
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Shall choke chem{elucs sccarfi they were not here, 
And hold their Manhoods cheape,whiles eny fpeaket, 
That foughs with ats Ssint Crpewes day. 

or Sales 


Sal. My Souctaign Lord, befiew your felfe wich peed: 
The Freachs exe birsocly inchett botralles fet, 
Aad will with all expedience charge on vs. 

« All chings are ready, if owr minds be fo. 
- Perith che maa, whofe mind is beck ward now. 
King. Thou do'f not with more helpe from Engisnd, 


Couze? 
tuft. Gode will,mmy Liege, would pou snd I slone, 
Wichoet more belpe, could fight chis I bastede. 
.Why now chow halt vawiths fue thoufend men: 
Which likes ac berter,then to with vs ane. 
You know your places: God be with you all. 


Tacha. Estw Idaig. 

feat. Once mose I come co know of thee King Hay, 
If for thy Ranfome chou wilt now compound, —- 
Before thy moft sfured Overthrow: 
For certainly thou art fo ncere che Gulfe, 

Thou needs afl be en Befides,in mercy: 
ce,thou wilt aind 
Thy followers of Repenisaces that theis Soules 
Lester a ry sip and a (weer 
From ¢€ x] eaetches hele bodies 
MMcfi bye and {efter os o— 


wg. Who hath fene thee now ? 
out. The Conftsble of Praoce, 

Kiag. U pray thee bease my formes Anfwer beck : 
Bid them atchiene me,and then fell my bones. 
Good God, why fhoald tp dae poore fellowes chus ¢ 
The man chat once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft liu’d, was kill’'d wich huating him. 
A of our bodyes thall no doubt 
Fand Native Graves: vpon the which, 1 colt 
Shall witneiic live in Beaffe of this dayes worke. 
And chofe chat leave cheir valiant bones in France, 

eS beryed in your Dongbills, 

They alban jor there the Sun hall greet chean, 

draw theie bonors reeking vp Saher 
Lesuing their arts to choake your Ciyme, 
The {meil whereof f breed s Plague in France. 
Marke then shounding valour io our Englith: 
Thee being dead, tke co che bullets crafing, 
Bceske out into a fecoad courfe of mifchiefe, 
Killing in relapfe of Morralicie. 
Lez me {peake eoeey : Teil the Confisble, 
We ere but Warriors for the working day : 
Ow CGeyneffe end our Gils are all befrayec 
With ssynie in the painefull field. 
There's not 2 piece of feather in our Hosfts 
Good st gument(] hope) we will aos fiyes 


the Fs 8 


_And tine heth worne vs inco flocensie. 


But by the Maffe,our hearts are in the trim 
a oe ere Nighe, 
They'le ie eter Raber chey wil gleck 
The gay new Costs o’re the Souldiers heeds, 
And terne them out of feruice. If they dos this, 
As if God pleafe, they thal; my Ranfome thea 
Will foone be 
Hereuld, faue chos thy labour : 
Come chou no more for Reofome,gentic Herauld, 
They thall heue aone,! (wesre,but thefe my foyntss 
Which if chey bese,as J will leave vm chem, 
Shell yeeld chem linte,tell the Conftable, 

Aden, | (hall King Harry. And fo fare thee weil : 
Thou ncecr (halt beare Hereuld any more. Exk. 
ra I feare chou wil once aiore come againe for s 


r Loed, ars baa bl Lnee I begge 
ote. M moh on 
The leadin tie Vawerd, << 
Kieg. Teke tt, brave Yorke. 
Now Souldiers march swey, 
And how thou pleafefi'God,difpole the day. Exes. 


Alerem. Excarfens. 
Exter Piflel French Seoldicr Bey. 
Pf. Yeeld Curre, 
Preach. Le poofe que wom sfhes le Ganctheme de ben qua- 
lites. 
Pi. Qualcitie calmie cufture me.Art thou s Gende- 
man? What is thy Name ? difculle. 
French. O Seiguem Disa, 
Pf, O ae Dewe theuld be s Gentleman : per- 
ead oy words O Signieur Dewe,end marke: O Signicur 
ewe, thoa dyeft on point of Fox, except O Signieur 
thou doe giue to me egregious R 


French. O premves mi, de may. 
PY. Moy thall noe angie pleats Moyescfor 
T will fecch thy rymme out 88 thy Throat, in droppes of 


pe dtorlae od db cfobagper le force ds ton by 
; é force de ton iva, 
Pf. Beatle, Corre?thou damned sod luxurious Moun- 
taine Gost, offer’A me Beafle? 

Feruch. O perdoune 


Pif. Say’R thou mee ? is that a Toone of nay ar 
ome hither boy,aske ae this fleue in French whee ie his 

ame. 

Bey. Efcoute comment offecs woos appela? 

French. ls Fer. 

Bay. He foycs his Name is M.Fer. 

Pif, M.Fev: Ue fer him,and firke him,and ferret hian: 
difcuffe che fame in French vacobim, 

Bey. 1 doe act koow the Freach fot fer,sad ferres,end 
firke. 


Poff. Bid him prepare,for I will cur his chrost, 

Freech. Que die ib Meanficur ? 

Bey. Ll me commande 4 vem dire que vous faite vow 
proft, car ce foldas iy cft difpefec tous affure de conppes veftre 


ie. Ov. y, cuppete e afoy pefant , voleffe 
tuon i Ou Chocnaierias rovmnenos cxsegled hale 
chou be by this my Sword, 

Freech. O Te woes fopplee pour Cameur de Die : ma pare 
donner Je fuss te Gemilberee & bon maifenyg enka toa vie yS To 
een denuer ay dows cont fem, 

Py. Whas ate his words = 


88 


Bay. He prayes yoo to faue his life, he is a Gentlemen 
of a good houte, and fer his ranfom be will give you two 
red Crownes. 

Pf. Tell him evy fury thall abste,snd I che Crowstes 
willcake. 

Fren. Petia Shonfler que du il? 

ca Ap nial qu'ilet comrafen larement de pardeuner atte 
cuse prifeuner: neantsmous pour les ¢fewes peas a 
smertal oft content a vens downes le fas ppperda igs 

Fre, Sav me: genoux fe vow donnes miles vemerciont,ot 
Te mec oft mee bearex que Ie cntombe sutre bes mam. dwn Cho- 
rps Te peufe le plone brane valiant ot tres dohsan fguiewr 

leterve. 

Pf. Expeund ent me boy. 

Bay. He gives you arg hisknees « choufsnd checks, 
ond he cfteemes hinfelte happy, chethe hath feloe into 
the bands of one (es he shinkes) che mot brane, valorous 
and chrice-worthy fgnese of Englend, 

Poff. As 1 facke blood, J will fome mercy thew, Fol- 
tow mec, as 

Bey Save vous le awe? 

Idid neact know (of a ia iffec from fo emptic a 
heart ; but rhe foying 1s crue, The empty veffel makes che 
greateft found, Bardolfe and Nyw had ceane times mere 
alour, then this roaring civell sh olde play, that everie 
ae ey ey with 2 woodden deg ger, and 
chey are both haag’d, ang fo would this be, durft 
fieale sducnoroufly. I muft Rey with the 
Lackies withthe ugerec vf our camp, the Prench might 
haves good pray ot vs, if he knew of 1¢, lor chese is none 
to guard ic bur boyes. Baw. 


Sueer Conf able, Orleance, Barber, Dolpbia, 
alae ares 


Cos. O Diablo. 
Ort, O figacer |e iom rt perdia, toute ot perdee. 
Del. ns appa all se confounded ell, 
Reproach, and eucrlafting thame 
Sits mocking 1 our Plumes. A foert Alarum. 
O mefibaute Foriave, Jo not ranne sway. 
- Con, Why all our rankes are broke. 
Del, O perdurable thame, let's ftab our felues : 
Be thefethe wresches char we plaid 1 dice for? 
Ort, 1s this the King we (ent coo, for his ranfome? 
‘Ber. Shame, and eternal thame, nochiog bat theme, 
Let vs dyein once more backe ageine, 
And he ther will not follow now, 
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hang 
Like a bafe Pander hold the Chamber doore, 
Whilft’s bafe floue, no gender then my dogge, 
Hus faireft daaghrer is contaminaced. 
Coe. Diferder that hath fpoyl'd vs fciend vs now, 
Let vs on heapes go offer vp ovr hues. 
Ort. Weare enow yet hiuing in che Field, 
To fmochers vp che Engiith in-our chrongs, 
If any order might be thought vpon, 
Bar. The diuell cake Order now, Ie to the throng; 
Let life be hort, elfe Thame millbetoolong.  Zaw. 


Alara, Esser sho Ring and bis trapen, 
wb Prifacrs. 


King. Weill howe we done.thrice- valiant Coancrimen, 
Bax all's noc done, yec keepe che French the field. 
Sxe. The D. of York commends hire ty your Maiefly 


The Life of Henry the Fift. 


Lines he good Vackle: cnilphr seb aes 
im downe ; thrice vp ogsi j 
Frealidantede pura tedaee = 


He threw his wounded arme, end kift his lippes, 


fe waters fram me, which? would haus flop’d, 

Bax I had nex fo mech of man in mee, 
And all my mocher came into mine eyes, 
And gowe cnc vp to ceares. 

King. I blame you nec, 
For heering this, | maf 
With mi eyes, or they will fue te. 
But heaske, wher new alarum is this fame? 
The French hane re-enforc’d their fcarter’d men: 
Then every fouldioar ki) his Prifoners, 
Give the word through. 


Aleren 





cAflus Quartus. 





Serer Flaclen and Gove. 


Pls. Sill the aod the lugguge, “Tis es 
againft the Law podem a Hea ind 
ry marke younow, as can bee offert in year Confacoce 
now, is it aoe? 

Gow. Ttecertsine, there's not » boy left aliuc,z0d the 
Cowardly Rafcalls that ranne from the berraile he done 
chis fis : befides they hawe burned snd carried a- 
way all chat was in the Kings Tent, wheiefore the King 
enokt worthily hach caus’d ep aaa to cut hie pri- 
fovers chrost. O'cit a gallance King. 

Fle. I, bee was porne st Afeamenth Captaine Gower : 
What coll yeathe Townes name where Alexendy the 
pig wes bocne ? 

Fis. y I pesy you, is not pig, pig, of 
the green ce al » or eee os the magneai- 
mous, ace all one reckonings,{eue the phrefe is a licle ve- 

Gower, Ithinke Aisxander che Great was borne 
CMaseden, bis Farther was called Pho of Afaseden, o 
take ix. 

Fla, J chinke it 1s in Adacoden where otkexande in 

porte, 





porne :f tell you Captaine, if you looke in che Maps of Kes. Vcell thee tru 


the Orld, | warrant you fall finde in the comperifons be- 
cweene (Adaceden & Adearmeath has the fituations looke 
you, ts Dothalike, Theresa River 1m Adecedon,& there 
16 aife motecucr a River x Movmeseb, itis cail’d Were at 
Mecmesth : bus «15 out of my prames, whatss the neme 
of che other River . but ‘tis all one, t15 alike as my fingers 
13 co aay Fingess, snd there ss Ssimonsin both. If you 
maske Alexanders Iie weil. Harry of Atenmoathe: \ife 1s 
comeafter  indsBerens well, for chere is figuces in all 
thangs. Alexander Gad knowes, and you know, intis 
rages,and bis furyes,end tus wraths, and his chollers, and 
tis moodes, and his difpleafures, and bis wdignstions, 
and slfo being a lucle inozscaces in ths prasnes, did in 
hes Ales and his angers (looke you) kell bis beit (erend 
Clas, 

Gew. Our King 
eny of bes friends, 

Fla. 121s 00% well done (marke you now) to take tne 
tales ows of my Mouth, ere 1¢ is made and finithed.! (peak 
bus in che figeres. and compariions of lc : 38 A/c render 
kold hus freead (Tyres, being wn his Ales and his Cuppes; fo 
allo Harry Moneearh being inhisrighs wittes, and his 
go -diadgemencs, curn'd avesy che foc Karghe with she 

x belly doubles : he was full of iefts, and gypes, and 
ices and mockes, | have forgot bisnsm@e, 

Gew. Sit leben Fei cffe. 

Fin, Thetis hes ile cell you, there is good mea pome 
ot CMewnend. 

Gew. Heere comes his Maietly 


ts not like haw m thas, he newer kill’d 


Alarem. Eater King Harry and Burbes 


with prifeners Flanrifh. 
. Twas not sngry hace I come toPrance 
Vouitoiaban Toke tropa tienda, 


Ride thoe vace che Horfemen on yond hill: 

If chey will fight ovich ve, bid them come downe, 

Or voyde the ficid : they do offend our figh. 

lfthey Ido neither, we will come co them, 

And raske them sher away, a8 (wift at Nones 

Enforced from the ald Affyrian flings. 

Befides, wee'l cut che throats of thoie we haue, 

Aad nota man of them thas we fhall take, 

Shall cafte owe mercy. Go and tel! them fo. 

Ester Money. 

Ere, Here comes che Herild ot che French, my Liege 
Glen. Hrs eyes are hambler thea they vs'd 10 be. 
Rong. serivael what meanes the Herald ? Knowit 


not, 

That I haut fin'd thefe bones of mins fos ranfomea 
a wccakiee 

Be. ; a “ 
5 cosas uo ther fos chanxabla Lictals, 
That we may wander ore this bloody field, 
To booke eur dead, sad then to bury chem, 
To fort eur Nobles from our common men. 
Por many of our Princes ( woe the while) 
Lyedrowa’d and foak'd in mercenary blood : 
Se do cur vulgar drench cher: peafent limbes 
hppa pci wounded feeds 
Fret fee-locke deepe ia gore, and with wilde 
Yorks om heared bere athe dead mai 

ing chem twice. vs leave prea K 
To ribo che Bcd taladry, wn dit.eve — 
Of chesr dead bodies. 


I know not if the day be ours orn, 
For yet s many of your bosfemen peere, 
And gallop ore the field. 


H be ours. 

Kin, Prafed dos, and not ovr Rrength for ie. 
Whacis this Cattle call’d chac ands bard by. 

Her, They call Agacom. . 

Ksog. Then call we chis the field of Agsaceart, 
Fought: on che day of Cr . 

Flu, Your Grandfather‘of tainous memory(sn't pleafe 
your Mavefty) aed your great Vacle Edward the Plecke 
Prince of W ales,s I have read sn the Chronicles, fought 
8 moft praue pattie here in France. 

Ki. They did Flacken. 

Fin, Your Masefly {ayes very crue: If your Maicftio 
sremenbred of 1, the Welchnen did good feruice is 
Garden where Leckes did grow, weanog Leckes io their 
Monmouth ¢ aps, which your Matefty know to this houre 
isan Renae able badge of the fervice: And | do beleeve 
yout Muefty cakes no (come to weere the. Leske vppon 
S. Tautes day. 

Krag. I weare it fors memorable honor : 

Fer! am Welch you know good Countrimen. 

Fin, Alitive waterm Wye, csnnot wath yoor Maie~ 
fircs Welth ploed out of your pody, I cantell yeu thas : 
God pleffe x, and preferuc i, as long asit pleases his 
Grace,and his Maiefly coo, 

Kea. Thankes goed my Coudtrymen, 

Fie, By lefhu, 1 am your Maiefties Countreymaa, J 
cate not who know it: I will confeffe st to all che Orld, 1 
need not co be sfhamed of your Maiefty praifed be God 
tolong ay aa Masiefty 18 an hone? man. 


Keag. Good heepe me fo. 
Cuter ilions. 
Oor Herslds go with bum, 


Bring me wit notice of che manbers dead 
On both our pars. Call yonder fellow hisher. 

Exe. Souldier, you muft come to the Kiog, 

Km Souldier, why wear'fi uiron ther Glouc in thy 
Cappe ? 

8: Aad't pleafe your Maiefty, tis the gsge of one 
that | fhould fight wishall sf be be aliue. 

Kea, Av Bagh thman? 

Wil. And't pleafe your Maiefty, aRafcall chac fwag- 
ge‘dwithmelaAnight : whol alte, and ewer dare co 
challenge chisGloue, J have (worne to take him a bose 
a'ch ere ; or if I cou fee my Gloue in his cappe, which he 
(wore as he wae a Souldver be woald weare(if alice)! wi 


finke it out found!y, 
bby Captaine Floclew , is it fic chis 


Kea, What 
Couldser keepe his 08 
bla, Hee isa Craven and p Villaineelfe, end’ posse 
your Maiefty .o my confcience. 
~ Irmay bee, his enerny is s Gentleman of great 
fort quite fom the aaferer ofhis degres, 
Fla. Thoagh he be as ale as the divel is, 
os Lucifer and Belzebub himfelfe, it is neceffary (looke 
our Grace) that he keepe his vow sad his oath : If hee 
bes perier’d (fee you sow). his repurscion is as atrent.e 
wilteine and 2 locke favece, os ever bis blacke thoo crodd 
Gods ground, and his earth, io my confcience law 
Krag. Then heepe thy vow firrah, when thoa meet’A 
the fellow. 
Wal. So, I oil my Liege, as I live, 
Keug. Who fera’ft thea vader? 


0 The Life 
wi. Vides Captaine Gener,may L 
Fla. Gowers a good Captsine , and is‘good know- 
and liceratused in che Warres. 
- Call him hither co me,Souldier. 
I wall my Liege. Exie, 

. Beve Klucice,weere thon this fauoar for me and 
ficke se 50, : when Alanfem and roy {elfe were 
downe cogether,! placke this Gloce from his Helme: If 
any man c ethis, hee is a friend to e-d/anfow,0d an 

to our Perfon; if thou encounser any fuch, appre- 
head thou do'ft me loue, 

Fis. Your Grece doo's me as great Honors as can be 
Aefie'd in the heares of his Subsects: I woold faine fee 
the man, that ha's but two legges, sha: thal ind him(elfe 
agreefd st chisGloue; that isall: but I would fawe fee 
it once,and pleafe God ot his peace that Ianche fcc. 

King. Know’ thou Gewer ? 

Fis. He is my deare friend,and pleafey a. 


s Kat Pray thee goc iceke him, end bring himtomy 


Fis, 1 will decch ts m. P Evn. 

Kung. My lord of warwick,and my Brother Glefer 
Follow Flac hee clofely at the beled eer, 
The Gloue which | have piveo him fora fauour, 

May haply purchafe him a box a'th’eare, 

Icisthe iers : ] by bargasne fhould 

Weare it my felfe. Follow good Coofin warwick: 
If chac the Souldier ficike him,as I tudge 

By his blunt bearing, be will keepe his word; 
Some fodaine mifchiefe may atile of it: 

For I doe koow Finelee vshianc, 

Aad conch: with Choler,hor as Gunpowder, 

And quickly will retarne ap injurie. 

Follow,ind fee chere be no hsrme betweene them, 
Goe you with me, Vockle of Exeter, Excont. 


Eater Gower and Wiliam. 
poll. I wrarrant it is to Knight you,Cepraioe. 
Emter Flacien. 


(4 
Fis. Gods will,and his plea(ure, Captsine, I befeech 
you now, come apace tothe King : there is more good 
teward you petaduenture, then is in your knowledge to 
dreame of. 
HB. Sir, know you this Glove? 
Flu, Know the Gloue? I know the Gloue is a Glove, 
Wik, Lkoow this,end thas I challenge it. 
Strikes bien. 
Fie. Sbiad,an arrant T raytor 8s anyes in che Vaiber- 
fall World, or in France,or io England, 
Gewer. How now Sir? you Villaine. 
Wil. Doc you thinke lle be forfworne? 
Fix, Stand away Capcaine Gowcr,! will gioe Treafon 
his psyment into plowes,I warrant you. 
wil. Ianoo iba bie a ' re 
Fin. That's a Lycio yoat. io 
Maicfties Name spprchend hina bes Genke of che Duke 
Alas fons. 
Exter Werwick oad Glanceficr. 

Ware. How now, how now,what's the matter? 

Fis. My Lord of Warwick, beere is, prayled be God 
forit, a moft contagious Treafon come to lighe, loake 
you, 3s you (hall deGire ina Summers day, Heere is Bis 
Maieftic. Enter Keng and Exeter. 

Kivg. Bow now, what's che macter ? Lee 
Fis. M ¢, heete is « Villainc, and s Traytor, 
thet a Grace, ba's ftrooke che Gloue which 


Henry the Fit. 


your Maichii¢e is take owt of the Hele of ¢fise- 


f=. ° 
wie. My Liege,this wes my Gloac,here is the fellow 
of it:and he chat I geoc it co in change asd to weare 
it in his Coppe : I promis’d co finke him, if he did: met 
this man with my Gloue in his Ceppe,and I haue been ss 


good ss my word. 

Fix, Your Maicitie heare now, fauing your Maicftics 
Maahood, what en ssranc rafcally, begeerly , lowfic 
Kaaue ic is : [hope yoor Maicttie is peare me teftirmonie 
and witneffe,snd will auoochment, that thisis the Glowc 
of Alesfon, thas your Maicftic is give me, in your Cen- 


{cience now. 


‘Twas I indeed chou promifed' ft ro flrike, 
And chou haft giaen ae moft bitter cermes. 
Fis. And plesfe yous Maieftie, let his Neck anfwere 
for ix, if there is any Marfhall Lew in the World. 
King. How canft thou make me fatisfschon 2 
Will. All offences,my Lord, come from the heart: ne- 
oo say from mine, that might offend yous Mle. 
ie. 
King. I¢ was oar felfe thou didft abufe. 
Wil. Your Maicftie came not like your felfe : you 
ial to me but as a common men; witneffe the 
ight, Garments, your Lowlineffe : aod what 
your Highneffe (uffer'd wnder thas fhepe , I befeech you 
take it for your owne faulc, and not mine : for had you 
beene as I cooke you for, I made no offence 3 cherefore I 
befeech your Highneffe pardon me. 
Key. Hete Vackle Exeter,6!l this Glowe with Crownes, 
And giue it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow, 
And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe, 
Till ] doe challenge ic. Giue him the Crownes 
And Captaine,you muft needs be frends wich him, 
Pla. By this Day and this Lighe, the fellow ha's met- 
tell enough inhis belly: Hold, these is for 
you, and I pray you co ferve God, end keepe you out of 
prawles and prabbles,snd querrels and diffeotions, end 1 
Warrant you it isthe better foryou, 
18. Iwill nane of yout Money. 
Fie, Icis withs good will: I con cell you ie will ferve 
"You to mend yoor fhooes : come, wheretore thould you 
be fo pathfull, your fhooes is not fo good: ‘tis 9 good 
filling { warrant you,or'T will change it. 
Enter Feranld. 
Ring. Now Herauld,src the dead numbred? 
Na eae Heere is the number of the flaughe’red 
ch, 
Kieg. Whac Prifoners of good fort ere taken, 
Vackle? 


Exe. Charles Duke of Or! tothe King, 
Joba Dsske of Burben,and Lord Beuchs : 

Of other Lords and Barons Knights and Squises, 

Full filteene hundred, befides common men. 

King. This Note doth cell me of ten thoufaad French 
That in the field lye flaine: of Princes in this namber, 
Aad Nobics bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred cwentie fiz: added co thefe, 

Of Kniches,Efquiret,and gallant Gentlemen, 

Eight choufand end foure handred: of the which, - 

Five hundred were but yefterdsy dubb'd Knights. 

So chat in thefe tenthoufand chey have loft, 

There are but Aixteenc hundred Mercenaries : 

The reft are Princes, Barons, seins sagt. nk 
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— 
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Aad Genclermen of blood and qualitie. 
The Names of thofe thee Nobles thac lye dead : 
Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 
fagars A Chailion, Admiral! of France, 
The Maftes of the Croffe-bowes,Lord Kambures, 
Great Mafter of France,the brauc Sit Guachard Delphi, 
feba Duke of Alsafon, Authene Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Dake of sal darraie 
Aad Edvard Tee Barr: of luftic Earles, 
Gracdpree end ie, Fancombridge and Foyer, 
Beaament and Afale, Vandsment wid Léftrele 
Here was 2 Royall fellowthip of death, 
Where fs che number of our Englith dead? 
Edward che Duke of Yorke,the Earle of Suffolke, 
Sus Richard Ketly, Dawy Com Efquite ; 
None elfe of name: and of all other men, 
But fue snd twentic. 
O God, thy Arme was heere : 
Aad not to vs, but to thy Arme alone, 
Aferibe we all: when, withous Rratagem, 
But ia passe fhock ,and eusn play of Batrailey 
Wes ever knowne fo great and hice lofe? 
On one part end on th ocher,take it God, 
For it is but thine. 
Exet, Tis wonderfull. 
Keg. Come,goe ac in proceffion to the Village : 
And be it death proclaymed through our Hoalt, 
To boalt of this yor take that prayfc from God, 
Which 1s bis onely. 
Fin. Is «not lawfull and pleafe your Maieftie, to tele 
hove many is kill'd > 
Keng. Yes Capcarne: but with this acknowledgement, 
Thet God fought for vs. 
Flu. Yeuroy confcience,he did vs greas good, 
Kug, Doe we all holy Rights: 
Let there be feng Now 20bu,and Te Dawns, 
The dead wich chaste enclos'’d in Clay: 
And chen to Callice ead to England then, 
Where ne're from Fraoce arrio’d more happy men, 
Excam, 

































Aus Quintus. 


Euter Cherm. 
Voachfafe to thofe that have not read the Story, 
That I mey them : and of fuch as haue, 
I humbly pr3y chem to sdmit th’excafe 
Of time, of rambers,and due courfe of chings, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life, 


Be here pian Now we beare the Kin 
Toward Callice: Graunt him there ; ieee 
Hesuc him away vpon your winged thoughts, 
Ashwartthe Sea: Behold the Engiith beach 
Pales in the flood ; with Men, Wives,and Boyes, 
Whole (hours & claps out-voyce the deep-mouth'd Sea, 
Which hke a mightre Whiffier ‘fore the King, 
Seemestoprepare his way: So let hum land, 
Asd folemaly fee him fet on to London. 

So fwift a pace harh Thoeghr, thar cuen now 
Youmey him vpon Black-Heaths 
Where.sbst bis Lorde defire hum.co haue borne 
His brarfed Helmet,and his bended Sword 
Before him,through che Crue : be forbids it, 
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Being free from vain-nefle,snd Lelfe-glorious pride; 

Giang full Trophee,Signall,and Oftent; 

Quite from hiafelfe,co God. But now behold, 

lathe quick Forge and wotking-houfe of Thoughe, 

How London doth powre out her Citizens, 

The Maior and all his Brethren in bef fort, 

Like to the Senatours of ch’antique Rome, 

With che Plebesans fwarming ac cheir heeles, 

Goe forth and fetch thes See Cofar wa: 

As by 8 lower, bus by loung likelyhood, 

Were now the Generail of our gracious Empreffe, 

Asin good ume he may,fom Ireland comming, 

Broging Rebellion broacbed on his Sword ; 

How many would the pescefoll Cree quit, 

To welcome hin? much more,and much more csufe, 

Did they this Hary, Now in Londen place him, 

As yet the lementation of the French 

Inuites the King of Englands Nay ac home : 

The Emperous’s comming in behaife of Freace, 

To order peace becweene chem: snd omen 

All che occurrences,whsz ever chane’t, 

Till Barryes backe returne agamme to France: 

There mult we bring him; and my felfe haue play‘d 

The sreran.by remembring you ‘ts palt 

Then brooke abridgement,and your eyes aduance, 

After your choughea,ftraight backe 7% to France. 
XM 


Ester Finelien and Gower. 


Gower. Nay, that's right ; boc why weare you your 
Lecke todsy¢ S$. Dams day is pall. 

Fla. There is oceafhions and caufes why and v. herefore 
in all chings: Swill cell you alle my fiend, Captaine 
Gower; the cafcally, (could, beggerly, lowhe, praggin 
Knave ?ifef, tach you and your felfe,and all the World, 
know to be no petcer chen a fellow Jooke you now,of no 
mers: hee 1s come tome, aad priags me presd and 
faule yetterday, looke you, and bid me este my Lecke: 
st was 10 8 place where | could not breed no comentien 
with him, boc J will be fo bold as to weare it in ay Cep 
tll 1 fee him once sgaine, and then J will tell him a hece 
piece of my defires. 

Enter Pifele 

Gower. Why heere hee comes fuciling hke a Turky- 
cock. 

Fla, Tisno matter for his fwelfings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God pleffe you sunchiens Poldel-you (cusuie low. 
fie Knaue God pletie you. 

Pf. Ha, art thou bedtem ? doef choo thirf, befe 
Trosan,to haue me fold vp Pareas fatall Web? Hence; 
1am quelawth ac the (meil of Leeke. 

Fle, \ pefeech you hesruly, (curuie lowfte Kasve, at 
my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, to este, 
looke you,this Leeke ; becsule, looke yor, you doe not 
love it, nor your affeGions,and your appetites and your 
duigeftions doo's not agree with it, I would defire you 
to ence it 

Pf. Not fot Cadwalader and all his Gopte. 

Fis. There ss oneGoet for you. Striker here 
Will you be fo dl reaty Koaue,es cate it? 

Pf; Bale Troan thou thait dye. 

Fla. You (ay very crue, {cauld Kasue’, when Gods 
will is: I will defire you to live in tbe meane time, and 
este your Vidtuzis : come, rhere 1s fawee for, Yoo 
call'd cac yellerday Mounzaine-Squier , owe | will ocke 


vou 


92 
to dey s {quire of low degree. I fal coo, if 
oa can oe Lae, yeoucen cae Uke. ; 
Gear. Eee Cop er ree were Chom 
Fls.1 fey, 1 will make him este (orne part of my leeke, 
or 1 will peace his pace foure dayes : bite I pray yoo, it is 
good for your greene wound, and your ploodie Onxe- 


Pift. Malt I bite. 
Fiz, Yerceresiniy,end owt of doubt and owt of que- 
ftion too end arobiguities. 
Pf. By chis Leeke, I will moft horribly revenge I 
eace sn deste I {wesre. es pi 
Fle, Exel willyou have fome more 
toyour Lecke Vanelse not enough Lecke so {weare by. 
PH. Qu exthy li,thoe doft fee I eare, 
Fl. Much good do yoo feald knase, heartily. Nay, 
you throw none away, che skiane is good for your 
Che Coscombe 3 vohesges take occafiens to (ee 
Leekes heeresfter, I pray you mocke ot ‘em, thas is all, 
¥#. Good 


rif. : 

Fin, J, Leckests good: hold you, there is s grost to 
beale your pate. 

Pift. Mea gro ac? : 

Fla Yes venly, snd in truth yc u fhall cake i, of T have 
another Lecke in my pocket, wh.ch you thall care. 

Pf. \cake chy groat in earneft of revenge. 

Fla, If] owe you sny thing, 3 will psy you in Cud- 
gels, yoo (ball be a Woodmonger, and buy oeching of 
te but cudgels : God bu'y you, and keepe you, & ypare 


your pate. 
ra 8 All hell (hall Airre for this. 

Gow. Go, go, you ste s counterfek cowardly Kneur, 
will you make asan ancient Tradition begsn vppon an 
henosrable refped, and worne a9 a memorable Trophee 
of predeceated valot,sad dere not suouch in your deeds 
any of your words. I have feene you gleeking & alfing 
st this Gentleman twice or thrice. You chow hag 

» he could nor fpeske Enghith in che aetice garb, he could 
nos therefore handle an Engh th Cudgell you finde it o- 
sherwife, aod henceforsh lees ih Seoetiets teach 

s Boge condition, fare ye well. Exe 
yo Boch rtene play the hufwife wich mevow? 

Newes hsue I that any Def is dead i’th Spiccle of 3 mala- 

dy of France, and there my rendevoes.is quite cut off : 

OléI do wane, and from my wearie limbes honovr is 

Cud Well, Baud Sle come, and {¢ leane to 

of quicke hand s To England will I fteale, and 
there Ile fteale: : 

And parches will I get vacochefe codgeld {casres, 

Aad Fwore I got them in the Galle wares. 


Exser at one deore, King Feery, Exoter. Bedford warwictg, 
cole Ek A cob ph 
of of Bor, 
oo ober French, Bees 


Kiag. Pesce vo this meeting, wherefore we ere met 3 

Vato oar brother France, and to our Sifter 

Healch and faire time af dsy : Joy and good withes 

To cur molt farre and Princely Cofine Katheriag 3 

And ssa branch and member of thisR 

By whom this great aflembly is contcia’d, 

We do falute you Duke of Buryagze, 

Aad Princes French and Peeces health to you ell. 
Fra. Right ioyous are we tobehold your face, 

Moft worthy brocher Eagtend, (eisely met, 

So ase you Princes (Englifh) every one. 
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Quse. So heppy be the Jffee brother Ireland 
Of this good day, end of this gracious meetin 
As we are now gisd to behold your cyes, 

Your eyes which hitherto heve borne 

In chem agsinf the Freneh thac met them in theis beac, 
The facalt of murthering Bafiliskes: 
The venome of fuch Lookes we re dong ag 
Hane loft their qualitie, and that this dsy 
Shsi: vig bad adhd quarcels wo love. 

Eeg. Tocry Amento chat, thes we 

Qrye, You Englifh Princes al},I doe falote you. 

Barg. My dunie to you beth, ob equall love, 

Great Kings of France and Englends: hat J hove labous'd 
With all my wits, my psines.and Arong 
To bring _ moft Jmperiall Msicfiics 
Vato this .and Royall eacerview ; 
Your Mightineffe on both parts beft can wieneffe, 
Since then my Office hash (o farre preusy!'d, 
That Face co Face, and Royal! Eyero Eye, 
You have congrected : let it not difgrace me, 
If I demand before this Royall view, 
cae 
chase ; ¢, tad msn 
Desre Noarfe of Nee Planta and etal Bisths, 
Should nor in this beft Garden of the World, 
Our fernle France,put vp her louely Vifage? 
Alas, thee hath from France too long been chas’d, 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on 
apting in it owne fertilicie. 
Her V ine,che merry chearer of che heart, 
Vapraned dyes : hes Hedges even pleach'd, 
Like Prifoners wildly owet-growne with hayre, 
Pat forth difordes’d Twigs: her fallow Leas, 
The Darnell ,Hemlock,and ranke Feracrary, 
Doth root vpon; while chat che Culcer ruits, 
That (houid detaciosce fuch Sauagery : 
The even Meade,that erft brough: (weetly forth 
The freckied Cowllip, Burner and greene Clouer, 
Woeoting che Sythe, withall vncorredted,sanke} 
Conceiues by idiencile, and nothing ceeres, 
Bat harefull Docks, rough Thiftles, Kek(yes, Burres, 
Loofing both beautie snd viilicie; 
And all our Vineyards, Fallowes, Meades,sod Hedges, 
Defedtive in their astutes, grow to wildnefle. 
Buen fo our Noufes,and our (eloes,sod Children, 
Haue tof or doe not leerne, for wen of time, 
The Sciences that fhould become our Countrey 5 
But grow like Seveges,es Souldiers will, 
To Swear ing cod Rerue Looks defurd AUyTG 
o Swear jerue Lookes, "dA 
Aad every thing that feemes vanecurall. 
ried, Gaui panart 
You are 3 and my 
Thee I mey know the Let, why penile Pesce 
Shoeld not expall thefe inconveniences, 
And bleffe vs with ber former qualities, 

Enz. If Duke of Burgonie, you would the Pesce, 

bich you beaed euiby Gar 
Which you 3 cace 
With fall accord ve all one loft demande, 

Whofe Tenures and perticuler effets 
Burge Tne Ring hc bear esto tbe which 

¢ heard thers: to ya 
There no Anfwer made, 

nes a chen: the Pesce which you befere fo veg'd, 
Lyes in his Anfwers : 
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France: Uheve but with a certelane Loue,ot bosod my Horfe for her favours, T could Lay on 


O're-glanc’r the Articles: Plesfeth your Grace 
To appoint fome of prefemly 
To fic with ve once moore, with better heed 

To re-fursey them; we will fuddenly 

Paffe our accept and perereprovie Aoferer. 

England. Brocher we thall. Goe Vickie Exeter, 
And Brother Clarence, sad you Brother Gleecefcr, 
warwck, 200 Hamesegton, goe with the King, 

And take with you free power,to ratifie, 
Avgaicnt,or alter, as yout Wifdomes bef 

Shall fee adaancageable for our Digantie, 

Any ching tn or ous of our Demands, ; 
And weele configne thereto, Will you,faice Sifter, 
Gore with the Punces.or ftv here with vs? 

Qure. Our gracious Brother, | will poe with them: 
Happily a Womans Voyce mey doe (ome good, 

When Articles too mcely vrg'd, be fiood on 

Bog Land, Y ev lerve oar Couhha Karberane here with v3, 
She is spear te all Demend,compris'd 
Within the fore-sanke of our Articles 

Qace. She hath good desue. Excunt comnts. 

Ad anct Kinz and Katberene. 

Kuwg. Pare Kaberocand moft fare, 

Wiil you vouchfafe roceach a Souldier cearmes, 
Such as will enter aca Ledyes care, 
And pleade bis Love-furc ro her gerele heart. 

Kash Your Maieftie thall mock a¢ me,] canoot fpeake 
your England. 

Kreg. O frire Kathervee, if you will love me foundly 
with your French heart, § will be glad to heare you con- 
fcffe ¢ brokeoly with your Engi Tongue. Doe you 
Lheme, Sae? ; 

Kath. Pardowne may,\ cannot tell wat is like me. 
ve & Ap Angell is like you Kate, aod you are Lake an 
L @ 


net 
Kath. Qug dn il quage fais femblable ates Aages? 
Lady. Oxy veveymont (fanf voftre Grace) aso act a. 
Krag. (181d fo, deare Karbereve, 30d | muft noi bloth 

toaftirme it 

Kah. O ben Dose, les langues des bemenes feat pirin de 


A 


rromperies. 

Keg. What faye the,faire ones that the tongues of- 
amen are full of deceies? 

Lady. Oey du de tongeus of de arsns is be full of de- 
ces: das is de Prenceffe, 

Kag. The Princeffe is the better Englifh-womsn: 
yfakh Kase,my wooing te fit for chy wndertt elem 
gied chou csoft (peake no beter English , for tf thou 
could'ft, thou would’ finde me fuch a plaine King,that 
thou wouldf thioke, [ had fuld my Farme co buy my 
Crowne. I koow nv wayes co mince it in love, bur die 
relly to fay, I foue you; then if you urge me farther, 
then to fay, Dod you in faith? | weare oot my furce : Give 
me your anfwer, yfarh doe, and fo cl»p hands,and a bar- 
grine: how fay you, Lady ¢ 

Kah, Sanfvofire hoorw, ne unde: Aahd well. 

Keg. Marry, you would pur me to Verfes, or to 
Dance for your fake, K.te,why you endid me: tor the coe 
I have neither words nor mesfure jy and fer the other, 1 
haae no frengch in mesfure, vera reafonable mesfure in 
Acength. If I could wine s Ledy at Leape.frogge,or by 
Vawting mo my Saddle, with my Armour on my backe ; 
under the corre son of bragging be tt (poken. I thould 
quckly lespe into a Wife: Orit 1 might buffer for my 


like a Botcher,sod fe likes lack an Apes,never off. Bur 
before God Kate, I cannot looke greencly, nos gefpe out 
my eloquence , nor | have a0 cunning in proteftation ; 
onely downe-right Oaches, which | ceuct ofe tall org'd, 
nor never breake for verging. If thou canit loves Gllow 
of this remper,Kate,whole tace it pot worth Sunse-bur- 
omg? chat never lookes in his Glaffe, fos love of any 
thing he fees there? ler thine Eye be chy Cooke. I fpeake 
tothce plaine Souldver: If thou cantt Joue me for chis, 
take me? if qot?to fay tu thee that I fhall dye,ts true; buc 
for chy loue, by the t. No: yet [love thee too. And 
whule thou liu fl dease Kase, take e fellow of plaine and 
vacoyned Conftancie,for he perforce mult do chee sight, 
becaufe tte hath noc the gift 10 wooe in othe places: for 
thefe fellowes of Infinit congue,chac can cyme themfelues 
Inco Ladyes favours. they doe alwayes reafon chemfelues 
out agune, Whac? efpesher is bur a pracer.aRyme is 
bur Ballad :agood Legge will fall, eo ftesu Backe will 
ftoope.a blacke Beard will curne white, a curl'd Pace wall 
prow bald, a fare Face will wither, a fall Eye will was 
hollow : but a good Heart, Kare, isthe Suanc and the 
Moone, or rather che Sunne, and noe che Moone; for it 
thines bright, and never changes, bus keepes his courle 
truly. If chow would have {uch a one,takhe me ? and 
take me; sake 2 Suuldrer: cokes Souldiers take a King. 
And what fey A thou then to my Lowe? Speake my fare, 
and favely, 1 pray thee, 

Kash, 1s « poffible dec I fould love de ennemie of 
Fraunce ? 

Keg. No, it is not pofible yon fhowld love the Ene- 
mie of France, Kare; but tn loung me, you fhould love 
the Friend of France: for 1 love France fo well, chat ] 
will not part with e Village of 1¢; I wils have st al) mine: 
ond Xare, when Frence ts mioe,sad 1 am yeurs;chep yours 
is France,and you sre mine. 

Kath. { cannot cell wat is dat. 

Keg. No,Kate? | will cell chee in French which Tem 
fure will hang vpon my tongue, like a new.marned Wife 
about her Husbends N-cke, hardly to be fhooke off; / 
quand far le pelfeffion de Frame, qusad vous . aes le pof. 
feffoor de mez, ( Let nce fee wias then? Ssint Drvaw vee 
ay fpeede) Dunc woftre of Frasace, O vem ofics moran. 
Its escahe for me Kare,co conquer the Kingdome,as to 
fpeake fo much more French : | thall neuet woue thee w 

cench,valeffe itbe colaugh 2¢ me. 

Kah. Sanf veftre bevcer, le Francois ques vee pariess il 
sdiettbeal oy E Aagtoss le quel Ie parle. 

Keg. No faith 6c not, Kare: but thy fpeaking of 
my Tongue , ond I chine, moft truely falfely , muft 
needes be greunted to be auch ac one. Bu Kate,doo'ft 
thou wndesRand thus much Engiith? CanQ thou love 
mee? ; 

Kab, Vcannos cell. 

Keg. Can sny of your Neighbours tell, X#e? fle 
aske chem, Come,] know thou lowefi me: end ar night 
when you come into your Clofer, youle queftion tins 
Gemlewoman abou me; and | koow, Xare, you will co 
ber difprayfethofe parts in me,thae you love with your 
hease ; but good Kate,rpocke me mereiful'y, the rather 
gentle Princeffe.becaufe | lowe thee cruelly. 1f ever thou 
beeA mine, Kare,es I haue a fawng Fauh wehin me ceils 
methou thalt; I gec thee with skambling , and thou 
muft therefore needes prove s ood Souldier-brecder: 
Shall not thou end I, betweene Saint Deests and Saint 
George, compound @ Boy, nae French halfe Enguih, 

t 
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ae fal! to Conftantinople, end take che Turke 
ah Read Sball wee not ? what fey'ft thou, ay fast 
Flowcr-de-Luce. 

Kae. 1 doe not know dat. 

. No:'cis hereafter to know, bot now to promife : 
doe but now promife Kate, you will endesuour for yoor 
French part of fach a Boy ; end for my Englith moytie, 
take the Word of 2 King, and  Batcheler. How enlwer 
you, La plus belle Katherine du monde mos 110{cher & dene 


Kab. Yous Maiefee ane faufe Frenche enough to 
deceive de moft {age Damoifeil dat is en Fraunce. 

King. Now fye vpon my falfe French: by mine Honor 
in true Englith,| love thee Kate; by which Honor,I dare 
not fweare thou loueft me, yet my blood begins to flat- 
woaepering chet of my Vilage, Now belheew my 

my Vilage, Now i 
Ambition, bee oes shonkiog of Civill Warres 
when hee got me, therefore wes I creaced with a flub- 
borne onr-fide with an afpe& of Iron, that when I come 
to wooe Ladycs,! fright them: but in faith Kate, the ef- 
det I was .the becter J thall e. My comfort is,thas 
Old Age, thae iff layer vp of Beautic, can doe no more 
fpoyle v Face. Thow haft me,if thou haft me, st 
5 dal 9 thou fhalt weare me, if thou wesre me, 
berser end betcer: and therefore cell me. moft faire Ka. 
tberive, will you haueme? Pur off your Maiden Bluthes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an Empreffe, cake me by the Hand, and fey, Harry of 
el es thine: which Word thou thalc no fooner 
Bare wichall, buc I will cell chee slowd, Eng- 
Lend ly thine, Irelsad is chine, France is thine, and Heary 
Tn is thine ; who, thoogh I fpeake ic before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with che bcft King, thou thslt 
finde the beft King of Good-fellowes. Come.yoor An- 
fwer in broken Malick ; for thy Voyce is Mufick, end 
thy Englith broken: Therefore Queene of all, Kasberixe, 
breake chy minde co me in broken Englith; wils thou 
hane me? 
Kah, Dat is as it (hall pleafe de Rey svew pere, 
iE. Berit will please hin well, Kaze; it thal! pleafe 


Kath, Den ic fall alfo content me, 
King. Vpoa that I kiffe your Hand, and I call you my 


Math, Leiffe acow Seiguenr, laife, Leiffe, may foy: Ie we 
Pigott lo abbaife salts adnan baat le 
snein dame woFtye Stiguecer indigaie ferwiteur excuse mey, Je 

“pees fapplia men ere priffet Stigwenr, 

King. Then I will kiffe your Lippes,Xate. 
Les Dawes G Daneifels pour cftre baifes denant 
leur wepcefe Ul wet pas be coftuane de Franrce, 
Xing. Mademe,my I ex,what fayes thee? 
Leb. Dat it is not be de fafhon pour le Ladies of 
Freoge s Teannot tell wat is buiffe en Anglifh. 
, Tokife, 
: owe Namie: Meare ae 
. It is hors fathion forthe Maids in 
kiffe before they are msrryed, would the fay? 






























raunce to 






le ver ° 
5A Oke am Calleaaes curke Kings. 
Desce Kare, and I cannot bee copfin’d within 





e 
weake L figs es fathion: wee ere the ma- 
kers of peodianreadt if the libertic shac followes 


ous Places, Roppes the mouth of all finde-faults , as I 
will doe yours, for vpboldiog the nice fafhion of your 
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rea Heere comes your 


Euter the Frouch Power,and the Engigh 
Lords. 


Barg. God faue your Maieftie, my Royall Coufo 
teach yoo oat Priacedte Eaghith? ‘ 
wg» I would have hes learne, my faire Coufin, how 

T lous her,snd thet is good Englith. 

Borg. 1s thee not apt? 

Kung. Ouc Tongue is rough, Coze, and my Conditi- 

onisnot fmooth : fo chat hauing ocyther the Voyce pos 
the Heart of Flacterie about me, I cannot fo coniure vp 
the Spitic of Loue in ber, that hee will appeare in his true 
likeneffe. 
Burg. Pardon che franknefle of my mirth, if 1 enfwer 
you for that. If you would coniure in her, you moll 
make aCircle : if coniure wp Loue in her io his tue 
likencffe, hee muft appeare naked, end blinde. Can yea 
blame her then, being s Maid, yee rosid over with the 
Virgin Crimfon of Modcitic, if thee deny che spparance 
of a naked blinde Boy in her naked fecing felfe? Ic were 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to configne 
to. 

i Yet they doe winke sad yeeld, es Loue is blind 
and enforces. 

Barg, They are then excus’d,my Lord mhen they fee 
noc whar they doe, 

King. Then good my Lord. teach your Coafin to 
con(ent winking, 

Burg. 1 will winke on her to confent,my Lord,f you 
wil] teach her to know my meaning: for Maides well 
Sammer'd, and warme kept, are like Flyes ac Bartholo-~ 
mew-tyde, blinde, t they baue thew eyes, snd then 
they will endure bandling which before would not sbide 
looking on, 

Keg. This Morall tyes me over to Time, snd a hot 
Sommer ; and fo I hall catch che Flye, your Coufia, in 
the lazcer end,and fice mull be blinde to. 

Berg. As Loue is my it loges. 

mg. Icisfo: and youmay, fome of you, cheake 
Lowe for my blindneffe, who cannot fee many a faire 
French Citie for one faire French Maid chat ftzads io my 


way. 

French King. Yes my Lord, you fee theca perfpec- 
tlucly : the Cities turn’d into a Maid; for they are 
all gyrdied with Maiden Walls, chat Warre bath cn- 
ted 


England, Shall Kae be wy Wife? 

France. Se pieafe you. 

England. 1 am content, fo the Maiden Chics you 
talke of, may walt on her: fo the Msid thet flood io 
a a a ale a 

4 
‘ Fresce, Weeheue confented to all tesrmes of rea- 
08. 

England. 10't fomy Lords of England? 

weft. The King ech graunced cucry Articles 
His Danghees firft; and in fequele,all, 

According to their frase propofed narures. 
Zan. Onely . 








The Life of Henyy the Ff. 5 
| - 


Polvay nofeer Heorisus Rex Auglia & Heres Francia. 
Prasce. Nor chis 1 have not Brother fo deny'd, 
Bur yours (hall make oe let it peffe. 
Eugland. \ prsy you thea, love sod deare allyance, 
Lez i one Article ranke wich che ref, 
Aad thereupon gree me your Daughter. 
Prance.T ake het faire Sonne,and from het blood reyfe vp 
Iffue co me, that the concending Kingdomes 
Of France snd din, ole adda very (heares looke pale, 
Witb enay of each others happineffe, 
May ceale thew batsed ; snd this deare Coniandhon 
Pleat Neighbosr-hood and Chriftian-like accord 
Ia chess {weet Boformes: chat newer W arre odusnce 
His bleeding Sword ‘twnxs England and faire France. 
Lords. Amen, 
Kg. Now welcome Kate: sod beare me wicnefle all. 
That bese § kiffe hes as my Souersigae Queene, 


Fleurifo. 
ee bef maker of all Marriages, 
your hearts in one, you: Realmes in one : 
As Mon and Wife being rwo,sre one 10 Jouve, 
So be there ‘ewist your K iagdomes fuch a Spoufail, 
That oever may ull Office, or fell lealoube, 


’ me tche Bed ¢ bleed Marries 
Thruft ia berweene the Pation of thefe King 
To meke divorce of their incorporate oe: 
Thac Englith may as French, French Englithmen, 
Receiue cach other. God (peake this Amen, 

Al. Amen. 
Kseg. Prepare we for our Marriage: onwhich day, 
My Lord of Burgundy wee'le crake your Oath 
And all the Peeres. for furetic of our Leagues. 
Then thal! I fweare to Xate,and you to me, 
And may our Oaches well kept sad prolp'rous be, 
Seaet Src 


Emer Charm 


Thus farre with sough, and all.vnable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purfl'd che Scory, 

In lnele roome confining mightie men, 

Mang hog by flarts the full courfe of their glory 
Small cime . buc tus chat {mall moft gready hued 
‘This Scarse of England. Fortune made his Sword) 
By which, che Worlds beft Carden he stchicued : 
Ang of it left his Soane Impenall Lord 

Henry the Sixt.in Infant Bands crown'd King 

Of France and England,did thas King fucceech 
Whofe Scate fo many had the managing, 
Thac they loft France,and made nis En land bleed : 
Which oft our Scage hath (howne ; and for thes fake, 
In your faire minds let chis acceptance take, 
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eA flus Primus 
Deed (March. 
uoer the Fanevel of Kong teary the Fift, arrended on by 
Day f Bahk gre 


Presce ; the Duly 
of Exaer Wa 
worke, rhe Bifep of wemecheft cr, and 


Bedford. 
beg heauens with esta Jed dgy tonight; 
bi dont flonase ib Tienes ond Sraces, 
randith your cry fall Treffes in the Skie, 
Aod with them (cour ge the bed revolting Scars, 
Thee heue coafented vaio Henries death: 
Heary the Fih,too famous co Hue long, 
ne're loft a King of fo mach werth, 
. Engtand ne're had a King vail his cime: 
Vertes he hed deferving to command, 
His brandifhe Sword did blinde men with bis besaw., 
bite Armes (pred wider chen a Dragons Wings 


13, 
Thea mid-d bent again their faces, 
Wher hhroutd I fay? bis Deeds enceed all {peech : 
He neve lift vp bis Hand, but conqecred. 
Bur, W ¢ monroe in black, why mourn we nos in blood? 
Planry is dead,end neaes (hal! reuine: 


Or fail ore chinke che fabsiewied 
Contuters snd Sorcerers, thet sfraid of him, 
By Magick Verfes have conerin’d hie end, 

Mach. He wes a King, blefi of che King of Kings 
Vaen the Freach the dresdfell led 
So dreadful will act be,2s wes his fight. 
The Bactsiles of the Lord of Hofts he foughe : 
The Churches mede him fo 

Gloft. The Church? where bs ic? 
Hed ace Church-men pray, 
fis cheed of Life hed act fo foone deray'd. 
None doe yeu like, but an effeminate Prince, 
Whom like a Schoole-boy you asy over-awe. 
Wineh. Clefter what eve we like,theu art ProveAoe, 
Aad looke& to commend the Prince end Realme: 
Thy Wife 0 prowd, the heldeth chee in awe, 
More thea God or Religious Ctrerch.meen mey. 


Scena Prima. 


Glef. Name nox Religion, for chow leu'ft the Fiefh, 
And ac‘re chroeghout the yeere co Church than got, 
Except ic be to pray egainft thy foes, 

Ceale thefe farres, 4: re sninds in peace: 
Ler’sto the Altar: Heralds wayt eit 
In ftesd of Gold, wee le offer vp ow Armes, 
Since Armes ausyle notnow chat Heary's dead, 
Pofteritie await for wretched yteses, 
When at chess Mothers mosfined eyes, Babes frail (ack, 
Our Ile be made a Nourith of falt Teaves, 
Aad none bur Women left to wayle tha dead, 
she Fift chy Ghoft J cays A ‘ 
chis R. . keepe x feom Civill Broyles, 
Combis wath sduerfe Pitaees in the Heanens; 
A force more Scarre thy Soule will meke, 
Then ‘elise Cafe or bright~-. 


Rewer 0 at: 
Meg. My bonoureble Lorde he lth co you all. 
Sad tidings bring Ito you out of France, 
Of lofle. of (leuginer end difcomfuure 
Gayen,C Rhesmes Oricance, 
Paris, Guyfors,Pordhers,are aoe tof. 
Bed, Whiz fay'A chou man, before dead Heeryt Ceark? 
oke fofily,or the loffe of thofe grem Townes 
ill make him burft his Lead and nfe from death. 
GéeS?. 1s Parts loft? is Rosa yeelded vp? 
If Heury were recall'd to life againe, 


Thefe news would csofe him ance more theGhof 
Em. How were loR 2 whas wases: 
Afeg. No crecheric, bur want of Men sad Moncy 


Tha rid beh ga feverall Pa&tiions : 
Aad whi bam prea ria i 


You are di Generels, 
One would have lia W arres, with little colts 


Let sot flouch dimme Honors,new begor 3 
Congr te Rewer dn Leesa yor Aros 
of pies “sel opteaeat’ & 

Ew. Were eur Teares wearing so this Funeral, 
Thefe Tidings would call forth her lowing Tides. 


Bedf. Me they concerne,Regent | em of France: 
Give me my feeled Coat. ile Gghe for France. 


Away with chefe d wayling Robes; 
Woends will I lend the French,in Read of Eyes, 
To weepe theis incermifiue Miderses. 











The frft Part of Henry the Sixt. 97 
Esser to thew aust ber Gin Ere Farwell my to my Tas 


AbG. Lords view thefe Letters, full 
France is revolted ftom the Englith quite, 
Except forme petty Townes of no 


The Charles s crowned King in Rheimes: 
The Bafterd of Orleance with him is toyn'd: 

Duke of Anson, doth take his part, 
The Duke of Alan“on flyeth co his fide. Exe, 


Exe. The Do'phin crowm'd King? all flye to bir? 
O whither thall we flye from this reproach ¢ 

Glff. We will not flve,buc co our enemies throats, 
Bedford sf thou de flacke. fe fight it our. 

Bed. Gloffer, why Joubtht thou of my forwardneffe? 
Ao Arany have I mefer'd in my thouchrs, 
Wherewith already France is overerun, 


Ester another Mefenger. 
CMe. My gracious Lords, to adde to your lements, 
Wherewsth you now bedew King Hearwas hearfe, 
1 mot informe you of a difmall fight, 
Betwiztche floor Lord 7 adber, and the French, 
Wee. Whervrwherein Talbot overcame, isto ? 
3-CAdef.O no: wherein Lord Taibeot wan o rechrown: 
The citcamfance Ile cell you more at large. 
The rensh of Avguft laft, this dreadfull Lord, 
Reryring from the Siege of Orleance, 
Haorng fall {casce fiz choufand im ns croupe, 
By three and corentie theofand of the French — 
Was round incompaffed,and fee vpon: 
No leyfare bad he to enranke his nen, 
He wamed Pikes to fer before his Archers: 
lofted whereof, fhatpe Scakes plucks out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground fedly, 
To ma edad Horferwen off, from breaking im, 
More then chece houres the fight continued: 
Where valiant Taber, sbove humane thought, 
Enaéted woaders with his Sword and Lance. 
Heodreds he fent co Hell and none durft Rand hie: 
Here,there,and-euery where earse’d.he flew. 
The French exclaym’d, the Devil] wes in Armes, 
Ali che whole Acmy flood 2g12'd on him. 
fis Souldrers fpying his vndsented Spint, 
A Talber,2 Talbot cry’d out smaine, 
Aod ruth mo the Bowels of the Batteile. 
Here had the Conqueft fully been feal'd vp, 
Hf Sw Lobe Fall offe had not play'd the Coward. 
He being ia the Vauward, place belunde, 
W th paspefe co reliewe sad follow them, 
Cowardly ficd not hauing ftruck one ftroske. 
ene: oe che general wrack aod maffacre : 
Enclofed were chey with their Enemies. 
A bafe Walloa,co win the Dolphins grace, 
Thruft Taiber with a Speare into the Back, 
Whom all France, wich cheir chiefe affembled ftrength, 
Durft not to looke once in the face. 
Bedf. 1s Tadber (laine then? | will flay my felfe, 


Fos living diy here, 10 ts and cafe, 
Whu'ft fach a worthy Leader, wanting ayd, 
Voto his dafterd foe-men is betray'd. 

§. Mef. O no, be lises, but 19 tooke Prifoner, 
Aod Lord Seales with bom,and Lord Hasgerford : 
Moft of che reft Gaughter'd,or tooke likewife. 

Bodf. His Ranfdene there is none ree Wee pay 
Be hale the Dolphin headlong frem his Threne, 
His Crowne fhall be the Ra of my friend: 
Foare of cheis Lords lie change for onc of ours. - 


Bonfires in France forthwith I sm to make, 

To keepe our grest Saint Georges Fea wiuthall. 

Ten thoefand Souldiers wich me 3 will cake, 

Whole bloody deeds (hall moke all Europe quake. 
3-Meff, So you had need, for Orleance is belieg’d 

The Englith Areny is growne weake and faint : i 

The Earle of Salisbury cravech fupply, 

And hardly keepes his men (rom matinie, 

Since they fo few,wasch fuch a multicude. 

Exe, Remermber Lords your Oathes co Henry (wore : 
Eycher co quell che Dolphin vecerly, 

Or bring him in obedsence to your yoske. 

Bedf, 1 doe remeber it,and here cake my leave, 

To goe sbour my preparation. Exw Bedford, 

Glef. Me cothe Tower with all the hat Ican, 

To view ch Actilierie sad Munition, 
Aod thea J will proclayme young Henry King. 
Exu Glfer. 

Exe. To Elesm will 1, where the young King is, 
Being ordaya'd his {pecial! Goeernor, 
And for his faferic chere Ile beft denife. Exe. 

iach, Esch hath his Place and FunGion co attend: 
1 am left ont ; for me nocinng remaiwes : 

Bat long J will noc be Jack out of Office. 

The King from Blcam I intend to fend, 

And fiz at chiefeft Sterne of publique Weale. 
Exe. 


Sound « Flosrqb. 
Ester Charles, Alan{oa, and marching 


Charles, dhars his true easing even as ia the Heeuens, 
So mm the Earch,ro this day 1s noc keowne, 
Leee did he thine vpon the a ides 
Now we ore ViGtors,vpon vs he failes. 
Whac Townes of any moment, but we beue ¢ 
At pleafere here we lye, neere Orteance : 
Ocherwhiles,the faaitht Enghith Jike pale Ghofts, 
Paintly befiege vs one houre ina mooeth. 
Alan. They want their Porredge,& their fot Bul Beeues: 
Eyther they mult be dyeted like Mules, 
And haue theit Provender ty'd to cheir mouthes, 
Or pitreows they a looke, like renpali ork a 
R Lee's ray fe che Srege: why hive we ? 
ah hiskes anon saee to fesse: — 
Remayneth aone but mad-brsyn'd Salabery, 
Aad he may well in fretting (pend his gall, 
Nor men nor Money hath he to make Worre. 
Chaies. S ound Aleruas,we will reth oa them, 
Now for the honour of the ferlorne Preach: 
Him I forgive my death, cha killeth me, 
When he fees me goe beck one foot, orfiye, Exean. 
Here Alarom, they are beaten back, by the 
Eng lqb, wath great lofe. 


Enter Charte:, Alanfon, and F 
Charles. Who coer {aw the Ihe? whas en have 1? 
Dogges,Cowards,Daftards : I would oe're baue Bed, 
Bus chat they lefs me ‘adit my : 
v. Salisbery 13 0 defpersce Hormcide, 
He fighreth as ove weary of tus life : 
The other Lords, like Lyons wanting foode, 
Doe cufh epon vs as their hungry prey. 
k 3 Alanf. Frey. 





fe fendeth forth to skirmith : one to renne ? 
Leane raw-bon'd Refcals, who would e’re fuppole, 


bint heared courege aod sudacitie? 
- Let'slesvethis Towne, 
For they d Slaues, 


Aad bun ll enforce chem to be more eager: 
Of old 1 know them ; rather wich cheir Teer 
The Walls they le teare downe, then forfake the Siege. 
Reigueir. 1 thinke by fome odde Gimmors or Deuce 
Theie Arnes are fet, like Clocks, fill co Atike on; 
Elfene're could they hold out fo as ehey doe: 
By my confent,wee le even lex them alone. 
Alafn. Be ix fo. 


Emer the Baftard of Orleance, 
ad, Where's the Prince Dolphin? I haue newes 
forte 
Baftasd of Orleance,thrice welcome toes, 


. Me chinks looks sre fad, your chest appal’d. 
Hath the late wrought chis offence? 
Be not difmey'd for (uccour is at hand : 


A bicher wich me I bring, 

whieh by a Vifion (ent to her from Heseee, 

Ordayned is to reyfe chis cediows Siege, 

And pi zy Englith forth ike bounds of France: 

The {pirit of deepe Prophecie the hath, 

Exceeding the nine Séby/s of old Rome: 

Whar's what's co come, the cen defery. 

Speake, thal ! call ber in? beleeue my words, 

For are cerraine,end enfallible. 
panne etre 

Reiguer fland cboa as Dolphin in my plece; 

Queftion her prewdly,ler thy Lookes be ferne, 

By cis meanes fhall we fownd what shill hehagh, 


Enter loans Poxel. aed 
. Faire Maid, is’t chow wilt doe thefe won- 
trou fons? 


Puzol, us't chou that thinkeft to beguile me? 
Where is che in ? Come, come from behende, 
3 know chee well, shough never feene before, 

Be not amas'd there's noching hid from me; 

In priuste will I calke wich thee apert: 

Stand back you Lords,and giue vs lesve a while. 
Reigneir, She wkes vpou her bravely at furl doth. 
Poca. Dolphin,! am by birth a Shepheards Dougheer, 

My wit encrayn'd in sny kind of Art: 

Heauen and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 

To thine on my contemptible eftete, 

Loe,whileft I wayted on my tender Lembes, 

And to Sannes perching heat difplay’d oxy cheskes, 

Gods Mother dei toa tome, 

of Maiefti 

Will'd me co teaue my bafe Vocstion, 

And fee my Countrey from Calamitie : 

Her ayde the isd and eflur'd (acceffe, 

In lory thee reweal’d hes felfe: _ 

And whereas I was black and fwart befage, 

With thofe cleare Rayes, which (hee infus'd on me, 


That beastie aro I bleft with, which you may fee. 
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Preyfard,a of ours,records, Aske me what queftion thou cant pelisble, 
I will enfwer v 8 
all Oliners and &, breed Aod UG ty Comber . 


During the ticne Edwerd the third did raigoe: My chev dar’, 
More truly now may thie be verified; ii And chou fait fiede thet I exceed any Sex, 
For none bec Sensors and Goliafer Refolue on this,thou halk be 







thy 

Deb. Thou heft eftonithtme with cerepuige 
Onely this proofe Ile of Viera 
In pica a ¢ buckle wich me; 
Aad if chou thy words ore true, 

Pucel. 1 am preper’d: bere is roy keene 
Deckt wich fine Plawen-de-Lacess en ae 
The which at Toursine,in §. Karberings 
Out of a grest deale of old Iron, 5 chole forth. 

Dep. Then come s Gods name, fesre 20 women, 

Puscl. And while | live,lle ne‘re flye from a man, 

Heretba Sea oe 
» Scay,flay thy bands, thou art en Amazon, 

and ghee Cotehe Sword of Debers. 

Perel. Cheifts Mother belpes me, elfe 1 were sag 
weoke. 

Delph. Who e're belps chee.'tis thou ther maft help ma- 
impatiently | burne wich thy defire, ner 
My heert ead hands chow haft at ouceiubdw'd, 
Excellent Puxa,if thy name be fo, 
Let me thy ferusnt snd not S be, 
Re ee 

Pace. | not to any rights of Leva, 
Fat tay Prakcteasls (ered Geen toons 
When I heve chafed all thy Foes Grom hence, 
Then will [ chinke vpon 8 































Reiguetr, My Lord ese chinkes ls very long ia calke. 
Mie Dcdbashae bees as con caine, mod! 


Elfene’re could he fo long protra& hit (peech. 
Reigueir. Shall wee dilerbe hin, ove hee keepes ce 









Frgr sages Lord where are you? wher deuife yeu on? 
wes 


Paes. Why yer fey: eae Recreana, 
Fighe till che left galpe: Ile guard. 

ary What thee fopes, Ihe cosfieme wee'le Eight 
it our. 


Pacel. A dem I co be che E: Scourge, 
ist, st las 

Expeét Ssint CACersias Sucnener, Haiepens dayes, 
Since ] bane encred inte thefe Warres. 

Glory is likee Circle in the Worer, 

Which nener ceafeth to it (elfe, 

Till by bread it di to 
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Reiguer.Woms0 thou can to faue ous honor of Pope,or dignities of Church, 


b 
Derive chem frem Orieance,sad be immortaliz'd. hd te Cheekes tle drag chee up and downe. 
- Prefencly wee'le try: come,let's awsy about it, oviach. Glee, shou wilt safwere this before the 
No Prophes willl waft, f thee prowe falfe. Exesar, | Pope. 


are Winchefier Goofe,! cry,a Ropes Rope. 
Now 





















Enver Glofer with bu Scruing.nve. as chem hence,why doe you fer chem Mey ? 
Thee Jle chafe hence, chou Wolfe in Sheepes astay. 
Gof. 1 am come to feracy the Tower chis days Out Tavwney-Coates,out Scarlet Hypocrite. 
Stace Heavies death, | feore there is Conucy nce: 
Where be thefe Wardere,that they wait nor here? Hevea Glofter: nen beat ont the Cardinals 
Open the Garces, tis Glefer that calls, and enter sn the burly -barly the Adaser 
1. Warder, Who's chere,chat knocks fo imperioufly ¢ of Leudea,aed bu Offerts, 
Glo. s. Alas. It isthe Noble Duke of Glofies. 
2 Warder, Who erehe be,you may not be let in. Maier, Fye Lords that you being fupreme Mogiftrates, 
3. Adan. Villaines ,anfwer you fo the Lord Prote€tor? | Thus contumefioully thould breake the Peace. 


3. Warder. The Lord proiedl bim,fo we anfwerhim, Clef. Peace Meior, tnov know fi little of my wrongs: 
We doe ne otherwife then wee are will’d. Here's Beanferd that regards ner God nos King, 








Glolt. Whe willed you?or whofe will Mends bus mine? | Hach here diflsayn’d the Tower to his vie, 
There's none ProceBés of the Realme, bax} : symch. Here's Gieffer,a Foe to Cuizens, 
Beeake vp the Gaces, Ie be your warrantize ; One chat (till mecions Werre 20d never Peace, 
Shall I be Howred thus by dunghill Groomes? O're-charging yout free Pusfes with large Pines) 
GloBers mora raf at the T ower Gates, and Woedasle That leckes to overthrow Retigion, 
the Loenteuant 4 wet lan Becanle he is Precectos of the Reale; 
Weeda le. What noyfe is this? wha Treytors have | Aad would have Armour here out of che Tower, 
wee here? Te Crowne himfelie King,and fuppreffe the Psince, 
Cot. Lieecenant,ts it you whofe voyce | heare? Ghoft. 1 will not anfwer thee with words, but biowes. 
Open the Garces, here's Glefer that woald enter, Herve they shinmgh eqame, 
Preedmde. Haue patience Noble Deke,] may not open, Mair. Naught refs for me,inchis cables: Alsife, 
TheCardinall of Winchefter forbids : Bus co mahe open Proclsmation. 
From him J have cxprefle commandement, Come Officer,as lowd os e're thou canil cry: 


That thow ner none of chine thall be let ig, AA mamer of men, afimbled bere in Armes this day, 
Ghff, Fainc-hearted sreeduile,prize(t his Tore me? agemft Gods Peace and the Xiags, woe charge and command 














Arrogant wieckeffer, that sas PO Prelace, you, bis Highurfe Name, te repazre te your femcrab devel. 
Whom Heary ous late Sourrsigne nese could brooke? | fing places, and not to weare, bavdic, or ufe any Sword, Wee. 
Thov art no to God or to the King : power Dog ger bcnce. forward, wpen pasne of death, 






the Gates, or Ile frat thee out thorny. Gof. Cardinall liebe no breaker of the Law: 
- Open the Gates ento the Lord Protefios, | Bat we fhall meet,and breake our minds at large. 
Or barft them open, if tha: you come not quickly. weach, Gloffer wee'le meet co thy colt,be fine ; 
\] Thy heart-blood [ will haue fos chis dayes woke, 
Eater te che Provefter a she Tower ‘Jac Wine bef Maser, We call for Clubsyf you will not away: 
and bes men in Tawney Comes. This Cordinall’s more haughtie then the Dewill. 


Gloft. Maios farewell ; thou doo ft bu: what chow 
Waste. How now ambitions Vapbew wha messes | may'ft. 


chin? syieck. Abhominable Glofer guard thy Heed, 
Gloff. Pied Prieh, doo’R thou command me to be | For! intend 10 hue 1 cre long. Fucest. 
that out? Maser. See the Coail clear d, and then we will depare 
wisch. 1 doe, thos moft elarping Prodisor, Good God, thefe Nubiles thould fuch Remacks beore, 
Aod sot Protefos of the King or Realme. 1 eny fclfe fight not once ia fortic yeere, Exam. 
Glef. Scand beck thow manifelt Confpirstor, 
Theos thac contrived to marther our dead Losd, Enter the Maficr Gusacr of Orleance, and 
Theos chat giu'ft Whores Indulgences to finne, bis Bey. 
Ne conaas thee ia thy brosd Cordinells Hat, .Canner Sitstha thou know'll| how Orleance is befieg’d, 
If chod proceed in this thy infolence. And how the Englith have the Suburbs wonne, 
. Nay, ftand chou back, I will noc budge a foot : Boy. Father 1 know,and oft beue (hor at chem, 
This be Damafeus, be thou curled Case, How e’re enforcunace,| mifs'd my syme. 










To Qay chy Brocher Abel, if thou will, 31.Gaseer.Buc now thou fhalt nos.Be chou rul’d by ave: 
. L will not flay thee, buc Ie drive chee back « Chiefe Mafler Gunner am lof this Towne, 









Thy Scaslet Robes, a8 a Childs bearing Cloth, Something I muft doe to procure me grace : 
Ie vfe,to carry chee out of this place. The Princes efpyals have informed me, 
$c. Doe what chou dart, I beard thee co chy | How the Engitih,in the Suburbs clofe entrenche, 
face. Wem through a feccet Grate of Iron Barres, 
Glo What? om I dar’d, s0d bearded co my face? In yonder Tower ,co ouct-peere the Cries 
Draw men, for all this priviledged plece, And thence difcouer, how with moh edaantsge 
Blew Cons to Tawny Costs, Priefiybeeeare yous Beard, | They msy vex vs with Shot or with Affaak, 
] meane co tugge it,end to cuffe you foundly. To imercept this inconucnence, 
Vodes my feet | ftecnpe chy Cardinals Hae: A Peece of Ordnance'g sinft it | have plac’d, 


And 
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And even thete three deyes have I wacche, 
If i could cago aa aaa ae 


j apa me 
And thon fhe prooreaiss Disc 


Boy. Facher,! warrant you, cake you no care, 
Ile ocucs trouble yoo, if 1 may (pyc 


apace dsr dh cky onthe Turrets, 


Sd. Ta yi apne 
How wert thoe 
Gs eher exal exchcheecobahorl? 
Difceorfe I oe this Terrets top. 

Talbet. The Earle of Bedford had a Prifoner, 
Calf'd the brave Lord Penton de Santrayte, 
For him was I exchgng’d,and rasfom‘d, 
But with » bsfer man of Armes by fare, 
Saher ta they would hane baster’d me 
bdeall naire corn’d,and craved desth, 

be fo pu'd efleemn'd:: 

py recede ne 


Whem with sa ea 
If I new had him broa de 
er Yee eel'A ea cho wane eae: 


“Tal With (coffes end {corocs and coocemalioe: tunes, 
Je open Market-place produc’t alt they met, 
Tobea 


None durft come oeere,for fcare of Saddaine desth. 
shea tees ir peernaboe retd 

Se greet feore of my Nome therm were fpread, 
Thus they foppor'd | could rend of Sccele, 

And @arne in pieces Pofts of Adament. 

Teer massive mc cocry Mnee sil 

every Minute while: 


Bot we wi be reveng'd fefficiently. 
lace preter tei patna 
h chis Grate, I towne each one, 

And view the Prenchasen how they fortifies 
Let vs looke in,the fight will much delight thee: 
Sie Thomas Garzrane,sod Sir wikiem Glarfdale, 
expreffe opinions, 
Where is slace oo snike com Beaty ocak 

Te Pinto et che North Gore for here ands 
Lexds. 


Glesfia. And 1 deere, at the Bulwarke of che 


Bridpe. 
res. For ought I fee this Citie meft be faemithe, 
Or wich light cnfeebled. Here od ala 
Sclesbeary falls 


Salish. O Lord have mercy on vs, wret ae 
O Lord have mercy on me,vefull mso 
Whe chances this chee faddcaly hach croft vp? 
Speake Saluhor; 0 leah, tf thos cent, fpeake: 


How far'ft chou, Mirror of all Martisllmen? 
One of thy Eyes,and chy Checks fide Breck of 


pdinees anni Suse coer, 

In thisteene Bartai! 

FHomy the Fife bc caged *d cothe Warres. 

Whirl Rt any Trosope ieee 

Mi Serd ide ewe viking eal 

Yet liu chow Salisbeary? reac 

Oue Eye chou haft to leoketo Gayle, 

Ti ScccauhceEyeceucuilar Word. 

Heauen be chon gracivus to none alive, 

If Selesbary wants metcy ot chy hends. 

Berens tis Boy vl pe vobary 
caldera beeen 


« day ,looke 
eure caniku tant comfort, 


Plantagine | will, and like thee, 
Play-on che Lote, bebolding the Townes burne: 
Wreetebed tha!l France be onely in my Nome. 

Bere an Alarum pnd it Thunder: aed Ligiseas. 
What ftirre is chis ? what cucnsit’s in che Heamene ? 
Whence commeth this Alarum,end the ac yfe2 

Enter a Mefanger. 
Me. My Lord my Lord,the French have gathes'd 
The Dolphin, with one Jeane ds Puxel ioyn'd, 
A holy Propheteffe, pena cenitine 
sb aarbe sen ‘owe;#,to Siege. 
Te fila g te 0 Selisbery doth greens 
Ic itkes his heart he cannot berg 
Frenchinen, Ife be a Sale 
Pace ot Pofel, Deiphin or oth, 
Your hearts lle tampe out wi bay Horfes hecles, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines, 
me Sal: into his tens, 
And ches weele uy what thete daftard Frenchancn dare. 
Alawn Exetne. 


Hove as Alarm pg cine pad T alber parfusths the Dolphin, 
rad drier tw: Then voter leave de Pusat, 


a Sse daa 


Tb. were Pasi acct emer PO ae 
Our Eaglith Troupes retyrc,] cannot ftsy them, 
i Wearn cad i armotechaec chem. 
Enter Puzel, 
a gaat ty Tle hexe « bowe with thee 
Dann, le coniure theet 


Dewill,or Devils 
Blood will I deave on thee, thou art a Witch, 


And ftraightway give chy Soule to him thou feral, 
Paz. i 


And from my fhoulders crac 
Bat I will cheAife chis high- gi-nioked Soup 
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re-cake we if chew canft,| icorne thy Rrengeh. 


rena afr ded ngry-Rereed men, 
Thos Dsy 1s ornes many more fhall be. Ere. |  Aetus Secundus. Scena Prima, 












A Wach by fesre nox force, like Bauibal, 
Drices beck eur « at the fife: Enter « Sorqean of a Band with two Sentinels, 
So Bees with Geet au Desc ee hacyfome fiench, aa 

Ast from their Hyves and Houfes driven away. Se. Sirs, cake your places.and be vigilant : 
They calf'd va,for ows fierceneffe Englith Dogges, If any noyfe or Souldier you perceise 


















Now like co Wheipes, we crying ronne away, Neeze co che walles, by ome apparenc 

A ‘Alarm, : Let vshsue knowledge at the Court ot Cond 
Heacke Councreymen, bi cenew the igh, Sees. Sergeane you thal. Thos sre poore Servicers 
Ox teare the Lyons ow of Englands Coats ee oe ere) 
Renounce your Soyle give Sheepe in Lyons flead : ‘d co watch in darkneffe, ralne, and cold. 


Or Horfe ox Oxen from the Leopard, Enter Telbos, Bedford, aod Borgundy, wnh feeling 
F Ledder s: Torr Dremaes beat ing « 

Alam. Here anther Skivmih, Dead March, 

kh wil not be, recyte into your Trenches : 

You all conferted vaio Safsburies death, Tel, Lord Regent, and redoutted Burgandy, 

For nose would firike a ftroske in bis revenge, By whole approach, the Regions of Arseys, 

Pucal is enticed toro Orieonce, Walken, and Pica dy, ace friends tov : 


















In fpigte of 3,07 owghe chat we coald doe This heppy night, the Feenchenen are fecere, 
O weald I were to dye with Salubury, Hauing aldsy catows'd and b ed, 
The thame bercef, will meke me bide wy head. Embrace we then his opportanicie, 
Exus Tether. | As fitting bef co quitcance their deceite, 
Alarm, Retreat , Flr. Concrtu'd by Art, and balefull Sercerie. 
Bed.Coward of France, how mach he wrongs his feme, 
Eater on rhe Wels, Pac, Dolphin, Regecir, Difpasring of his owne armes fortitude, 
eflasfen, and S s. To royne with Witches, and che helpe of Hell. 
Bor. Traicers hase never other company. 
Pua. Aduance ont Colosrson the Walle, | Bas what's chat Pazel whom they tearme fo pure? 
Refewd ss Orieance from the : Tal, A Maid, they fey. 
Thue Josue de Pacal hoch ‘dé her word. Bed. A Msid? And be fo martial ? 
Diwineft Creature, Afres's Deoghier, Bar. Pray Ged the prove not masculine ese longs 
How thell ! heaour thee for this faccefle ? If wnd the Scandard of the French 
Thy promedes sre ke Adsew Garden, She carry Arrncer, as the hath begun. 
Thex Hace aenaprin- ti froicfuil wereche arse. otha sane ge patie sad conver fe with fpirics, 

; in thy glorious Propheteffe Ged is our F , in whofe conquering name 

Recover'd isthe Towne of Orlesnce, Let ve refolue to feale their Ainty balwartrs. 
Necro Why ing ont oat the Bel lot Tal, Net stogeber Beverfarel garde, 

; ing nox out the Bells slowd, Tal, Noc ole : Bercer farre I . 
Teesen cio: ? Thae we do mikeder entrance feverall wayes 1 
Delphia comasad the Citizens make Boofires, Thac if ic chance che one of vs do faile, 

And feat ad banque: in the Revers, The other yet may rife sgainft their force. 
To celebesce che ioy thet God hath given vs. Bed. Agreed ; lle to yond corner. 
Alaof. All Preace will be cepiees with mirth and joy, Bar. Andl co this. 
pighmorirn: Liat namical che men, Tal. And heere will Tales mount,or make his grave 
sso 1s Jeane por we, by whom the day is wonne: | Now Satisbery, for thee snd for the right 
Fer | will diwide my Crowne wih her, OF Englith »thall chis night race 
a pia yak Wl tiara Gpsdng nbn get Li atehcditer ha aes 
Shall in precefiion eadleffc preyfe. Sear. Acme, acme, the enemy make : 
A pe tale reare, : Cry, S. George, A Talbet. 
Then ‘so b cBer wes. 
Ie memorie of her when the is dead, The Preach leape are she walles in thetr foirts. Essar 
Hes Ahbes,jn an V me more fesevall w ayes, Baftard,Alenfen Ragu, 
haar yi bape ag kelfe ready, and balfe yereaty. 
Trealporced ac ngh Feftiusls 
Before che Kings end Queene: of France. Ales, How now ary Lords? what all enreadie fo ¢ 
Ne leager on Saint Donare will we cry, Bef. Vaceady? 1 end glad we Kcap’d (e weil. 
Buc /aaee de Pacel fhall be Prance’s Seine. Reig. Twras time (1 trow) to wakeend lesue our beds, 
Coane in,and lex v9 Benguet Royally, Heering Alecoms at eer Chambey deores. 
Aftes chs Gotdes of Vidderie. Alan. Of all exploits fince fir I follew'’d Armes, 
Evewa. Nese heard I of a werlike enerprize 


hore 
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ore vencurous,or del perate chen chis. 

Baf. \chinke this Talbot be « Fiend of Hell. 

Reg. If not of Hell, the Heavens fure favour him. 
Alan{. Here commech Charles,1 maruell how he {ped? 


Enter Charies and Jeane. 

Baft. Tot, holy Jeane was his defenfiue Guerd. 

Charl. Isthis chy canning,thos decercfull Dame? 
Didft chou ac fir t,t0 flatcer vs withall, 

Make va partekers of alittle gayne, 
Thet now our loffe might be ten times fo mach? 

Soane. Wherefore is Charles smpatient with his friend? 
Acall times wall you have my Power elke? 

Sleeping or waking ,muft I fii! le, 

Or call yo Stand and lay the ie me? 
sourdent Souldiors,bad your Warch been good, 

This fudden Mifchrefe newer could have faine. 

Charl. Duke of Alanfon,chis was yous defaule, 
Thac being Captaine of the Warch to Nighe, 

Did looke no better co chat weightse Charge. 

Alaof. Had all your Quarters been as (afely kepe, 
As that whereof | had the government, 
Wehadanot beenc thas fhamefully furpriz'd. 

Bef, Mine wes fecure. 

Reg. And fo was mine, my Lord. 

Charl. And for my felfe,moft past of all this Nighs 
Within her Quarter ,and mine owne Precin@, 
1 was imploy’d in se oa end fro, . 
Abour relieuing of rhe Centinels. 
Then how,or which way ,fhould they firft breake in ¢ 

leave, Qyeftion(my Lords) no further of the cafe, 
How or which way ; ‘t1s (ure they found fome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made: 
And now there refts no other thift but chis, 
To gather our Souldiors, {cacter'd and difperc’t, 

Lay aew Plac. formes to cadammege them. 
Exens. 


Alarwn. Enter 4 Souldecr crying, a Talbot 4 Tabor : 
they fie Jeanreg thee Clothes betnund. 


Senld. Ne be fo bold corake what chey have left : 
The Cry of Tather ferues me for a Sword, 
For I haue loaden me with many Spoyles, 
V fing no other Weapon but his Name, 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, Bargundse. 
Bedf. The Day begins to breake. and Night is fled, 
Whofe pirchy Mantle ovet-vayl d the Earth. 
Here found Retrest,and ceafe our hot purfuie, Retreat. 
Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salabery, 
And here sduance 1¢ in che MarketPlace, 
The middle Centure of chis curfed Towne. 
Now haue I pay'd my Vow ynto his Soule: 
For euery drop of blood wes drawne from him, 
There hath at leaft fue Frenchmen i tonight. 
And chac hereafter Ages may beho! 
What ruine happened in revenge of him, 
Within theic chrefeft Temple Ile ere& 
A Tombe, wherein his Corps thal be intert'ds 
Vpon the which,that cucry one my seade, 
Shall be engrau’d the facke of Osleance, 
The trecherous manner of bis mournefull 
And what a terror he had beene to Freace. 
But Lords, 10 all our bloudy Maffacre, 
1 mufe we met not with che Dolphins Grete, 


Exa. 
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His new-come Champion, verwous Jeans of Acre, 
Nor any of his falfe Confederates. 

‘Bedf. Tis thought Lord Talber,when the fight began, 
Rows'd on the {adden from their drowfie Beds, 
They did smong@t che troupes of srmedmen, 
Leape ore the Walls for refuge in the field. 

‘Burg . My (elfe,as ferre as I could well difcerne, 

For {moeke and duskie vapours of the rghe, 

Am {ure I fcar'd the seers his ied 

When Acme in Armet came fwiftly reoning, 
Like toa payre of loving Turtle-Doves, 

That could net live afundes dey os night, 

After chat things are fet inorder dere, 

Wee'le follow them with all che power we have. 


Esser a Mefeager. 
Ate§. Allhsyle,rey Lords:which of this Princely ereyne 
Call ye che Warlike Talbet, for his As 
Se much epplaaded through the Realme of France ? 
Tah. Here 1s the Talbot who would (peak wich hin? 
Adef. The vertuous Lady Counteffe of Quergne, 
With modeftie adminng thy Renowne, 
By me encreets (great Lord) thou would’h veuch{ole 
To vifit her poore Caftle where the lyes, 
That the may boaft the hath beheld tire men, 
Whole glory fills the World with lowd report, 
Burg. Isic even fo? Nay, chen 1 fee eur Warres 
Will curne vnto a peacefull Comick fpore, 
When Ladyes craue co be encoantred with. 
You may no (my Lord) defpufe her gencle fuic. 
Talb. Ne're ceult me chen: for when a World of men 
Could not prevayle with all cheir Orstorse, 
Yer hath a Womans kindnefle over-rul'd : 
And therefore tell her, I recurne great hankes, 
And in fobmuiffion will attend on her. 
Will not yout Honors beare me company ? 
Bedf. No,truly, cis more then manners will . 
And I haue heard it fayd ,Vabidden Guefts 
Are often welcommelt when they are gone. 
Talb. Well then,alone (fince chere’s a0 remedie) 
I meane co prove this Ladyes courrefe, 
Come bither Capterae, you perceive my minde. 


Cape. 1 doe my Lord, snd meane accordingly. 
Exe. 


Enter Conutefe. 
(oont. Porter, remember what 4 oe) in charge, 
And when you heee done fo, bring the Keyes co me. 
Port. Mademe,! will. Ex. 


Comms. The Ploc is Jayd, if all chings fail out mghe, 
I thall as famous be bis exploit, ms 
AsScythian Tornyris by Cyrms death, 
Great is the rumous of this dreadfull Kaighe, 
And his archteuvements of no leffe account : 
Faine would mine cyes be wanneffe with mine eates, 
Teo give cheir cenfere of thefe rere reports. 


Ester Adoffeng 
Mef. Medame,according ss your Ledythip defa'd, 
By Meffage cran'd, fois Talbe come, 
Couet. And he is welcome: what? is this the man ¢ 
Adef. Madame, it is, 
Conus. 13 this the Scourge of France? 
Is ches che J albet fo much fear'd abroad ? 
Thac wich bis Neme che Mocbers till thelr Babes? 
I See Report is fabulous and fell. 





+ 
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T choughs I thoald heve (eene fome Horeudes, Bus onely wi we 
flomacks 


A fecond helfer, ber his a, 
; fees keut Limbes, 
Ales,this is a Child, a Gilly Dwarfe : 
Ie cannot be, this weake sad wrichied 
Sbould finke fach terror to hie Enemies. 
Sat pancreas red co creable you: 
Buz Gace Ladythip ner at leyfere, 
The fort (rae elles tied touile pac. : 
Coat. What meanes he now ? 
Goe seke him, whither he goes? 
Mef. Sisy wy Lord 7 alber, for my Lady craves, 
Tokoew the caafe of your sbropt departure ? 
Tab, Marty,for that fhee's in 9 wroag beleefe, 
I goeto cerufie her Talbes's here. 
Enter Porter with Keyes. 
Comme. 1f thou be be,then art chou Prifoner. 
Tab. Priloner? to whom ? 
Coast. Tome, blood-rhirfie Lord: 
And for that caufe | ersye’d thee to avy Houle. 
Loag cme thy fhadow hach been thrall co me, 
For ia eny Gellery chy Pidiure hangs : 
eel pectin ot pal bag ue 
And I will chayne chefe Legges and Armes of thine, 
Thet hafi by Tyranaie theft suany eres 
W ofted our Cowmrcy,flaine our Citizens, 
And fent oes Sonnes 20d Husbands captivare. 
Talb. Ha,hahs. 
Cant. Laogheft thou Wretch ? 
ancth tarne to mosne, 
Ta, I leagh co fee your Ladyfhip (0 fond, 


Te chinke, that you have ough bue Talbots hadow, . 


Whereon to praQile your ue. 
Comat. Why ort not thow the man ¢ 
Talb. | am indeede, 
Conn. Then hawe | fubfance too. 
Tab, No,no, 1 am but thadow of my (elfe : 
Youre deceiv’d, my {ebfance is not here 5 
For whet you fee, is bur the (mallet past, 
And leaft proportion of Humaniie : 
Teall yoo Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
¥z is of {uch 2 {paciows loftie pitch, 
Yous Roofe were nox fafficiene to contayn’s. 
Com. This ssa Riddling Merchant for thenonce, 
Be will be here,and yer he is not here ; 
How can thefe consrarieties agree? 
Ta. That will! thew you prefendy. 
Wied: bis Horas, Drimene: firikg vp,e Peale 
of Ordraeace: Enter Seuldiars. 
How fey y yor Madame? ere you now 
That 7. Heli herinieer tae hianlelfe? 
Thefe are hi ce, finewes, ermes.end (tren 
With which be yoaketh your rebellious Nees 
Reazeth your Cities,snd fabuerts your Townes, 
And ia a mement makes them defolace. 


Comat. Viorions Talbot pardon my ebule, 
een pepe a 
more then ms ered byt ° 
Lat tay prefernptien oe cee fact 9 
For { om ferry, chac with reucrence 
I did not entertaine thee as chou art, 


Telb. Be anx dilenay'd, faire Lady nor mifcooher 
The minds of Tether, 0s you did miftske 
er nes cer ar of his . 

done, path not me) 
Nor ater! (eusfa Aion dee I craee, 


To feaft fo greste Warrior inty Houle, Exenw, 


fie Dehn Pleas erm Some, 


Yorke. Great Lords and Genlemen, 


Whar mesnes chis filence ? 
Dare nomen anfwer in Cafe of Truth ¢ 
Sf Within che Temple Hall we weretoo lowd, 
The Garden here 1s more conuensent, 
Yak Then fay at once,if I maints‘n’d the Truths 
Or elfe was wrangling Semev{es in th'errec? 
Saff. Faith] have beene a Traant m the Law, 
And never yet could frame my will to it, 
And therefore frame the Law vato ray will. 
Som. ludge you, my Lord of Werwicke, then be. 
tweene vs. 
oy v.Becween two Hawks,which fies the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs,which hath the mouth, 
Berween two Blades, which beases the bercer temper, 
Between two Hortes, which doth beare him bef, 
Becween two Girles, which heth the merryeft eye, 
I haue perhaps fome fhellow fpicit of Judgemen: : 
But in thefe nice fharpe Quillets of che Law, 
Good faihI em no wifer then a Daw. 
York, Tar, cut, here is amannerly forbeasance: 
The truch md gh fo naked on my fide, 
That eny purblind eye may find st our. 
Sem. And on my (ide ix is fo well sppacself'd, 
So cleare, fo thining, and fo evidence, 
Thec te will glimmer chrough a blind-mans ve 
Tork, Since you are y'd,a0d (0 Loh co [peake, 
Ta dumbe bgaiticancs 


thoughts: 
Let him chat is a true-borne eman, 
And (tands vpon the honor of his birth, 
Ifhe a ores thas I have plesded truth, 
Frore of chis Bryer pluck s whice Rofe with me. 
Sem. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatucerer, 

But dere meineaine the partic of the truth 
Plock ered Rofe from off this Thorne with me. 

War. Love no Coloars : and without all coloer 
Of befe inGausting flacterie, 
I pluck this whire Rofe with Plastagevet. 

Sef. Upluck this red Rofe,with young Somer fer, 
And fey withall,] chinke he beld the righc, 

Veraen, Susy Lords and Gendlermen,end plack no mon 
Till you conclude, that he vpon whole fide 
The fe weft Rofes are crope from the Tree, 
Shall yeeld che other in he right opinion. 

Seas, Good Mafter Vernen.it is well obicGed ¢ 
If} erage fableribe in leace. 

York. And]. 

le Then for che seem aaron of the Cafe 
1 pluck this pale and Maiden Blofforne here, 
Giving my Verdset on che white Rofe fide. _ 

Sea. Prick not yous finger as you pluck ic off, 
Les{t bleeding, you doe paine the whire Rofe red, 
And fall on my tide fo agsinft your will. 

Forme, If tmy Lord fer my bleed, 
Opinion thall be Surgeon to my 
And keepe me on che fide where fill I am, 

Sem: Well,weil,come on, who elfe? 


Lane Ve 








Blath for cure fhame,co counterfeit oor Rofes, 
And yet diy conges will noc confefle thy error. 
Torky. Hath not thy Rofe a Canker, Sonner/et ? 
Hach not thy Rote s Thorne, Plewt egeuct ? 
Torky. 1,Qiarpe end piercing co maintaine his cruth, 
Whites thy confeming Canker eaces his falfehood, 
Sem. W ell, Tle find frends to weare my bleeding Rofes, 
Thac fhell nainraine what } have {aid is true, 
Where falfe Plostageest dare not be feene. 
Yorke, Now by this Maiden Bloffome in my hand, 
I (core thee and thy fafhion,pecuith Boy. 
Saf. Terne nox thy fcomes this way, Plantagenet. 
Piles Prowd Poole, 1 will, and fcorne both him and 


Saff. Tle varne my part chereof into thy chroac, 
Som. Awsy,zway, good lian de la Poole, 
We grace the Yeoman,by conuerfing with him. 


His Grandfather was Lyewe! Dukcof Clarence, 
Thisd Soane co che third Edward King of England: 


Spring Creftleffe Yeomen from (0 deepe a Roos ? 
He beeres him on the place's Priuiledge, 
Or net for his craven heart fay thas, 


Som. By him that made me, Ie maintsine my words 
On any Plot of Grosind in Chriftendome, 
Was net thy Father. Rechord,E urle of Cambridge, 
For Treafon exeeuted tn our late Kings dayes¢ 
And by his Treafon, Rand'@ not thou ectainced, 
Corrupted,snu exempt from ancient Gentry ¢ 
His Treipas yet hues guiltie in thy blood, 
And till chow be rettor'd, th 5a arc a Yeoman, 
Yorks. My Facher was attached, not stcainted, 
Condema'deo dye for Treafon,bur n0 Traytor 5 
And chet Ile prous oa better men then Somerset, 
Were g owing time once pam tomy will. 
For your pertaker Poole, snd you your felfe, 
Ne note yeu in my Booke of Memoric, 
To Kourge you for chis ap ‘ 
Looke to it well aad fay you sre well waro'd, 
Som. Ah,thou thalt finde vs ready for chee Mill s 
And know se Dao Colours for thy Foes, 
For chefe.my friends in fpight of thee thall wesre. 
Terk. And by my Soule,chis pale and angry Role, 
As i, sopra of my bloodedrinking hate, 
Will I for ener,aod my Faction weare, 
Vacill ic wicher with me to my Grave, 
Or flowrith ao che height of my Degrec. 
Sef. Goe focward,and be choak'd with diyambisien: 
And fo farwell,ynesil | meet thee next. Exit. 
Sem. Hae with thee Pools: Farwell smbitions Rs- 


shard. : &xt. 
: Terky. How 3 am brau’d, and maf perforce endare 
? 


ware. This blor cher obie again Houfe, 
isl be oot ou Go nel Pasicean iad 
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Lasper. Vaichle ny Seudie end my Bookes be falfe, pestrreap ea Wracheficr 0d Clacsfter : 


The argement you beid,was wrong in yous if thou be noe then created Torke, 
In figne wbereof I plecka white Rote coo, 1 will nos live co be accounted warwicke, 
Terlg. Now et, where is your srgement ? Mcane time, in fignall ef my love to thee, 
Sem. Here ia my Scabbard, meditating chat A prowd Semerfet end #1Kians Peele, 
soar’ Pde edaasocon car ; H Tupon thy pertie weare this Rofe. 
York. Meane time your cheeks do coanterfeit dur Rofes: | And kere I prophecie: this brawle to day, 

For pale chey looke with feare,ss witnefing Growne to chis faction m the T le Carden, 
The creth on ous fide. Shall fend betweene the Red-Rofc" nd the White, 
Sew. No Plomagenet : A thoufand Soules to Death and deddly Night. 
"Tis not far fcare, but dhacr, that thy checkes Torky. Good Mafter Verses, 1 am bound to you, 

That you on my behalfe woold a Flower. 


Ware Now by Gos will chou wroog'fl him, Semerfet : 










Euter Mortiner, brought in a Chayre, 
and Sayles. 


asert. Kind Keepers of ny weske deceying Age, 
Lec dying ( téerriaer here rest bialelfe. : 
Been likes man new heled fom the Wrack, 
So fare my Limbes with long Imprifonmens: 
And thefe gray Locks, the Parforuants of death, 
Nefter-likc aged, nen Age of Care, 
Argue the end of Mortimer. 













Waze dimanc,ss drawing to theiz Engene. 
Weake Syed ders, ouct perks 

And p 
That 













Adert, Enough: my Soule thall thea be facisfied. 
Poore Genslemaa,his wrong doth equall mine 
Since Howy Moameath firft begen to reigns, 
Betote whole Glory I was greats in Armes, 

This loathfome fequefirarion have J had ; 

And een fince then, bath Ricberd beene obfeur'd, 
Deprio’d of Hoo sr and Inheritance. 

But now,the Acbicracor of Defpaires, 

Teh Death, kinde Vnpire of mens aniferies, 
With (weet enlargement doth difmiffe me hence: 
J would bis troubles like wife were cspir'd, 

That fo he might recoues what was loft, 












’ louin new is come, 
Me. Plant vost; oa Gea: 1s he come? 
Rich. 1 Noble Vickhe,ches ignobly we'd, 
Your Nephew. late defpifed comes. 
dort. Dire mine Armes, may cabrace his Neck, 
And in his Bofom (pend my later gafpe. 
Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes, 
Thet I may kindly sive ove fainting Kifle, 
And now declare facet Siem from Yerkes rest Stock, 
Wing Sat ast of cathe went espe? 
- Foeft . 
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ed Back ag ainft mine Arme, 
ony Diktate. 


ised ram Vackie, for any Fechers fake, 
In hones of a true Plawagenet, 
And for Aliiance foke, declare the caufe 
By Father, Eark of Cambridge,tof his Head. 
ddare, That canle(feire Neghew)that smpnfon'd me, 
Aad hech deraya'd me al] my flowring Youth, 
Wiathin a leathfome con, there co pyne, 
Was curled laftremen: of bis deceafe. 
Reb. Dilcower more at large whar caule that was, 
For fem | acer aoa geetle 
deere. Venil sf chat ey fading breath permr, 
And Death spproech cot, ere my Tale be done. 
Meery the Fourth, Grandfather co chis King, 
Depor’d his Nephew Rychard Edwards Sonne, 
The firft begorten, and the lawful Here 
OF Edward the Third of sear pias 
During whofe Rergne. the Percres of the No 
Finding hss Vferpation moh voiuft, he 
Eadcvoer’d ary sduan ement co the Throne. 
The reefon mow d thefe Warhhke Lords to chis, 
We for that (yoong Resbard thes remow'd 
Leeuing no Heire begorten of his Body) 
I was che next by Bicch and Parcntage ; 
For by my Mother.! dermed am 
From Liesel Duke of Clarence,thied Soave 
ee ee 
From /ebs of Gaune doth bring his Pedigree, 
ing bux fourth of chat Heroick Lyne. 
Ser merke : as in this hanghele great attempt, 
laboored,to plant the oe Heire, 
1 Libertie, and they their Lives, 
exehis, when Henry she Fift 
(Succeeding his Facher Budiagbreeke ) did reigne ; 
Thy Foche:, of Cambro e,then pals ae 
Frees famous Sayin a uke of Yorke, 
Marrying my Sifta y Mother was ; 
Agetac in pitty of my hard diftrefic, 
Lewied an ,weenmg co redreme, 
And have 4 me in the Diedeme : 
Bax ae che ret, fo fell chat Noble Earle, 
And wes beheaded. Thus the UAferrimerr, 
In whom che Title refted, were 
Rico. Of which avy Lord,your Honor is che left. 
Pert. T cae, and thou feeft,shet | no I flue have, 
And chat wy words doe warrant death: 
Thos ant my Heise; che reft,] with thee gather ; 
Bus yar be wary in chy Aedrows care. 
. admmondhments preusyle with me: 
We seine lei elec T : 
We 5 
ado. Wah flewce, Nephew be thos pollicich, 
fined is the Houle of Laacafer. 
And Gke a Mowntaine nor to be remou'd. 
Bus sow thy Vackic 12 removing hence, 
As Princes doe their Courts, when they ss cloy'd 
Wit lang concnmsnce ina [etled place. 
Rab. O Vuckle, would fome part of my young yeeres 
Mogin ber redecmne che peflage of you: Age. 
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Adert Thou doit chen wrong me,ss y re deth, 


Which giacch many Wounds, when one 


order for ny Funeral. 
aad faire be all thy hopes, 

And be chy Life in Peace and Warre,  Dyss. 

Reh. And Peace,co W orre, befall thy porting Soule. 
Ta Profea heft chou fpent » Pi A 
And hke a Hermite over-paft thy dayes, 
Well, 1 will locke his Counceil in my Breft, 
And whac I doe imagine, let chac rofl 
K conuey him hence,and I my felfe 
Will fee his Buryall beter chen his Life. 
Here dyes the duskie Torch of (Mortimer, 
Choskt with Ambition of the meaner fort, 
And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Iniuries, 
Which Semerfis hath offer'd to my Hoale, 
I doubs nor, but with Honor to redreffe. 
And therefore hafe } to the Parliament, 
Eyther co be reftored ro my Bleod, 
Or make my will th'adusotage of my good. 


Exar 


Ean. 


Adlus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Flouryf. Enter King Exeter Glfter © nchafter Warwick, 
Sewer fet Richard Plantagenes Clofter offers 
te put vp a Osh: Wincheficr faatches it teares tt. 
Werch Corm'f chow with deepe premedmaced Lines? 
With written Sludioully deuis'd? 
Hamfrey of GloGer, if thou cank accufe, 
Or ought intend’f to lay voto my cherge, 
Doc * withoet sanen.on,fuddenly, 
As | with fudden,sad eat all {peech, 
Purpofe a“ anfwer ht how can Ae 
Gle, cous Pri is place cOmeande ) 
Or thou theulat finde chow halt eda 
Thinke noc, although m Writing J preferr’d 
The meaner of thy vile oucragious Crymes, 
That cherefore | bawe forg’d,or am not able 
Uerbain to rchearle the Mechode of my Penne. 


Thy lewd, dpa air diffentious prancks, 


As very Jnfenes pratue of chy pride. 

Thow art o moft permiious Vfurer, 

Froward by nature, Eoemieto Pesce, 
cioiows, wanton, store then well befcemes 

A man of thy Profethen,snd Degree. 

And fas thy Trechene,whec's mare manifeft 

In that thou layd’ft s Trap soashe my Life, 

As weil at London Brid atthe Tower. 

Befide,! feoce meal thy bes were fitted, 


The King, chy Soveraigne,1s not quite cxempt 

Eee mallice of thy f Nag hae 
wrach, Clofter. doc defie thee, Lords vouchiafe 

To gwe oe hearing what | firall reply. 

If | were couetous,embicious,or peruerfe, 

Ashe will haue me: how am J fo poore? 

Or how heps it, fecke noc to aduonce 

Or rye roy felfe? but heepe my wonted Calling. 

And for Diffention, who preferresh Peace 

More then | doe? except I be prouok'd. 

No,my good Lords, ic isnot that offends, 

Ie is noe chaz, thar hach sacens’d the Duke: 

Ie 1s becaule no one fhould fway but hee, 


No one, but bee, fhould be sbour the King 3 


And chat engenders Thunders in his breaft, 
3 








Glet. As good? 
Thou Beftard of e 
wierd, 1, Sis: for whet ste you, prey, 


Wack. Aad em not] s Prelare of the Church ? 
Gloft. Yes, as an Out-law in s Coaftle keepes, 
And vieth it,to patronage his Theft. 

winch. Vnreuerent Glecefer, 


sware, Roame thither then. 
My Lord, ic were your durie co forbeare. 

Som. 1,fee the Bithop be not over-borme: 
Methinkes my Lord fhould be Religious, 
And know the Office that belongs to fuch. 

Warw. Me thinkes his Lordthip (hould be hambler, 
It fiteth not a Prelace foro plead. 

Sem. Yes, when has holy Scate ss coucht fo neese. 

warm, State holy ot vnhallow’d,what of chat? 
Is not his Grace ProteQorto the ? 

Rech. Plastagenct | fee muft hold his tongue, 
Leaft x be faid ke Sirrha when you fhould : 
Muft your bold Verdict encer ralke with Lords ? 
Elfe would I havc a fling at Mrecheffer. 

. Vockles of Glefer.and of wretbefer, 
The (peciall Warch-men of our Englith Weale, 
I would preusyie, if sd hi might preuayle, 
To ioyne your hearts in loue and amitie. 
Oh,what a Scandal is it to our Crowne, 
That two fuch Noble Peeres as ye fhould iarre ? 
Beleewe me,Lords,my tender yeeres can tell, 
Ciuill diffeacion is a viperous Worme, 
That gnawes the Bowels of the Common-wealsh 
A ney fe witin, Downe with the 
Tawny-Coats. F 
Keng. Whar comult's chis? 
ware. AnVprote, I dare warrant, 
Begun through calice of the Bifhops men. 
A way fe agaime, Stoves, Stoves. 


Enter Maser. 

Maw. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Heery, 
Pitty the Citic of London, pitty vs : 
The Bifhop.and the Duke of Glofters men, 
Forbidden lace to carry any Weapon, 
Haue fill'd their Pockees full of peeble hones; 
And banding chemfelues in concrery parts, 
Doe pel: fo faft a ane snothers Pace, 
That roany pee thet eyo knocks out : 
Our Windowes are broke 


owne in Sereet, 
And we, for feare ,compell'd to fhux nar Shape. 


Enter m skyorifh with bloody Pates. 
Ko We charge you,on allegesnce to our felfe, 
To hold your Naughtring hends,and keepe che Peace: 
Pray’ Vockle Gésfer mitrigece this frie. 
8 . Nay, if we be forbidden Stones, wee'e fall 
w ie with our Teeth, 
aSeumy. Doe whet ye dare,we are a3 refolute. 


Slyrmifh ; 
Gloft. You of my houfehold,lesue the peeuifh broyle, 
And (et this vnaccuftorn’d fight afide. 
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Taft,and 

Leesa ph op 
And ere thet we will faffer {uch a Prince, 
So kinde a Father of the 





g Sere: hy Lod we bees vo Grace se bea miss 
his Maieftie: 








ShalJ pitch s Field when we ere deed. 


Begin agian, 
» Seay ftay,! fey: 

Aad if you loue me, as you fay you doe, 
Let me pet {wade you to forbeare 2 while. 

Kowg. Oh, how this difcord doth affict my Soole, 
Can you,my Lerd of Winchefter, behold 
My and ceares, and will not once refent ¢ 
Who fhould be pittifull,if you be not ¢ 
Or who fhould ftudy co preferze s Peace, 
If holy Church-men eske delight in broyles? 

ware. XV eeld my Lord Procedtos,yeeld Wacker, 
Except you meane with obfinate repulfe 
To flay your Souersigne,and deftzoy the Realme. 
You {ce what Mifchiefe,and what Murther toa, 
Hath beene enaGed through your eamiue: 








Then be at peace except ye thitft for blood. 
Wieck. He thall fubmit,or 1 will neuer yeeld, 
Glo. Co on the King comesads me foupe, 


Or I would fee his heace out,ere the Prick 
Should ever get thas priviledge of me. 
Ware. Behold my Lord of Winchefter,the Dake 
Hath benitht moodie difcontented fury, 
As by his fmoothed Browes it doth sppegres 
Why looke you Aill (o flerneand tragicall ? 
Rig. Fie Vechle Brafeed, Ihave ard you preach 
igg. Fie Vackle Beasford, I have heard i 
Thor alice was a great and grieuous fee 
And will not you maintaine che thing you teach? 
Bat proue a chiefe offendor in the fame. 
warw. Sweet King: the Bifhop hath a kiadly gyrd: 
For fhame my Lord of Wincheftes rclent ; 
Whacsthall a Child infirudt you what to doe? 
wiach. Weil, Duke of Glofer, } will yeeld to thee 
Loue for thy Loue,end Hand for Hand | give. 
Clef. Lbut I feare me withs hollow 
See here my Friends and louing 
This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce, 
Betwixt cur felues and all our followers s 
So helpe me God,as I diffembile now. 
winch. So helpe me God,es 1 intend it aot, 
King, Oh louing Vackle,kinde Duke of Glofler, 
How ioyfull am I made by this Contra 
Away my Mafters, trouble vi no more, 
But ioyne in friendthip,as Lords hswe done, 
3.Serw. Content, Ile tothe Sargeone. 
3- Sere. And fo will I. 
3-Serw, And | will fee what Phyfick the Teverne af 
Euwe. 


fords. 
this Scrowle,moft gracious Soucraigne, 

Whigh inthe Right of Richard Planageet, 
We doe exinbite to your Maicitic. 

Gie.W ell erg’d,my Lord of Warwick: for fweet Prince, 
And if your Grace mathe eucry ciecurafance, 
You have grest reafon to doe Richard right, 
Efpecially for chofe occafions 
At Elam Place! told your Maie(He, 










lowing Lords, our are is 
Thac Rickerd be nlorctiaha bicea y 
Ware. Let Reebard be reNored to his Blood, 
Se thall bis Fathers wrongs be recompene’e. 
oerh. As will che ref ,fo willeth winchefer. 
Kong. 1f Rechard will be cruc not chat all alone, 
Bec al} che whole [oherisance ] gine, 
doth belong wnto the Houle of Torke, 
From whence you (pring, by Lineal] Defcent. 
Rech. Thy Comble fersant vowes obedience, 
Aad beable feraice,til! point of death. 
Ky Stoopethen,and fet your Knee againit my Foer, 
And i iepuades of thac dune done, cue: 
thee with che valiant Sword of Ferke. 
¢ Rebard,like a true Plautagence, 
rife created Petncely Duke of Torke. 
Reb. And fo thrive Ricbard, as thy foes may fall, 
nd es avy dutic (prings,(o perth they, 
t grudge one thought againft your Maiefty. 
AL, Welcome high Prince,the mighty Duke of Terke. 
Sem, Penth bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yorks. 
Clef. Now will it bef ausile your Meiehhe, 
@ croffe the Seas, and co be Crown’d in France: 
he prefence of 3 King engenders love 
Among it his Subiedts and his loyal! Friends, 
6 tc dif-aninsates vy wediie 
Kung. When Clofer fayesthe word, King Fi oe, 
fiendly counfaile cuts otf many Foes, ere 
GheP. Yous Ships alreadie are in readineffe, 
Seut = Plewyfh. Exes, 


: pelle ellis 
Exot. T,we meg march in Engiand or in Fr 
Hor fing whalikelytoenaer 
3 lore diffention growne berwixt the Peeres, 
Bornes onder feined sthes of forg'd love, 
J will oc laf breake ouc into s flame, 
As fered members ror but by degree, 
ill bones and fleth and finewes fall away, 
D will chis bafe and envious difcord breed. 
And now I fesre chac fatall P it, 
Which in the ome of Hoary, naasd the Eift, 
Was in the mouth of cucry fucking Babe, 
That Heary boene at Monmouth thould winne all, 
Aad Heary borne ac Windfor,loofe all : 
Which is fo plaine, that Exwer doth with, 
deyes may fnifh, ere thas hapleffe time. Ext. 





Scena Secunda. 





Reser Paced dsfynis'd. wich foure Seulduers wish 


Pucel. Thefe are che Cie Gates, the Geces of Roen, 
hough which our Pollicy moft make a breach. 
ake heed,be wary how you place your worde, 
alke ke che vulgar fort of Mixtec wee, 
et COMME to gacher M oncy for chee Corne. 
if we hase earence,as I hope we thal, 
=n sprees finde the Gouthfull Watch bac weake, 
\ a Neate to our friends, 
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Ring. Red thot sccabone,VocKlewére of forces ‘Sellar. Our Se aaocane co Cock the Chi, 






Aad we be Lords and Ralers owes Roan, 


x 
wasch, (be la. ene 
Pacel. Peafenes a powure gous de Frannce, 

Poore Market folkes thas come to {cil their Corne, 
Wack, Enter,goe in,the Market Bell is rung. 
Pacel. Now Roan, Ile thake chy Bul 

ground, Exrunt, 

Euter Charles, Baftard, Alanfen, 
Charles. Saint Dewes bleffe this heppy Scratsgceme, 

And once ageine wee le fleepe fecure in Roan, 

Baftard. Here catsed Paced.and her Pradtifance: 

Now hhe is there, how wal the {pecifie? 

Here is the beft and fafelt paffage in, 

. By chrufting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 

Which once difcern'd,(hewes that her mesning 1, 

No way to that(for weakneffe )which the entred, 

Enter Pacel sy top, thrapting om a 
7, : 







































te the 


PuceB. Behold ,thisis the happy Wedding Torch, 
That toyneth Roan ynto her Countreymen, 

But burning fatal] roche Telbonste; 

Baftard. See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, 
The ping, Hite in yonder Turrec fends, 

4. Now thine it like a Commer of Reuenge, 
A Prophet tothe fall of all our Foes. 

Reig. Deferte no time, delayes baue dangerous ends, 
Encce and cry, the Do.phin, prefenity, 
And then doc execution oa the Wareh. Alero. 

Aa Alaram. Talbet ia an Exezr fies. 
Talb.France,thou thals ruethis Treafon with thy teares, 
1€ Talbot but (uruiue chy Trecherie. 
Pace chat Witch,tha damned Sorcereffe, 
Hach wroughe this Hellith Mifchiefe vnawares, 
Thac hardly we efcap’s the Pride of France. 
Aa Alarom : Excurfeas. Bedford breaghn 
ow fickg in a Chayre 


Eater Talbet and & argenie witheat : wichie,Puced, 
Charles, Bafi ard pad Rergacir on the walls, 
Pare, God motrow Gallants,want ye Corn fer Bread? 
athe Duke of wend ap 0A will faft, 
‘ore hee Te buy ag zine ac 8 rate. 
Dual. doe you like che afte ? 
Burg. Scoffe on vile Fiend, and fhameteffe Curtizan, 
I craft ere long to choske thee with thine owne, 
And caake thee curfe the Harueft of thet Corne. 
= Charles, Yowt Grace rasy Rarve (perhaps) before thet 
time. 
; Bedf. Oh let n0 words, but deedes,ceuenge this Tres- 
on. 
Puceh. Whee will you doe, good grsy-beard ? 
Breske 2 Laance, and runoe a- Tike gz Death, 
Withia s Chayre. 
Yalb. Foule Piend of France, snd Hag of all defpight, 
Incompafs'd with chy lofttell Deramours, 
Becomes ic thee toraunt hie végenc Age, 
And twit with Cowardife aman halfe dead ? 
Demfell, Tle haues bowr with you egaine, 
Or elfe lec Tatber perith wich this theme. 
Pace. Are ye {0 hox,Sir: yet Purch hold thy peace, 
If Tatbes doe buc Thander Raine will follow. 
God §j he Pasdise Orr Rl bethe Gpeeker ¢ 
t iament: 
ca Talb.Dere 


ps. m 







108 
Talh. Dare pee come forth and meer ws in che field? 





Poeed, Belike your Lordfhip taker va then for fooles, | 


To ery if shar our owne be ours, or ne, 

Talb, | (peake not to that rayling Hecare, 
But nto thee Alenfew, and che ref, 
Will ye like Souldiors,come and tpbw |i owe? 

Aiasf. Seignior no 

Talh. Seignior hang: bele Mulereri of France, 

L:ke Pefaat foot. Boyes doe chey keepe the Walls, 
| And dare not cake wp Armes,like Gentlemen. 

Pucel, Away Coptaines,les's get va from che Walla, 

For Tabu meanei no goodnelle by his Lookes, 
God b'uy my Lord, we came but te tell you 
That wee are here. Excowi fom rhe aly. 
Tab, And there will we be roe,ere ix be long, 
Or elfe reproach be Talbers geeare() fame, 
| Vow Surprair, by honor of thy Houle, . 
Prickt on by publike Wrongs (ufiain'd in France, 
Either to get che Towne againe or dye, 
And J,00 lure as Englith Henry lives, 
And auhie Focher here was Conqurrar) 
Av face onto chin lace beirayed Towne, 
Great Corme/ieas Heart wal buryed ; 
So fure T (weare,to ger che Towne or dye, 
Berg, My Vowes are equall pariners with thy 
Vowe:, ; 
Talb. But eve we por.regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come my Lord, 
We will beitow you m (ome bevter place, 
Fitter for fcknelle,and for crafic age. 
Bedf, Lord 7 abet,doe nor fo di(honour me ; 
Here will | fit,before the Walla of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weale or woe 

‘Bary. Couragious Balford, let va now perfwade you 

Boi Netto be gone from hence: for once I read, 
Tha: Aout Pesdrages,in hie Licter fick, 

Came tothe held, and ranquifhed hs foes. 
Me thintes i Should teuiue che Souldiors hearts, 
Becawfe [ ever found chem as my felie. 

Tab. Vodaanced (piri ina dying Wrenl, 
Then be it fo; Heavens heepe old Bradford fale. 
Aad now no more adoe, brace Fargoau, 

Bot gather we our Force: out of hend, 
| And fet ypon our boafling Enermve frit. 
afte Alaren Exoorhers Ester Sor Soba 
Falflefr, and a Capra, 


Cae, Whither away Sv) febe Fal halle .irs fuch hale « 
F. Whither away to Cave my felle by figh, 
We ere like to hawe the overthrow againe, 
Cap, Wee wee eee Lod Tadhes? 
Faif [all che T rin the Wel lide 
ue, 


= 


Caps, Cowardly Kovghe,\li forme Falla 
Rare Excurfen, 
C heartar 


Tedf Now quiet Sou 
for oss leona 
Wha vi thecal 
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Tale. Lofl,and recovered int. againe, 
This is a double Sawer, Ronee 
Vet Heavens have glory fer chis Vidorke, 

‘Burg. Warlike and Martial! Taller, Bory 
Intbriees thee in his heare,and there ered 
Thy noble Deedt,as Valors Monumema, 

Taib, Thanks gencle Duke: but where li Prew mow ¢ 
i chinke herold Familiac is afle 

ghkes ¢ 






































Now where's the Baihards branesand (Beever bin 
What all smort? Roan hangs her head Coy griefe, 
That foch a valiene Company are ed, 
Now will we take fome order inthe Towne, 
Placing therein fome expert Officers, 
And then depart to Paris, tothe King, 
For there young Hrmry with his Nobles lye. 
sa What willa Lord Talbot, plealeth 
Tad. Bar yet before we goeler's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, luvedeceas'd, 
Bux fee his Exequies fulhll'd in Roan, 
A brauer Souldver newer couched Leunee, 
A genclet Heart did newer (wag in Count, 
But Kings and mig heel Potenmates mult dw, 


For that’s che end of humane milene, Ene. 


Scena Tertia, 





Emer Charter, Baflerd, Alanfon, Puce. 
Pocel, Difway not (Princes) os this accident, 
Nor griewe that Roan is fo vecowered 4 
Care no cure, bur rather corrofiwe, 
For rhings that are mor to be gn 
Lee fruncike Tiaslbor triumph for awhile, 
And like» Peacock (weepe along hie tayle, 
Weele pull his Plumesand iakheaway hw Trap, 
If Dolphin and che ref} will be ben val'd, : 
Cherier We have been guided byuhet huiherta, 
And of thy Cunning had oo diffidence, 
One (udden Foyle fhall newer breed diflratt, 
Bajflard. Search out chy wit for feexer polllé 
And we will make thee famous through the Wor 
Alonf. Wee'le fcc thy Seatwe in lome halyp 
And haue shee reverence like « bleed Satan 
Employ thee then, fween Virgin, for aur 
PaceB. Theta thus ik ral es th 


1 
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Charies. Now kee vs caymy Lords, 








aw in the Rereward comes the Duke and his; And joyae our Powers, 
Fortune in fawor makes him lagge bebinde. Aad feeke bow we may prendicecheFoe, = Exenat, 
Sumencn o Paciey ,we will calke with him, 
found o Paria. 
Charles. A Parley Hy, or of rll 
Berg. Who creases a Parley with che Bergonie Scena Quarta, 
Pured, The Princely (barle: of France,thy Countrey- 
man. 
Barg. Whee fey'R thos Cherie: for 1 am marching 
e. Eater the King Gloneefter wrochefier Yorke, Saffethe, 
Charkss. Speake Pacel, and eochaunt him with thy Sonser{et Werwecke £ xeter : Te tbene,with 
words. bis Seutdsors , Talons 
Pucel. Beove B wadoubted hope of France, 
Stay let chy bemble Hand-msid fpeske to thee. Talb, My gracious Prince, end honorable Peeves, 
, ¢ on,bue be not ouer-tedious, Hearing of yuur arriaall in this Realme, 
PaceB. Locke 00 thy Covauy,look on fertile France, | [have a while given Truce vnro my Warres, 
Aad fee the Cities and the Townes defac’:, To doe my dutie to my Soueraigne. 


wetting Ruiae of the crue Foe, 
rd lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth clofe hus tender-dying Eyes, 
See, fee the pining Maladie of France : 
Behold the Wounds, the moft ynnarurall Wounds, 
Which thou chy felfe baft gives her wofull Breft. 
Oh turne thy edged Sword another way, 
Senke chofe that hurt,and hure noe thole that helpe 
One drop of Blood drawhe from chy Counrries Bofome, 
Should greve thee more then ftreames of forraine gore. 
Retarne thee therefore with a Boud of Tesres, 
And wath away thy Countries fayned Spors. 

Berg Either the hath bewiccht me wich her words, 
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. 

Pacel Befides.all French and France exelaimes on thee 
Doubung chy Bacth and lawfull Progente. 
Who soyn’f chou with, ban wich a Lordly Nation, 
That will not traft chee, bur for profits fake ? 
Whee Taide: hath fer footing once in France, 
And fafbion'd thee chat InArument of fll, 
Who chen,bar aah Oi Heary will be Lord, 
And thao be chruff out, like a Fugicure > 
Call we to minde,and marke bor ths for proofe: 
Was nor the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 
Aad was he nox in England Prifoner ? 
Bus when they heard he was thine Enemie, 
They fet hum free.wichout hit Ranfome pay'd, 
la forgh: of Borges and all his friends, 
See then thos R again thy Countreymen, 
And soyn tt with them will be thy (laoghrer-men. 
Come,come seturne ; retutne chou wandenng Lord, 
Charters and che reft will cake chee sn their armes. 

Burg. 1am venquithed : 

Thefe I ophaie wordes of hers 
Hae bact'red me tike roaring C annon-thor, 
Aod made ac slmoft yceld vpon my knees. 
vere cre 80d (weet Countreymen : 

ad Lords secept his hearne kind embrace, 

y Forces and my Power of Men are yours. 

p Farwell Falter, Ne no longer truft thee. 

Erie Done like a Frenchmso : cerne ond curne 8- 


rr Weleome braue Duke, thy (riendthip makes 
ia And Joth beger new Coursge in our 


| Manf, PeceB hath bravely piay’d her part in this 
d doth delerve a Coronet iy Set : , 


‘ 


In figne whereof, this Arme,that hath recleym'd 
To your obedience, fiftie Forereffes, 
T welpe Cities and feuen walled Townes of frength, 
Befide five hundred Prifoners of efteeme ; 
Less fall his Sword before your Highmeffe feet: 
And with Cubrmiffiue loyalae of heart 
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft gor, 
Fir to my God, and next pie hd Grace. 
Ku (Usthische Lord Talber, Vackle Gloncefier, 
That hath fo long beene refidenc in France? 
Cloit. Yes,:f st pleafe your Maeftie,my Liege. 
Kieg. Welcome braue Cepraine,snd vidtorrous Lord. 
When I was young (ss yet Iam not old) 
1 doe remember haw my Father faid, 
A Rtoater Champion never handled Sword. 
fince we were relolued of your truth, 
Your faichfull feruice,eod your toyle in Were: 
Yer newer have you refted our Reward, 
Or beene reguerdon'd with fo much os Thanks, 
Becaufe nll now, we oeuer (aw your face. 
Therefore ftsnd vp,and for thefe good deferts, 
We here creace you Earle of Shrewsbury, 
Aad in our Coronation ceke your place. 
Senet, Fleer. 


(Manet Vernon and Baffet, 


Exent, 


Vere, Now Sir,to you char were fo hor et Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours thar l wease, 
In hence of my Noble Lord of Yorke 
Dar'ft thou meincaine che former words thou (pak? 
Baf Yeu Sir,se well as you dase patronage 
The enurous berking of your fawcie Tongues, 
Aguok my Lord the Duke of Somesfet. 
ern, Sirrha, thy Lord I honour as be is. 
Bef. Why, what is he? ss good s man as Torky. 
Vere, Hearke ye: aot (0: in wienefie take ye tbat. 


Strokgs ban. 
Bef, Villaine , thou knoweft 
The Law of Armes is fuch, 
That who fo drawes e Sword, ‘tis prefene death, 
Or elfe this Blow fhould broach chy deareft Bloud, 
Bur Le vnto his Maseftie, and craue, 
IT may haue libertic to venge chis Wrong, 
When thou thale fee, Ile meet chee co chy coft, 
Vern, Well anfcreant, tie be there 0s feoneas you, 
And aftermeete you, (ooner then you would. 
Excont. 


l3 Emer 





0 


Adus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Euter Kieg, Glocefter, Wincheft  , Yorks, Suffelkg, Somer- 
fet, Warwicke, Talbor.and Coneruer Exeter, 
Glo. Losd Bilhop fer the Crowne vpon his head. 
Win, God fauc King Henry of thet name the fixe. 
Glo. Now Gouernour of Paris take yout oath, 
That you elegt no other or bur him; 
Efteeme none Friends. bur fach an are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but fuch as thal pretend 
Malicious praGifes egainft his Scace : 
This thall ye do, fo helpe you righteous God, 
Enter Falfteffe. 
Fal, My gracious Soucreigne,es I rode from Colice, 
To hafle vento your Coronation: 
A Letter was deliver’d to my hends, 
Writco your Grace, from ch'Duke of Burgundy. 
Tal. Shame to che Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 
I vow'd( bale Knight) when J did meete the next, 
Ta teare the Garter from chy Cravens rh 
y 





Which I have done, becaufle (vnworthil 
Thou was’t initsiled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Hesry, ond the ceft : 
This Dafterd, ot the baccell of Padus, 
When (but in all) I was fixe choufand dirong, 
And that the French were almoft cen co one, 
Before we met, or hace Nroke was given, 
Like coatruftic Squire, did run away. 

In which affaule, we loA twelue hundred men 
") felfe, and diuers Gentlemen befide, 

ere thece furpria‘d, and taken prifoners. 

Then iudge (greet Lords) if Ihaue done amiffe ; 
Or whether chac fuch Cowards ought co weare 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yeaorno? 

Glo. To fey the truth, chis fa was infamous, 
And ili befeeming any common man; 

Much more e Knight, s Captaine, onda Leader. 

Tal, When firlt his Order wes ordain'd my Lorde, 
Knights of che Gorter were of Noble birth ; 
Vallone, and Vercuous, fall of baughtie Courage, 
Sach as were grawne co credit by che werres: 
Not fearing Death, nor thrinking for Diftreffe, 
Buc alwayes cefoluce, in moft excresmes. 

He then, that is nos furnifh'd in chis fort, 

Doth buc viurpe the Secred name of Knighe, 
haning this moR Hanourable Order, 

And fhould (if 1 were worthy to be ludge) 

Be quite degraded, like s Hedge borne Swaine, 

That doth prefume to boeft of Gemle blood. 

K. Sceine co thy Countrymen, thou hear’? chy deo: 
Be packing therefore, thou chet wee'ta knights 
Henceforth we banith chee on paine of dew. 
And now Lord Protefor, view the Letees 
Sent from our Vackle Duke of Burgundy. 

Gle. What meanes his Grace, that he hath chaang'd 

his Stile? 
No more bur plaine and bluntly ? (7 the King.) 
Hath he forgor he is his Souersigne ? 
Or doth this chartith Superfeription 
Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 
What's heere ?/ bane epeneipecial canfe, 
od d with compaffion of my Countries wrache, 
ciher with rhe pstifol somplacets 
fees as your eppreffrew foodss wpet, 
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Fevfaken yoorr perastions Pallien, 

And sod dwith Charles, she vghtfol heey of France 

O monftrous Treschery Con this be fo? 

That in alliance, emity, and eaches, 

There fhould be found fuch falfe deflernbiing guile > 
Keg. What? doth my Vockle Burgundy revele ? 
Gb. He doth my Lord, and is become your foe. 
Keg. Uschac che wort his Letcer doth concarne? 
Gle. Nis the worft, and oll (my Lord) he writes. 
King. Why then Lord Tather there (hal talk with nm, 

And give hiro chafticement for this abofe. 

How fay you (my Lord) are you not content? 

Tal. tent, my Liege? Yes. Buc $) am preuented, 
I fhould haue begg'd I might haue bene employd. 

King Then gocher Mrength, and merch vaio him 

Rraight: 

Lec him perceive how ill we brooke his Tresfon, 

And what offence it is to flout his Friends. 

Tal J gomy Lord, inhearc defining Rill 
You may behold confufion of your foes 

Emer Vernen and Boffis. 

Ver. Grom me the Combate, gracious Soversigne. 

Baf. And me (my Lord)grant me che Combete roe 

Yorke. This is my Seruanc, beare him Noble Prince. 

Som, And this is mine ((weet Hesry) favour him, 

King. Be patient Lords, and giot hemicooe co fpesh. 
Say Gentiemen, what makes youthus exelaime, 

And wherefore crsue you Combate ? Or with whom ¢ 
Ver. With him (my Lord) fer he hach done me wrong. 
Baf. And] with his, for he hath done me wrong. 
King. What is chat wrong,wherof you hoth comple 

Firfl lee me know, end then Ile anfwer you. 

Baf. Croffing the See, from England into Frence, 
This Fetlow heere with enuious carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me about the Rofe | wesre, 

Saying, the fanguine colooe of che Leaves 

Did reprefen my Mafters bluthing cheekes 

When Rubbornly he did repugne the truth, 

About s cercane queflion sa the Law, 

Argu'd beewinc the Duke of Yorke, and him. 

With other vile and ignominious teacmes. 

In confetation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my Lords worthineffe, 

} craue the benef& of Law of Armes. 

Ver. And thar it my petition ( Noble Lord:) 

For shough he feeme with forged queint concene 

To feta giofle vpon tus bold incent, 

Yer kaow(my Lord) I was prowok'd by him, 

Andhe ficit tooke exceptions at shis badge, 

Pronouncing chat che paleneffe of this Flowes, 

Bewray‘d the faintneffle of my Mafters beast. 

Yorke. Will not this malice Somerfec be lef ? 

Som. Yoor private grudge my Lord of York, wil eur, 
Though ne're fo curmingly you {mother is. 

Kieg. Good l.ord, what madneffe rules in beaine- 

ficke men, 

When for fo flight and friuclous s caufe, 

Such fe€trous emulations thall srife? 

Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somerfet, 

Quret your felues (1 pray) and be ot peace, 
Torke, Let chis differtion ficft be cried by ighs, 

And then your Highneffe thal! command s 
Sem. The querrell coucheth nene but vs slone, 

agp sth our felues let vs decide it chen, eaiatke: 

-, There ss ledge, accepe it 
Wer. Noy, hee iach ehere beasts el af. 
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Ba. Confirme it fo, mine honourable Lord. 
Glo, Cordisee it fo ?Confounded be yous firife, 
And perith ye with your sudecious proce, 
Pref veflals, ere you nos sfhsmn’d 
With this immodefi clemorous oncrage, 
To crouble apd difturbe the King, and Vs ¢ 
Aad you a. rere me thinkes you do noe weil 
To beare with their peruerfe Obie ions : 
Mach leffc coceke occsfion from their mouthes, 
Toraile 2 matiny betwixt your fclues. 
Let me perfwade you take a becrer courfe. 
Eva, \t greeues his Highneffe, 
Good my Lords, be Friends. 
King. Come hither you that would be Combst ants - 
I charge you, as you love our 
vite to forget this Qusrrell, snd the caufe. 
Sie mey Lords; Remember where we are, 
In France, amongft a fickle waogring Netion : 
IC chey perceyve diffencion in our ! 5 
And that within our felues we difagree 3 
How will their grudging Romackes be prowok'd 
To wilfall Difodedience, end Rebdell? 
Befide, Wha infamy will there srife, 
When Forraigne Princes thall be certified, 
That for s toy, s thing of n0 
Kong Hearies Pecres, and Nobility. 
*d themfelues, and lof che Realme of France ? 
Oh thinke vpon the Conqueft of my Father, 
on irae yeares, ond lea vs nos forgoe 
¢ for a trifle, chat was bonghe with blood. 
Ler me be Venper in this doubtful firife : 
1 Ge n0 reafon if | weare this Rofe, 
That any one fhould sherefore be (ufpitious 
I more wncline to Somerfer, than Yorke: 
Both are say kinfmen, end ilove them both. 
As well they may vpbray’d me with my Crowne, 
Becsule (forfooth ) che King of Scots is Crown'd, 
Bar vour difcrcrions bettes can perfwade, 
Then I amable so wftraG or teach: 
And cherefore, a: we hisher came in peace, 
So lex vs ftill continue pesce, and lowe. 
Colm of Yorke, we infticoce your Grace 
To be ov: Regenc ia thefe pans of France: 
And good my Lord of Somerfet, nice 
You: Troopes of horfemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And hike true Subie£ts, fonnes of your Progenitors, 


Go cheereful oe eR 
Serle 4 Oe et On yout Enemies. 
Our Seite, my Lord Prote€os, sad the reft, 


After fome relic, will cerumne to Calice ; 
From chence to England, where I hope ere long 
Tobe prelemed by your Viaories, 
With Charter, Alanon, and that Tratterous rove 
rae poral Lila tay 
war. My Lord of Yorke, I prowife yout 
gar An nya did play the Onsen) = 
Yarkg. And fohe did, but yee I like 1t oot, 
in chet he weeres the badge of Somerfer. 
war. Toth, chat was bac his fancie, blame him not, 
I dare prefeme (fereet Prince) he thought no hurme, 
York, Aad if bwith he did. Bor let st eft, 
Ocher sffayres muft now be managed. Exeont. 
Fleart, Mann Exeter. 
Exet Weil did thou Richard to fuppreffe thy voice : 
For hed che peffions of chy heart bas ft est, 
1 feare we fhocid haue ferne decipher'd there 


sit 
Morerancorous {pighe, more elses raging broyles, 
rb 


fabti Neseee praech taabeen 

This faiows : auourires, 

Bux thet ls doth prefage fome ill event. 

"Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens haads ; 
Bat more, when Eawy breeds vakinde dewifion, 
There comes the suine, there begins confuhion, Ext 


Enter Talbot web Troupe and Drewes, 
before Burdesux 


Tal, Goto che Gates of Burdeses Trurepeter, 
Summon theis Generall emothe Weil. Scns, 
Ema . 
Engith Jobe Taber (Capremes) cal) you forth, 
Seruam in Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would. Open your Cre Gates, 
Be hamble to vs, call my ne 
Aad dohim as obedierx 
And Ile withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
Buc if you frowne vpon this proffer'd Pesce, 
You tempt the fury of my three atrendants, 
Leane Pamnine, quartering Steele, end climbing Fire, 
Mbt a suka Fai gue with che earth, 
ay your Marely. sad eyre-braaing Towers, 
Afyou forfake che offer of their lowe. : 
Cap. Thos ominows and fearefull Owle of desth, 
ebay stones theis bloody {courge, 
The peri thy Tyranny spproacbeth, 
bd inc lr fk phos by death : 
Fec I we are well fortified, 
And firong enough to iffee owt and fight. 
If chou retire, the Dolphin well sppointed, 
Scands with che {nazes of W arre to tangle thee. 
On either hand chee, there ace [quedrons pitcht, 
To wall chee from the liberry of Fi nes 
And oe = thou cure ee ‘of lee 
Buc ont thee with epparant fpoy 
And pale deftrution meets thee in the face: 
Ten thoufand French have a - Sacrament, 
Toryue their dangerows Arti 
Vpon ne Chriftian foule but Englith Talbes: 
Loe, there thou flandA a reaheg cone man 
Ofenineiacible wer’d fp 
This is the lereft Glorie of chy preile, 
That I chy rawd dew thee withall: 
For ere the Glafie that aow begins to cunne, 
Finith the proceffe of his fandy . 
Thefe eyes that (ce thee now well , 
Shall fee chee withered, bloody, pale, and dead, 
Drenafare §. 
Harke, hare, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell, 
Siogs Muficke co chy cimorous foole, 
Aad mine ring chy dire departure out. 
Tal. He Fables nor,} heare the enemie : 
Ont forme light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedieffe Difcipline, 
How ore we park'd and b ine pale? 
A lietle Heard of Engisnds timoroes 
Mes'd with s yelping kennel! of French Corres. 
ifwebe Baglith Deere, be then m blood. 
Net Refcall-like co fell downe with 2 pinch, 
Bat rather moodiemad : And defperece Stagges, i 


. 
. 
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chat ments Yorke. Ester Yarky 
Trempe, aad many Soldiars, 


Torkg. Ace nce the [peedy (cours revurn’d 

Thee dog'd the mighty Arrey of che Dolphin? 
They are retdyn'd my Lord, aad give it out, 

That be is march'd co Bardeoux with his 
Tofight with Taber 0s he march'd slong. 
By yous efpysls were difcouered 
Two mightier T chea chat the Dolphin led, 
Which ioya'd wish and made theiz masch for 


Torte. A plague vpon thar Villaine Somertet, 
That chaos delayes my promifed f 
Ofhorfemen, that were levied for this fiege. 
Renowned Talbes doth expect my syde, 

And I emlowted by s Traicor ine, 
And connor helps the nebdie Cheselser : 
Ged comfort bimia this neceffury : 

Ihe mifcarry, farewell W artes in France, 


ries peo ty Leader ‘Enghih ftrength 
0A. Prince our i 
‘Neser fo needfell on the earth of France, 

wo the refewe of the Nodle Talher, 

now is girdled with a wafte of Iron, 
Aad hem'd about with grim deftraftion : 
Te Burdeaux warlike Date, co Berdeauz Yorke, 
EWe farwreil Tatber, Prance end Eaglands honor. 

Torke. O God, that Somecfer who in proud heart 

ah fox sis ey 9 Talbets place, 
yy 


Suse a 








wee rs a valiam Centers. 

forfeyting a Trenor, end s Coward: 
Mad ire and ewrachtull fary rakes me : 
That thes we dye, while remiffe Traitors 

CAlef, O fend fome fuccour co the diftreft 

Torke, He dies, we loofe ; I breake my waslike word: 
We mourne, France fmiles : We loofe, they dayly get, 
All long of chis vile Trekor Somerfer. 

- Thea Ged take wercy on brave Telbers faule, 

And on his Sonne yong Jabs, who two honres fiace, 
Tet in travaile eowardthis warlike Father; 
This feucn yeeves did nor Tather {ce his fonne, 
And now they mecte where both cheir lines are done. 

Yorks. Alas, what icy thall noble Talber have, 
Te bid his yong fonne welcome to his Groue : 
Awsy, vexacion slmofl my bresth, 
Thee fandred friends greeve che houre of death, 
Lacie farewell, no more my fortune c30, 
Bae curfe the coufe } cannot syde the msn, 
Ad cine, Bieys, Peytvers, end Tesres, ave wonne Owey, 
Long all of Somerfer, and his delay. 

Adsf. Thus vehile che Valcure of (edition, 
Feodes inthe bolome of fuch great Comepanders, 
at rp dach betray te loffe : 
The of out carle-cold Conqueror, 
That euer- msn of Memotie, 
Flawie the ff : they exch other croffe, 
Linea, Honoers, Lands, sad all, husrie to loffe. 












Talbes 
Bein llied ail bis gloffe of former Honce 
yt nbeedfull, def , wilde sdarature 
Terky fet bim on to Bight, end dyein face, : 
Thhac Talles dead. great Torke mighe beare the name, 
Cap. Heereis Sic iliem Lacie, whe with me 
Set from our ore-mnarcht forces forth fer eyde. 












Sem. How cow Sie whether were fone? 
Le. Whether my Lord, from 

yi What Ler om bola ld Lal, 
hae Lav era 

o beace ; th his weske 

Tobern slog tape 







Youhis falfe hopes, the cruft of Englends hover, 
Pete Soe with menrhiehe eaainten 
net priune di keepe 
While he renowned Noble Genuieman 
Yeeld vp his tife vmo a world of eddes. 
Orlesace the Baftard, Chates, Barpwode, 
Alanfen, Regnard, compeSe bim ebout, 
And Taibes pesitherh by your default. 
Sem, Yorke fer himon, Yorke thoald hane fens bie 


syde, 

Lue. Aad Yorke as faft your Grace cuctelnes, ° 
rid, Fag you with-hold bis eeled hoaft, 
Coltlefted for this expidition. 

Sem.York lyes : He might have (ent, & hed the Herfes 
Fowe him little Dutie, and leffe Loue, 
And take foule fcome ro fawne on him by fending. 

Le. The fraud of England, not the force of Freace, 
Hark cow incrapt the Noble rninded Tatbe: 
Newer to England thall he beare his life, 
Bas dies berrsid to fortune by your ftrife. 

Seas, Come go, I will difpstch che Horferen (trait : 
Wrhin fine houres, they will be ac his syde. 

La. Too lace comes refcuc, he is vane oF flaine, 
Fes flye he could nar, ifhe would have fled: 
Aad Gye would Taber neue though he onghe. 

Sem. Ife be dead, breve Taber thenadieon 

Le. His Fame lives in che world . His ee 

aearae, 






















Herer Talbes and bas Senne. 


Tal. O yong lobe Totber.1 did (end for thee 
To tacor thee in ftraragems of Ware, 
Thee Talbots naene might be in theerevie'd, 
When fepleile Age, and weake vaable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chate. 
Bet Ornalignant and ill-boading Starres, 
Now thou art come vnto e Fealt of death, 
Aterrible and vosaoyded danger : 
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my foifceft harfe, 
And Sle dire& thee how thou halt efcape 
By fodsinefight. Come, dally 001, be gone. 
loin, lamy name 7 alber? and sm | yout Sona€? 













he is not Talbers blood, 
Noble Talbert food. 


ard 
Seok ikssaackiak 


fr4 And thall my Youth be guiltie of fach blemee 

No more can | be fexcred from your fide, 
8 Styl whawebarmeag 
1er.doe wile edoe); 

Forkee fmif noe’ my dye. 

Talb. Then bere I cake ay losue of thee, faire Soane, 
Borne to eclip fe chy Life chis afternoone: 
Come, fide by fide. together live sod dye, 
Aad Soule wich Soule from France to Heaven Bye. Exis, 


Alapan : Excurfeus, wherein T albets Some 
a heres d abest , ond Tatber 


s hime. 
Vi s fighe Souldi 3 
callus. ie 


? 
I gave chee Life,and refcw . 
tebe, Ocvnce my Pather,ewice em I thy Sonne: 
The Life thou gau'ft me firft, was lofi snd done, 
Tiil wich chy Warkske Sword,de{pight of Face, 
Ea devermin’d time thou gau'ft new date. 
Talo. When fc6 the Dolphins Creft chy Sword ftruck fire, 
3s warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
Of bold-fec’s Viorie. Then Leaden Age 
Quicken’d with Youthfall Spleene,sod WarlikeRege, 
, [Best downs tlesjen.Orieance, Barguadie, 
And from the Pride of Gallia refcucd thee. 
he isefall Balterd Ordrance, thar drew blood 
pea eet Meecha Maidenhood 
OF thy firft fighe, I (pone encovarred, 
nd iacerchenging blewes,1 quickly fhed 


seat cage a 
icons eat Opie perets Ox bloed of wine, 
Which thau didft force from Taibes sey brant Boy, 

g the Bafterd co deftruy, 


Wik choe yer leave the Bartaile,Boy,and flie, 
Now choa ast feal'd the Sonne of Chivalrie? 
Flye,to revenge ay death when I am dead, 
The heipe of one ene in fietle ead. 
Ob, coo much is it, welt wot, 

To hazerd all our in one fenall Boot, 


with fecha fhame, 
To fave a palery flay bright Fame, 
Before young Taber from old Talbert fiye, 
The Coward Horfe that beares me. fall end dyes 
And like me to the pefant Boyes of France, 
To be Shames feorne,and fubiedt of Mifchence. 


ee prong Sr, 


otlarem, Excerfem, Ester old 
Talbes bed. 


Tal’. Where is my ocher Life? mine owne is 
‘ young Yaiber where is valiant ? 
Death, faear’d with C ° 


Hisbi 
And like s hun spd hcp 
ry fterne Jonpacience 
Tendring my reine, snd sfisy!'d of none, 
Diszic-cy'd Parie,and great rage of Heart, 
made him from to Rare 
Lee nt By Sra 
Aad in char Sea of B my 
His over: Spirit ; end chere di’de 
Dy in ais pride. 


Two Tatbers winged through the fithes Skie, 
Lichy detpighe toll (cope Mectaltie, 
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O thos whole wounds become herd fauoured desth, 
Speske vo chy father, ere thon Ud thy breazh, 
Braue death by fpeskiog, whither he will of no: 
Ionsgiae him 8 sencharan, snd chy Foe. 

Poore Boy, be fmiles, me chinkes, as who fhould fay, 
Had Deash bene French, then Death had dyed to day. 
Come, come, and lay bim in bis Fathers acmes, 
My {pisit con n0 longer beare chefe harmes. 
Souldiers adieu: J have what I would have, 
Now wy old armes are yong Jobs Ta/bors graue. 


1, Alanfoo, Barr, . 
st saa per aa as 


Dyes 


Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet brought refcue in, 
We fhould bave founds rones es ok it aa 
. How the i # tagi 
Did Seth his pia (eed in Frenchmens bleeds 
Puc. Once ] encoontred him, end ches I faid s 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquitht by a Maide. 
But wich a proud Mareficall high (come 
He anfwer'd thus : Yong Talber wes not boroe 
Tobe thepillage of aGighot Wench: 
So rufhing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me arse! as verworthy fighe. 
Bar. Doubdicfic he would have made a noble Knigh: : 
See where he lyes inherced in the ermes 
Of the moft bloody Nurffer of his barmes. 
Bat. Hew them to peeces,hack cheis bones affander, 
Whole life was Englands glory. Gallia s wonder. 
Char. Oh no forbeare : For thac which we hous fied 
During the life, let vs net wrong ic dead. 
Enter Lucie. 
La. Herald, condu€ me to the Dolphins Tent, 
Toknow who hath obtaind the plory of the day. 
Char. On what fubmithive meffage art thou fent ? 
Lucy Submithon Dolphin Tis a meere French word. 
We Eaghth Warriours wor not what it meanes. 
1 come to know what Prifoners thou haft rane, 
And to furuey the bodies of the dead. 
Cher. For prifoners ask(t thou? Hell our prifon is. 
Bus tell me whom thou (eek Nl? 
Lac. Bor where's che great Alcides of the field, 
Valiant Lord Taser Earle of Shrewsbury ¢ 
Created for his sare fucceffe in Armes, 
Great Facle of Walbford, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord Tather of Goadrig and Vrebinfield, 
Lord Srrange of Blackmere.Lord Verden of Alton, 
Lord (resewel of ange field, Lord Furacuad of Sheffeud, 
The thrice viftenouy Led of Falconbridge, 
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 
Worthy S. Michael, and che Geldew Fleece, 
Great Masthall to Aeary the fixe, 
Of all his Warres within the Realme of France. 
Puc. Heere'sa filly Macely file indecde : 
The Turke that twoasnd fifue Kingdomes hath, 
Writes not fo tedious 8 Stile as this. 
Him that thou magnifi't with all thefe Titles, 
Stinking and Aly-blowne lyes heere st our fecte. 
Lucy, 1s Talbor Nine, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Nowefs? 
Oh were mine eye-balles into Bullets carn'd, 
That | ineage might fhoot them at your faces. 
Oh, that } could bur call chefe dead to life, 
lx were enough to fright the Realme of France. 
Were bar his Pidture left among f you here, 


- The 


Ie would emaze the prowdeft of you afl. 
Giue me cheis that! waa bears them hence, 
And giue them Bariall,es befeemes cheis werth, 

Pacel. I thioke this vpftare is old Talbers Ghof, 
He {peakes with (ech s proud commanding (pits: 
For Gods fake let him have him, to keepe them bere, 
They would but flinke, snd putsifie the ayre. 

Char, Goteke their bodies hence, 
Lacy. yer ee hence:bat from theis afbes thal 
rear 


A Pheenix chat fhall make all France affear'd. 
(bar So we be rid of them, do wich him what y wile. 
And now to Paris in this conquering veue, 


All will be ours, now bloody 7 atbers (laine, Exs. 


Scena fecunda, 


SENNET. 
Beto King, Glocefler, and Exner. 


King. Have you "d che Letters from che Pope, 

» and the Earle of Armuack? 

Ga Thave my Lord, and their mens is this, 

They humbly {ue vnto your Excellence, 

Tohaves godly peace concluded of, 

Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France 
Kiwg. How doth yout Groce affe& their moron 2 
Gls, Well (my good Lord) end as che only means 

To ftep effafion of our Cheifian blood, 

And flablith quietneffe on every fide. 

Krag. I marry Vockle, for t slwayes ¢ he 

Ie weasbah pai ee and ennaturall, mee 

That fech immanity and bloady Mife 

Should reigne among Profeffors of one Faith. 

Gie. Belide my Lord, the fooner to cife&, 

And luter binde chis knot of artic, 

The Earle of Arminacke ncere kant to (heries, 

A man of great Authoritie in France, 

Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 

In pail 2 with a large and fumptuous Dowrie. 

K arriage Vnckle? Alas my yeeres ace yong : 

And ficcerss my ftudie, and my Bookes, 

Than wanton dalliance with a Pacamour. 

Yer call ch Embsffadors, and 0s you pleals, 

So tet them haue their snfweres euery one: 

1 hall be well concent with ang choyce 

TendstoGods glory, and my Cosntries weale. 


Enter wocbefter, and tree Aabafaders. 


Exet. What, ismy Lord of winchefer inRall'd, 
And eall’d vntoa Cardinalls degree? 
Then I percerue, that will be versfied 
Hrery Ceri did fometime hefie, 
Ifonce he come co be s Cardinsil, 
Heel make his cap coequall wah the Crowne. 
Keng My Lords Ambaffadors, your feucrall (utes 
Haue bin conhder'd and debated on, 
Your purpofe is both good and reafanable : 
And therefore ere we cerearnly refolu'd, 
To draw conditions of 8 [riendly peace, 
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We. Stay my Lord Legate, you hhall Grit receive 
The fornme of money which I promifed 
Should be delivered ce Holinefle, 
For doshing me in ave Ornaments. 

a, Twill ectend ai ous Lordihups leyfore, 

wn. Now Winchefter will not febmic,I trow, 
Or be inferiour 10 the proudcft Peere; 
Bashy of Glofer, thos thale well perceive, 
Thee neither in birth, of for suchorine, 
The Befhop will be ouer-borne by chee : 
The cer make thee foope, snd bend thy knee, 
Or facke cis Counsry with e mutiny 


Exvent 
Scena Tertia. 


Easer Charles ; , 
~~ ala 


Cha. Thefe newes (my Lords)msy cheere our droo- 


"Tie ford, the Pariftens do rewolt, 
Aad caroe ageine vito the warhike French. 
Alan. Then march co Paris Royall Cherie: of France, 
And keepe noc backe your powers in dalliance. 
Parcel, Pesce be smongst chem if they turne co ve, 
EXfe reine combace with their Pallaces, 
Enter Scout. 
Scot Succefle voto ows valiant General), 
And heppincife to his sccomplices. 
Char What viding fend our Scouts?! prethee fpeak. 
Scent. The Englifb Army that divided was 
Inco ¢ we parties, is pow conioyn’d in one, 
And meanes wo give you bascell prefently. 
Char, Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning is. 
Bar we will prefers! ide for them. 
Ber. Loukthe Pon of Talbe isnocchere : 
New heis gone my Lord, you neede not feare. 
Poca. Of sll bafe paffiuns, Fearc 1s moft accurft. 
Cesemand the Charles, ic fhsll be thine : 
Let Henry fret, and al! the world repine. 
Char, Theo on my Lords, and France be forrunere, 
Exc Alero, Ex varfous 


Easer Sone de Pocot. 
and the Feenchrsen Aye, 


and Persepts, 
sdmonith 


bossa pin Acre vphot aig 
» me in chis enterprize. 
eRe —— aR 
This qsicke sppescance sr gues 
Nos os Fasalie phat are cul'd 
ser Spiri ee 
Ouz of the oer ipscalbeader are 
Helpe me this o2ce, ¢ Guy get 
walke, aed Soaks ues. 
Oh bold me net with filence ouer-long : 
Where I wes woatto feed you with my blood, 
Jie lop a member off, and give ic you, 
In earneht of e further benefir: 
So you do condifcend to helpe me cow. 
. They hang their beads, 
No hope ta heue redreffeg My body (hall 
Pay recompence, if you will gcount my fuite. 
[bake their beads . 
Coemnos my body, nor blood- A 
Totreace you to your wooted furtherance ¢ 
Then take my foule ; my body, foule,and all, 
Before that Engtand prue the saat ks 
They depart. 


See, they forfeke me. Now the tyme is come, 

That Praace maft vale her lofty plemed Creft, 

Aad Ict her head fall into Englands lsppe. 

My ancieat lncantetions ase too weake. 

And hell coo ftrong for me co buckle wish: 

Now France, chy glory droopcth co the deft. Ems. 


andTa band te 
ite nacre 


Torey. Dacnfeil of France, | chinke I have you fat, 
Vachsine your {pisits now wih [pelling Chasmes, 
And ay sf chey can geine your libescy. 
A y prize, fic tor the divels grace, 
See how che vgly Witch doch bend her browes, 
As if wih Circe, (he would change my thape. 
Pac, Chang'd tos worler thape thou canft not be: 
Ter. Oh, (bales ee tte a proper mao, 
No thape bac his can pleafe your daimy eye. 
Puc PA plegaing mifcheeke light on Charles, and chee, 
And may ye both be fodsinly furpriz’d 
By bloudy bands, in fleeping on he beds. 
Yorke. Fell banning Hagge, lochenucfie hold thy 
Puc | 10e me lesae to curfe ewhile. 
Yorke. 


on bes band, 


tongue. 
arte Mi when thou comft co the Rake 
ifereant, 


Sef. Be whet tho wil, thoa srt my pti 


Oh Fatreft Besutie, do not feare, aor fie : 
Fer | vill sechubte bee wich reverend hands, 
Thiffe thefe Gagers for erernall peace, 
And ley them geotly on chy cendes fide. 
Who art thos, {sy ? thet I may honor thee. 
Mer, Margarct my rame, end danghces co a King, 
The geal yn tga fo cre thou srt. 
Saf. An Ecrle | am, and Seffolke am I coll 4 
ic not offended Nacares myrecle, 
Thea art slotted re be tane by me: 
So deth the Swan her downie Signets fave, 


Game eu ber: 


Oh tay : 
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Keeping them prifoner endernest 
a 18 rid are once offend, 
Co,snd be free agame,as Suffolkes friend. She sr goug 
Oh flay : Lhaue no power co let her pafle, 
My hand would free her, but my heart {ayes no. 
As playes the Sanne vpon the glaffic freames, 
Twnokling another counterfetced beame, 
So feemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
Paine would I woe her, yet I dare not (peske : 
Ne call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde : 
Fye De Le Pole, difable not thy felfe . 
HA nots Tongue? Is the nothecere ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 
1: Beauties Princely Masefty is fuch, 
‘Coofounds the tongue, and makes che fenfes rough» 
Mar. Sey Earle of Suffolke, ifchy name be fo, ° 
What ranfome mutt | pay before | paffe? 
For 1 perceive | amthy prifoner, 
Saf. How canft thou cell the wall deny chy fuirz, 
Before chou make atriall of her loue ? 
M Why {peak’f thou nov? What ranfom moft I psy? 
Saf. She's beautifull ; and therefore to be Wooed : 
She is 9 Woman; therefore to be Wonne. 
Mar, Wilt thon accept of ranfome,yes of no? 
Saf. Fond man, remember that thou halt s wife, 
Then how can Adegaret be thy Parachour? 
Mar, 1 werebdeft to lesue him, for he will not beare. 
Sof. There all is marr'd : chere hes 8 cooling card. 
Mar, He calkes ac randon : (ure the man is mad. 
Saf. Aad yes difpenfation resy bee had. 
Mar. Aad yet I would that you would an{wer me. 
Sof, Ile win this Lady Adergarer. For whom? 
Why for my King : Tuth, that's 9 woodden ching. 
ater He talkes of wood : Icis fome Carpemer. 
Sof. Ver lomy any as be fasisfied, 
And peace eftablifhed berweene thefe Reslmes. 
But there remaines 2 (cruple in that coo : 
For though hes Father be the King of Nepiys, 
Duke of Anion and se, yet is he poore, 
Aad oas Nobility will (core che match, 
Adar, Heare ye Captaine ? Arc you not at leyfure? 
Sof. Ic thall be fo, difdaine they oe're fo much: 
Hlewry \s youthfull, sud will quickly yeeld. 
m, Thaue a fecret co seueale, 
Afar, Whar thoogh | be mehsal’d,he feems a knight 
Aad will not any way difhonor me. 
Saf, Lady, vouchiafe to hiften what I fey. 
Mar. Pechaps | thall be refcu'd by the French, 
Aad then I need not crave bis curtefie. 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing ins caufe. 
CMa. Tath, women have beac captumate ere cow, 
Sef. Lady, wherefore talke you fo? 
Mar. Very you mercy, ‘tis bur Quid for Que. 
Saf. Ssy gentle Princeffe, not 
Your bondage 5 cabs wads uciae? 
Mar. To bes Queene in boodage, is more vile, 
Thaa is aflaue, in bafe feruility : 
For Princes fhould be free. 
Sef. And fo hall yoo, 
Ifheppy Englands Royall King be free 
Ma. Why what concernes his freedome vate mee? 
Sof. Ile vnderrake to make thee Houries Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy bend, 
And fet s precious Crowne vpon thy head, 
Uf chow wilt condifcend co be my———= 
Map Wha? 


is wings? 
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° tobe Hearas wife, 
Saf. No genie Madem, I vnworthy am 
To woe fo faire a Dame co be his wife, 
And haue no portion in the cheice my fife. 
How fay you Madam, are ye fo conient 7 
Mar, Aodifmy Father pleafe, I am content. 
Saf. Then call our and our Colours forth, 
And Madam, et your Cefile wales, 
Weel sche plat to conferre with him, 
: Si Pied Reignier on the Walies, 
ce Regwer fee, thy daugiucr prifoner. 
Reg. To whom? 
Sef. Tome, 
Req. Soffolke, what remedy ? 
Tam iy Souldier, and vnapt co weepe, 
Or to exclaime on Fortunes fichlencfle. 
Saf. Yes, there 1s remedy enough my Lord, 
ent, and for thy Honor give coafent, 
2 sal ate thal! be wedded to my King, 
1 with psine haue wooed and wonne thereto: 
And this her cafie held imprifonment, 
Hach gain’d thy deughrer Princely libertie. 
ra tea olke as he chinkes ? 
Sef. Fare Margen knowes, 
That Suffolke dif eat flarces, face,or faine. 
Reig. Vpon thy Princely warrant,! defcend, 
To give thee anfwer of thy tuft demand. 
Saf. And beere ! will expedt thy comming, 


Reig. Welcome breve Earle ima cur Territories, 
Command in Aases what your Hones pleafes, 
Suf, Thankes Reguer, beppy for fo {weet Childe, 
Fit to be made companion with a King : 
What anfwes makes your Grace eno my fire? 
Reg. Since thou doft daigne co woe her lesle wosth, 
To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord: 
Vpon condition | may quietly 
raed ae owne. the Country Adame and mse, 
Free from oppreffion, or the flroke of W arte, 
My daughter (hall be Hearies, if he pleale. 
Sef. t is herranfome, I deliver her, 
And thole two Counties 1 will ynderteke 
Yoor Grace thall well and quietly enioy, 
Reg. Aod } ogaine in Henrws Royall nese, 
ty voto that gracious Kin 
her band for figne of plighted faith. 
Sef. Reger of France, giue 


8 
Kingly chankea, 
Becoufe this 1s in Traficke of a K si 
And yet me thinkes I could be well content 
To bemine ovene Acurney in this cafe, 
Ile over then to England with this newes. 
And make this marriage to be folemnis'd: 
So farewell Reigater, {er this Diemmond fafe 
In Golden P as it becomes. 
. I doembsace thee, 31 1 would embrace 
The ian Prince King Hearse were he heere. 
Mar Fasewel] my Losd,good withes,praife.& pralers, 
Shell Suffolke ever beue an. Shee ws going. 
Sof. Farwell {weer Madam: bur hearke you Adargarct, 
No Princely commendations to my King . 
Mar. Sach commendations as becomes a Meide, 
A Virgin, and bis Seruant, (ay to him, 
Saf? Weeds {weerly plec'd, sad modeftic direAed, 
i Ber 


As 
Giwet 





The firfl Part of Hen the Sixt. 7 
Bex Madoene, 1 ofl rrocble you ogsiog, 


Ne loving Token co his Ms ? 
Ada, Yes, my good Lord, s pure vnfporred heert, 
Never yet taint with lowe, I fend che Kung. 
. Aodchis withall. Kffe ber. 
Afar. That for thy felfe, I will not fo prefeme, 
To fend fech peeuth tokens to 8 xing. 
Sef Ob wert thou for my felfe . us Sefeles Oay, 
Thou resyeft not wander in thac Labyrinth, 
There Minotaues and vgly Tresfons lerke, 
Sobcise Heavy with her wonderous praife 
Bethinke thee oo her Vertues chac fermoent, 
Mad aacurall Graces chat extinguh An, 
Repeate cheis fembleace ofen on the Seas, 
Thec when chos com’ft ro knecle st Hews ferve, 
Thou meycht beresee um of bis wits with wonder. Ex 


Enter Torke Warwnty.S Pace. 
Ter. al dear arta ¢ condenn'd ce berne. 
Shep Ab bene, this kils thy Facbers heart our-righ«, 
Hace I farre end nerre, 
And aow k us ny chance to chee out, 
Maft I behold chy timelefle crveil death : 
Ah hove fweet daughter lone, lle die wich thee. 
Pace. Decrepn Miler, bafe ignable Wretch, 
1 om defcended of  geniler blood . 
MS aperlabi reas oe aarp pare i 
Ow, oat: My Lords,end ¢€ ‘ds nee 
baste hei. ailshe Paci knowes: us 
Hes fiveth yet, can tethfie 
oe ed ee. 
wa. Grocelefie, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 
Yorke. This argecs what her kinde of life hath beens, 
Wiched end vile, end fo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fye Jace, chaz thou wilt be fo obftacte; 
God knowes, thos art a collop of my Bcth, 
Aad for chy fake bave J (hed ahany 9 teare : 
Deny me net, I prychee, gentle Jew. 
Pacel. Pezant event. You have fuborn’é this man 
Of perpole. ra obfcore my Noble birth. 
Shep. ‘Tis crve,] gave s Noble to che Prieft, 
Laoag elie tar alse cpanel 
Kaecle downe ; G . 
Woletbow net heope? New curf ‘po i 
Of thy naciuetie : | would the Milke 


Or elfe,when thon did& my Lombes s-Geld, 
8 wilh forme resrnows Wolfe had eaten thee. 
Doct chow deny thy Focher, curfed Drab ? 
O burne her, burne her ing is teo geod, Ext. 
Torke. Take heraway, for fhe hath liv'd too long, 
To&ll the world with victows qualities. 
Par Firft lex me cell you whom you have coadesan’é; 
Nes me, begotten ofa Shepheard Sweatec, 
Box iffued from che Progeny of Ki 
Vertsons sad Holy, chofen from . 
By ifpication of Celeftiall Grace, 
To worke exceeding myracies on carth, 


J neuter had to do with wicked Sprries. 

Bac you shat sre polluted with your luftes. 
Scom'd wich che guildefie blood of Innocents, 
atts and taimed with a thoufand Vices : 
Bee ¢ you wens the grace thar others haut, 
You sodge it traight a thing inpo(sibie 

To cerapefic Weoders, bur by 


of dacts, 


a ee 


'°o 9 Some we 
A Viegia from her tender infaocie, 
Chelle, ond icomeculace in very he, 

Whofe Maides-blood ches rigorautly effuc'd, 
WHI ery for Vengeance, at che Gates of Heasen, 
Torkg. Lf : away with her to execution, 
wer. And heaske ye Grs: becsufe thesse Maide, 
Spare fos no Faggors, let chere be enow : 
Plece barielies of prech vpon the faced Rake, 
Thae fo her torture may be fhorined, 

Pec. Wilaot terme your varelentmg hearts ? 
Then fone &feower thine infirmiry, 
That wartenceth by Law, co be Ha priudedge. 
fam with childe ye bloody Homicides 
Murther nur chen the Frsite within my Wourve, 
puborge ye hale me to a vrelent death, 

Year.Naw hewen forfend, the holy Maid witb child? 

oar, The greaceft miracle that ere ye errougin, 
Is all your Airsdt preciienetle come co this? 

Terks. She and the Dolphin have bin rugiing, 

1 did smagene what would be her refege. 

Wa. Weill go roo, we'll hase no Baftards ive. 
Blpecialiy Gince Chartes must Forbes it, 

Pac. Youore deceyud, my childe 1s none of bis, 

Ic was Alanfon that imoy’d my loue. 

Torky, eAlasfen that notorioes Macheuile ? 
ke dyes, ond ifit had 9 choafend hives. 

Pov, Oh grue me leave, [have deluded you, 

“Twas oeyther Charice: nor yet the Deke I nam'd, 
But Rergwier King of Naples chat prevey! d 

Pa. A raetned man, thas mo inollersbie. 

Yor. Why here's a Gyrle:3 think fhe knowes not wel 
(There were fo many) whorn the may ec aale 

War. Ic's figne the hath beene liberal! and free 

Te. And yet forfooth the is a Virgm pure. 
Stremper, thy words condemme thy Brat,and chee, 

Vfe no increacy, for itis in vane 

Pa. Then lead me hence: with whoen | leeue my curke. 
Mey never Sunne reflex his beames 
Vpon the Countrey where you make sbode - 

But dackneife, snd the gloomy thade of deacb 

lautron you cll Milcheefe and Difpaire, 

Dime you to break yoor necks, or hang your (clues Laie 
Emev Cardmall, 

Toke. Breake chou in peeces, sad confume to athes, 
Thoe fowle sccurfed minificr of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greete your Excetience 
With Leceess of ffion from the King. 

For know my Lords, the Scares of Chriftenddme, 
Mou'd with remorfe of chefe our ragious broyles, 
Hause carnefly implor'd a general peace, 
Betwixt our Nacion, and the afpy:mg French; 
And heere ac hand, the bin end hes Trame 
Approecheth, to conferre about forme matter, 

Forks. 16 all owr tracell cara'’d :o cins cfeA, 
Afces che flanghter of fo many Peeres, 
$0 many Captaines, Gentlemen, snd Soldiers, 
Thes in chis ll bawe beene owerthrowae, 
And fold cheir bodyes for cheit Countryes benefit, 
Shell we oc laf conclade efbemoate peace ? 

Heue we not loft moft of all ine Towar, 
By Leong Felthood, - by Teeechene, 
Our great enutoss had conquered. 
Oh 4 pei Warwiche, I forefee with greete 
The veces loffe of all che Reale of France. 
War. Be parent Yorke, if we conclode « Peace : 
m 8 
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Ic fall be with fuch friG and fevere 


Aslicele Mhall che Frenchmen gaine chereby. 
Enver Charles , Alanfoa, Baft ard, Regsier, 


Char. Since Lords of England, « is thus agreed, 
That peacefull truce (hall be prociasm'd in France, 
We come tobe informed by your felues, 

What the conditions of chat league mall be. 


Mins Quintus. 





Ente S: su confercoce with the King , 
p sodden nls 


Keng. Your wondrous rare defcrigtion (noble Essie) 


Yorke. Speake Winch@er, for boyling choller chokes | Of beaureous Afargaret hath aRooith'd mes 


The hollow palfage of mppoyfon'd voyce, 
By fight of chee our balefull enermes. 

sown, Charles andthe ceft, itis ensGed thus: 
That in regard King Henry gives confen, 
Of meere compaffion, and of oH & 
Toeafe your Covutrie of dillrefetull Warre, 
And Coffer you to Sreath in fruccfull peace, 
You fhall become true Liegemen to his Crowne 
And Charles, vpon condition thos wilt fweare 
To pay him tribute, and fubsmic thy felfe, 
Thou thals be plac’das Vicerny vndes him, 
And fill envoy thy Regall digmty. 

wslex, Muft be bethen ss thadow ofhimfelfe ? 
Adorne his Temples with a Coroner, 
And yet in fubRance snd auchoriry, 
Retafoe but priailedge of « priuate man f 
This proffer ts abfurd, ond reafonieffc. 

‘Tis knowne already tha | am poffeft 

With mor: then halfe the Gallian Territories, 
And therein reverenc’d for their lawfull King, 
Shall 1 for lucre of che refi vn-vanquifhe, 
Detre& fo much from that prerogative, 
As tobe call'd but Viceroy of che whole ? 
No Lord AmbafTador, Ile rather keepe 
That which ? have, then coucting for more 
Be caft from possibility of all. 

Yorke. \nfulang Charles haftthou by fecret mesnes 
Vs'd interceffion to obtaine a league. 
Aad now the matter growcs to compremize, 
Scand’ft thou sloole vpon Comparifon 
Either accept the Title thou vfurp'it, 
Of benefic proceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Defere, 
Or we will plague chee with inceffane Warres. 

Reig. My Lord, you do not well in obftinacy, 
Tocaurll in che coucle of this ConcraQ: 

Ifonce it be neglected, cen to one 
We hhall not finde like opportunizy. 

Alar. To (ay the truch, it is your policie, 
To lane your Subic As from fuch maffecre 
And ruthleffc Qaughcers as are dayly feene 
By our proceediog in Hofbility, 

Aad therefore take this compa& of 3 Truce, 
Although you breake is, when your pleafure ferues. 
war. How (syft thou Chater? 
Shall our Condition ftand? 
Coar, NeShail: 
Onely referu'd, you claime no mtereft 
In any of our Townes of Garnfon. 

Tor, Then fwease Aliegeance co his Maiefty, 
As thou art Knight, never co difobey, 
Nor be Rebellious ro she Crowne o i Soa 
Thou nor thy Nobles, co the Crowne of England. 
So,now difmiffe your Army when ye pleaf:: 


| vp your Enfignes, let your Deurnmes be fill, 
| yey Dad baleen emne peace. Euevet 





Her verwes graced with excernall pifts, 
Do breed Loves fetled pafhions ae wae. 
And like asrigoer of 
Prowokes the mightich Hutke the tide, 
So am | driven by breath of ber woe, 
Either co feffer Shipwracke, or arrine 
Where I mey haue froiion of ber Love. 
Sef. Tuth my good Lord, this faperficrsll tale, 
Is but a preface of her worthy praife: 
The cheefe perfe@ions of thar lovely Dame, 
(Had I fafficient ekill to veter them) 
Would make a volume of mricing hoes, 
Able to rausth any dull conceic. 
And whichis more, the is nos fo Divine, 
So full repleate with cholce of sll delights, 
But with as humble lowline fe of minde, 
She is content to beat your command: 
Command I meane, of V erraous chafte inceras, 
To Lowe, and Honor Hesry a3 her Lord. 
King, And ocherwite, will Mewy ne're peetame : 
Therefore my pace abe pain 
That Afarg'ret ras glands ! 
Gle = fhould 1 giue Foalen to aii 
You know (my Lord) your Highneffe us betsosth’d 
Vato another {aay of cfleeme, 
How thall we chen difpeafe with thar contre@, 
And nox deface your Honer with reproach? 
Sef. As dotha Ruler with vulawfell Oaches, 
Or one that a¢ a Triumph, having vow'd 
To try his Reength, forlakech yet che Liftes 
By reafon of his Aduerfaries oddes. 
A poore Earles daughter 1s vnequall oddes, 
And therefore may be broke without offence, 
Glencofer. Why what (I pray) is ALegares more 
thea tha: ? 
Her Bacher is no bettes chen an Earle, 
Al in gletions Tirles he excell. 
So es my Lord, her Fathes isa King, 
The s of Naples, snd Jerufatem, 
of fech great Authoricie in France, 
Athisalliance will confirme our pesce, 
And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance. 
Glo. And fo che Basle of Arminecke may doe, 
Becoufe heis neere Kinfman vito Charles. 
Exet Befide bis wealth doch warrant a fiberal dover, 
Where ye ah fooner will receyve, than give, 
. ADowre my Lorde? Dilgrace not fo your King, 
Thas he thould be fo abie&, bale,and poore, 
Tochooh for wealth, and not for pee Lone 
Henry is ableto enrich his Queene, 
And not to feeke a Queene to make him rich,! 
So worthleffe Pezants bargsine for their Wiucs, 


As Morkec men for Oxen, Sheepe,or Horie. 
Marriage is s matter of more worth, 
Thento be deals in by A : 


Not whorn we will, but whom his offeets, 
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peece, 
stpdseiripenrl pe being s King, 
Bactleges, chats daogbtce to 2 King 
rpritelct ya tri 
her fiz for none, but for a King 


ee uastatieuanics ° high hice 
be link'd in lour. 


(Asati Aegon 

‘ ds,snd heere conclude with mee, 

Thee res thall be Queene, end cone but thee. 
her it be through force of your report, 

My Noble Lord of Suffolker Or for chat 

My tender youth was neuer yet attains 

Wich any of} loue, 

I cannes cell : but chis Jem afur'd, 


1 feete {uch f iffemion in my b 

Sch fierce alereme both of Hope and Feere, 

As Iam ficke with working of my thoughes. 
Tabs cherefove thipping, pofte ony Lord vo France, 
Agree to eny cournants, and 

That Ledy Mayaerer do vouchGfe to come 
Tocris the Senso Eagluod, sod be rom 
King Hewies feichfall end snscinted Queene 

Foe yous capcuccs wad (Scie Corp, 


Arnong the if pas vp2x tenth, 
fey, do retusne, 


Be gee 
ced with s thautiod Care 
And Weal good Vackle) beaith all offence: 
Myotdecafre se by what pa wee 
ero Des bln 
This fedeine execution of 
And fo condu& me, where any, 
I mey rrwoloe and remminste ary ¢ 
Gio I greefe | feareme, both st firft and laf. 
Saf, Ta» Seffothe hath prewaild,end tha beeen” 
¢ be 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, is 
With hope to finde che like event in loue, 


Exn. 


Bat profper bercer chao the Troien did: 


Caf Satara ata Queene, end rule the 
Bet f will rule boeb her, che King, and Reale en ea 








Pucel. Belike your Locdthip takes vs then for fooles, 
To try if chac our owne be ours or no. 

Talb. i {peake not to that sayling Hecate, 
But ento chee Alesse, and the reft. 
Will ye.tihe Souldiors,come and fight It ouc? 

Ailanf. Seignior no. 

Talo. Scignior hang: bale Mulerers of France, 
L-ke Pefant fooc-Boyes doe they keepe the Walls, 
And date not take vp Armes, like Gentlemen. 

Puce. Away Captaines,lec’s get vs from the Walls, 
For Talber meanes no goodneffe by his Lookes, 

God b'uy my Lord, we came but to tell you 
Thac wee are here. Exewet from the als. 
Talb. And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Orelfe reprosch be Talbors greaceft fame. 
Vow Bargenie, by honor of thy Houle, . 
Pricke pt Na publike Wrongs fuftain’d in France, 
Biches co get che Towne againe,or dye, 
Aad I,e8 Bie as Englith Heory lives, 
And ashis Fother here was Conqueror 3 
As fare asin this lace becrayed Towne, 
Great Cordeiseas Heart wal buryed ; 
So fure I fweare,to ger the Towne, or dye. 

Burg. My Vowes are equall partners with thy 
Vowss, 

Talb. But ere we poe.regard this dying Prince, 

The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 
We will bettow you in fome beter pisce, 
Fitcer for fckneffe,and for ceshe age. 

Bedf. Lord Talbet,doe nor fo difhonour me : 

Here will 1 fic,before che Walls of Roan, 
And i partner of your weale or woe. 

Barg. Couragious Bedford, \ct vs now per{wade 

‘Bedh Not to be gone from hence: pl sith I aa 
The: Rout Pradrages,in his Licter fick, 

Came co the field, and vanquithed his foes. 
| Methinkes 1 Mhould teuiue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becaule [ cues found chem as my felfe. 

Talib. Vadannted fpiric in a dying bresft, 
Then be it fo: Heavens keepe old Bedford (afe. 
Aad now no more adoe, brace Bargonie, 
Boe J Sie we our Forces out of hend, 

And fer 





vpon our boafting Enemie Fre. 
ots Alarwm Excurfer Enter Sa lobe 
Folfiaffe, and ¢ Captasne. 


C. e 
rat Whither away? to faue my felfe by Aighe, 
We are lke to haue the overthrow egaine, 
Cape. Whit? yin flye,end leave Lord Teibos? 
Folf I ,all che Tadbers in the World,to faue my life. 
Exe, 
Cape. Cowardly Knighs,Iti forcune follow thee. 


Exs. 


Retreas Excurfiens. Pucel, Alanfon, and 
Charles fire. 


Bedf. Now quiet Soule.depart when Heaven pleafe, 
For ! heue feene aur Enemies ouerthrow. | 
What ss the rruft or Mrength of foolith man? 
They that of lare were daring with their (coffes, 
Ase ahad and fone by Aight to faue chemfclues. 
edford ‘yes and u carryed on by twe on bus Chaire. 
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Tals. Dare yee come forth,end meet vs in the field? Aa gerd Talbot, Burgonit, asd 


Whither away Sir lebw Falfleffe,in fuch hater « 












































Tal. Loft,and recouered ia 0 day sgaine, 
This is a double Honor, rhoohg 
Yer Heavens hance glory fer this Vi@orie. 
Burg. Warlike and Mortiall Tales, Bargenle 
Intbriaes thee in his heaet,and there eredts. 
sh Aarne ach boot Monuments, 
$ gear e: but where is 
I chinke her old Pemilisr 1s afleepe. een 
Now where's the Baitards br snes,and (Baries his glikes ¢ 
What all smort? Roan hangs her head Cor griefe 
That foch a valiant Company sre fed. ’ 
Now will we cake fome order in the Towne, 
Placing therein fome expert Officers, 
And then depart to Paris, co the King, 
Fos chere young Heury with his Nobles lye, 
rit § Whiat wills Lord Talbot ,pleafeth Bargenie. 
Talb. Bar yer before we goe,ler’s not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, Jase deceas'd, 
Bur fee his Exequies fulAll’d in Roan, 
A braver Souldier never couched L.eunce, 
A gencler Hearc did neues {wey in Court. 
But Kings and mightielt Pocencsres muff die, 


For that’s the end of humane miferie, Eauwe. 





Scena Tertia. 





Ecerr Charle, Boftard, Alanfen, Pucel. 
Pacell. tne not (Princes) ot this accident, 
Nor grieue that Roan is fo recovered : 
Care isno cure,but rather corrofiue, 
For things thac are not co be remedy'd. 
Let frantike Talbes triumph for awhile, 
And hike s Peacock fweepe along his tsyle, 
Wee'le pull his Plumes, and cake away his Treyne, 
If Dolphin and che ret willbe bocrul’d, 
Charles. We have been guided by chee hitherto, 
And of chy Cunning had a0 diffidence, 
One fudden Foyle fhall neuer breed diftrott, 
Baftard. Search ous thy wit for feczet pollicies, 
And we will make thee famous through che World, 
Alanf. Wee'le (cr thy Statue in fome holy plece, 
And haue thee reverenc’t like a bleffed Seiat. 
Employ thee chen, fweee Virgin, for our poo 
Paced. Then thus it mult be, this doth Jame deuife : 
By faire perfwafions, mixt wich fugred words, 
We will entice the Duke of Bargoose 
To leaue the Zalber, and to follow vs. 
Charter, Imatry Sweeting, if we could doe thet, 
France were no place for Hewyes Warriors, 
Nor thould chat Nation boaft it fo wich vs, 
Bur be extirped from our Provinces. 
Alen{, Por ever fhould they be expals'd from Prance, 
And not have Title of an Earledome here. 
Puce. Your Honors thsi! perceive how I will worke, 
To bring this matter to the withed end. 
Dream founds afare ff. 
Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may percee 
Their Powers are marching ynto Paris-ward. 
Here found an Eng life Mareh. 
ee the Tatber,with his Colours (pred, 
And all che Troupes of Bnglith afcer him. om 
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in ube Rereward comes the Duke and his 
Fortune in favor makes hiss logge behinde. 
Sumrnce » Pariey ,wee will calke with him, 


frand a Partey. 
Chori. A Petey with the Dubs of Borgo 
Burg. Who creases a Parley with che Bergonie 


Purell, The Priocdy (hari: of France,thy Cowatrey- 
casn. 

Burg. Whe fey’ thoa Charles? for | am marching 
hence. 

Chartes. Speake Pucel, and enchaunt him with thy 
words, 


Pacel, Brave »wadoubred hope of France, 
Stay let chy bomble Hand-maid {peake to chee. 
Dor. on,bue be not ower-tedious, 
Paced. ke on thy Country look on fertile France, 
Aad (ce che Cities and the Townes defac’s, 
By wetting Ruine of che cruel Foe, 
As lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth clofe his cender-dying Eyes, 
See, fee the pining Maladie of France : 
Behold the Wounds, the moft rnnatural] Wounds, 
Which thou thy felfe halt given her wofull Breit. 
Ob curne thy edged Sword another way, 
Serike thofe hac hurt,and hurt noe thofe that helpe 
One drop of Blood drawhe from chy Countries Bofome, 
Should grieve thes more then ftreames of forraine gore. 
Retuene thee therefore with a floud of Teares, 
And wath away thy Countries flayned Spots. 
Barz. Either fhe hach bewiechte me with her words, 
Or Narure makes me fuddenly relent. 
Pace Befides all French and France exclaumes on thee 
Doebtng chy Bicth and lawful Progenie, 
Who toyo'fl thou with, bus with a Lordly Nation, 
Thac will not rruft thee,bar for profits fake ? 
Whee TalSe: hath (ct footing once in France, 
And fafbion’d thee chat Infirument of JI), 
Who then, bor Engith Heary will be Lord, 
And thea be chruft our, like a Fugiture ? 
Call we to minde and marke bor this for proofe: 
Was ner the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 
Aad was he not in Engisnd Prifoner ? 
Bur when they heard he was thine Enemie, 
They fee him free,wehour hit Ranfome pay'd, 
kn fpighs of Bargense and all his friends, 
See chen ,thoe 7 ot again chy Countreymen, 
And soyn’ft with rhem-will be thy (lacghtrer-men. 
Come,come,rerarne ; returne thou wenderng Lord, 
Charters andthe reft will cake chee in their armes. 
Durg. J am venquilhed : 
Thefe A oghaie werdes of hers 
Hase batt'red me like roaring Csnnon- thor, 
And aede me almolt yeeld vpon my knees. 
swe ne Covorrey 20d (weer Countreymen: 
ad Lords accept this hearne kind embrace, 
y Ferces and my Power of Men are yours 
So farwell Tafber, Ne no longer truft thee. 
Pecel, Done like « Frenchman: cerne and rurse 8- 


one Weleome brave Duke, thy fesendthip makes 


3 Beftard. And Joth beger new Coursge in our 


fie. 
Alanf, Pecel hath brovely pizy’d her part in this 
And doth deleree Coronet Ley yh . , 


— Sere. GE. 


\ 


Charis, Now lee vs on,my Lorde, 
And joyue eur Powers, 


Aad feeke bow we may prewdice the Foe. Eveme, 





Scena Quarta, 





Evster the King Gloutefier wrecheficr Yorke Saffelke, 


Somserfee Warwicke £ eter : To then, with 
ba Seutdsers , T albes 


Talb, My gracious Prince, and honorsble Pceses, 


Hearing of yuur arnaall in this Realme, 

I haue a while giuen Truce vneo my Warres, 
To doe my dutie to my Souersigne. 

In figne whereof, this Arme,that hath reclaym’d 
To your obedience, fiftie Forereffes, 


T wetne Cities,ond feuen walled Townes of frength, 


Befide five hundred Prifoners of efteeme ; 
Lets fall his Sword before yous Highneffe feet: 
And with fubmiffiue loyalee of heart 
Afetibes the Glory of his Conqueft gor, 
Pir to my God,and next oe dae! Grace. 
King Isthis the Lord 7. 
That hath fo long beene refident in France? 
Cloft. Yes,if it plesfe your Maeftie,my Liege. 


»Vackle Gleaceffer, 


King, Welcome brave Cepraine,and vidtonous Lord. 


When I was young (as yee fam nor old) 
1 doe remember haw my Father faid, 
A footer Champina never handled Sword. 
Long fince we were celoleed of your truth, 
Your faichfull ferusce and your toyle nm Werre: 
Yer newer hsue you salted our Reward, 
Or beene reguerdon'd with fo much as Thanks, 
Becoafe nll now, we newer (aw yous face. 
Therefore ftand vp,aod for thefe good deferts, 
We here creace you Earle of Shrewsbery, 
Aad in our Coronation cake your place. 

Senet, Fleer. Exenat, 


(Manet Vernon and BaGet, 
Veru. Noe Sit,to you that were fo hot at Sea, 


Difgsacing of thefe Colours thar | wease, 
In pence of my Neble Lord of Yorke 


Dar'ft thou maincsine the former words thou (pak? 


Baf Yes Sir,as well as you dare parronage 
The enusous barking of your faweie Tongue, 
Aguoft my Lord the Duke of Somesfet. 

Gen, Sitrha, thy Lord | honour es be is. 


Bef. Why ,whac is he? as good amen es Torky. 
Were, Hearke ye: aot fo: in witnefie take ye thaze 


Strokgs bem. 

Baf. Villaine , thou knoweft 
The Law of Asmes is (uch, 
That whe fo drawes a Sword, tis prefens death, 
Or elfe this Blow Should broach chy desreft Bloud, 
But Ile ynco tus Maseflie, and craue, 
T may heue lbercie to venge chis Wrong, 
When thou fhalt lee Ile meee thee co chy coft. 


Vern, Well anicreant, lie be chere sa [eone as YOU, 


And after meete you, fooner then you # 


ls 


Gaver 







0 
Aus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Suter King, Glocofter, Wiachefi ov , Yorke, Suffelke, Somer- 
fet, Warwicke, Talbor aid Coneruor Exeter, 
Gle. Losd Bifhop fer che Crowne epon his head. 
Win. God faue King Horry of that name the fixe. 
Glo. Now Govetnour of Paris cake your oath, 
That you eleé no other King buc him; 
Efteeme none Friends. bur fach as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but fuch as thal! pretend 
Malicious praiifes egainft his Scate : 
This thall ye do, fo helpe you righteous God. 
Enrer Falfiaffe. 
Fal, My gracious Souersigoc,es I code from Colice, 
To hafte vnto your Coronstion : 
A Letter was deliuer’d co my hends, 
Writco your Grace, from th’‘Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame tothe Duke of Burgundy, ond thee : 

I vow'd( bafe Knight) when } did meete the next, 
Ta tearethe Garcer from chy Crauens legge, 
Which I have done, becaufe (vnworthily 
Thou was't inftalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Henry, and the ceft : 
This Daftord, at the bactell of Patuers, 
When (but in all) I was fixe thoufead Grong, 
And that the French were almoft ten ta one, 
Before we met, or that s ftroke was giuen, 
Like to atruftic Squire, did run away. 

In which affaule, we loft cwelae hundred men 
My felfe, and divers Gentlemen befide, 

ere thece furpria'd, and taken prifoners. 

Then iudge (greet Lords) if !haue done smiffe: 
Or whether that fuch Cowards ought co weate 
This Ornament of Knighthood, ycaorno? 

Glo. To fey the truth, chis f2& was infameus, 

And ill befeeming sny common man; 
Much more a Knight, 3 Captaine, onda Leader. 

Tal, When firlt chris Order was ordann'd my Lords, 
Knights of che Garter were of Noble birth; 
Valiant, and Vercuous, full of baughtie Courage, 
Sach as were grawne to credit by the warres : 
Not fearing Seath, nor thrinking for Dittreffe, 
Buc alwayes cefoluce, in moft extreames. 

He then, that is nos furnifh'd in chis fort, 

Dosh but vfurpe che Sscred neme of Knighe, 
haning this moft Honourable Order, 

And fhoald (if 1 were worthy vo be ludge) 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge -borne Swaine, 

That doth prefume toboalt of Gemile bloed. 

&. Scaine co thy Countrymen, chou hear’(t thy deorm: 
Be packing cheretore, thou chet was’t aknighe 
Henceforth we banith chee on paine of dexth, 

And now Lord PrateGor, view the Letces 
Senc from out Vackle Duke of Burgundy, 
Glo. What meanes his Grace, that he hath cheung'd 
his Stile ? 
No more but pleine and bluntly ? (Te the Kiag.) 
Hath he forgot he is his Souersigne ? 
Ox doth this chorlith Superfcription 
Pretend fore alueration in good will ? 
What's heere 24 bane jal canfe, 
MM od with compeffion of my Countries wratte, 
her with the pss:ifull coanplasacs 
Ofek as your oppreffies foods: vpen, 
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Fincher 

Aad reyw'dwit bes , she veghefall be France 

O monftrous Treschery . Ceo this ert 

That in alliance, emity, and eaches, 

There fhould be found fuch faife diflembling guile > 
Keng, What? doth wy Vackle Burgundy revolt ? 
Glo. He doth my Lord, andis become your foe. 
Keng. Uschac che wort this Leccer doth concarne? 
Gle. Icis the worft, and ef) (my Lord) he writes. 
Kiag. Why then Lord Talbert there thal talk with hun, 

And give hira chafticement for this abule. 

How rep hie (my Lord) are you not concent? 

Tal, Concent, my Liege? Yes. But pd am prevented, 

I hould haue begg’d I might haue bene employd. 

King Ree Tas Arength, and march vaco him 
aight: 

Let him peice how ill we brooke his Treafon, 

And what offence it is to flout his Friends. 
Tal J gory Lord, inheart defiring Mil! 

You may behold confufion of your foes 

Enter Vernon and Boffis. 

Ver, Grae me the Combate, gracious Soversigne. 
Baf. And me (my Lord)grant me the Combete toe 
Torke. This is my Scruant, beare him Noble Prince. 
Som, And this is mine (fweet Hewy) favour him. 
Kg. Be patient Lords, and gis thers Icsue co (peak. 

Say Gentlemen, what makes youchus exelakne, 

Aad wherefore crsoe you Combace ? Or with whom ¢ 
Ver. With hin (my Lord) for he hath done me wrong. 
Baf.And1 with him, for he hath done me wrong, 
King. What is chat wrong, wherof you hoth comp 

Firfl let me know, ond then Ile anfwer you 
Baf. Croffing the Ses, from England into Frence, 

This Fellow heere with enuious carping tongue, 

Vpbraided me abous the Rofe | weare, 

Saying, the fanguine colour of the Lesues 

Did reprefent my Mafters blufhing cheches: 

When flud y be did repugne the truth, 

About 3 cerrasne queflion ia the Lew, 

Argu'd becwint the Duke of Yorke, and him. 

With other vile ond ignominious tearmes. 

In confucation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my Lords worthineffe, 

} craue the benef of Law of Armes. 

Ver. And shat is my petition ( Noble Lord:) 

For Rode he feeme with forged queint concene 

Tofeca gioffe vpon his bold incent, 

Yet kaow(my Lord) I was provok'd by him, 

Andhe firlt cooke exceptions at shis badge, 

Pronouncing that the paleneffe of this Flower, 

Bewray'd the faintneffe of my Msflers heart. 

Yorks. Will nor this malice Somerfer be left? 
Som, Yoor private grudge my Lord of York, wil evr, 

Though ne're fo curmingly you {mother ie. 

Kieg. pecan cree what madneffe rules ia beaine- 


men, 
When for fo flighr and frivolous «cause, 
Such fe€trous xmoletions thal srife? 
Good Cofins both of Yorke snd Somerfet. 
Quret your felues (1 pray ) and be at peace. 
Torke, Let unis differtion ficft be cried by fighe, 
And then your Highneffe thall commands ° 
Sem. The qusrret] coucheth none but va slene, 
Betwist our felues lec vs decide it thea, 
Yorks. There ss my pledge, scceps is Sormerfet, 
Ver. Nay, lec it ref where ix began ot Gel. 

















































Bef. 









With chis immodefi clamorous outrs 
To trooble asd difturbe the King, and Vir 
Aad you my Lords, me thinkes you do not weil 
To besre with their ons: 
ae hs tray ramen 
Torstle a matiny your 
Les me periwade you teke a beceer courfe. 
Eva. \t greques his Highneffe, 
Goed my Lords, be Friends. 
. Come hither you that would be Combatants - 
I charge you, 9s you lowe our favour, 
Ceiere this Quorrell, and the caufe. 
And you my 
In France, amongft 3 fickle we 


: Remember where we sre, 
I cher perceyes alfcicioe in ous looks 


ing Netice : 
t 
And chat within our felucs we difagree 3 
How will ches grudging ftomeches be prowoh'd 
To wilfall Difobedience, end Rebell ? 
Befide, Wha: infamy will there arife, 
When Forraigne Prioces thall be certified, 


That for s toy, ching of ne 
King Hou Beeven nd cheek Noble. 
be Nel ephort ps or Realme of France ? 
thinke v the Conqueft my Father, 
tender i a aad lea vs noe forgoe 
fas a trifle, thas was boughe with blood. 
Les me be Vinper mm this doubt full Arife : 
1 Ge no reafon if | weare this Rofe, 
That sny one fhould therefore be (ulpitious 
B enore wacline to Somerter, then Yorke : 
episod raat batgatapee 
As well they may ay'd me wish my Crowne, 
Becaule (forfooth ) the King of Scots is Crown’d, 
Bas your difcretions betters can perfwade, 
Then I amahle to inftraG or teach 
And therefore, ar we hither came in peace, 
So lex vs fill continue , and lowe. 
Cofto of Yorke, we inkicore your Grace 
Tobe os: ia chefe pans of France: 
And good ay Lord of Somerfet, vnite 
Your Troopes of horfemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And hike true Subiedts, fonnes of your Progenitors, 
Go basaleng Aa ies and digef 
Your ev on yout Enemies. 
Our . my Lord Proteétor, sad the reft, 
After recabiie will ceturne to Calice ; , 
From thence to England, where | ere loa 
Tobe prefemed by your Videriea : 
Wish Chortes, and that Traiterows rowe 
Excot Maen Yorks, Warnick i xner Vorees, 
War. My Lord of Yorke, | premife you the 
gin an vs a8) ng play the Oracor.) 
Yerkg. And fo duc yet I hike iz oot, 
Sa chat be weeres che Badige of Socnerter. 
War. Tofh, chac was bur his fancie, blame him nor, 
I dare preferne (forces Prince) pe thought no harme, 
Tork. And if \with he did. But let it ceft, 
Ocher affayres malt now be maseged. 
Fler%, Men Exaer. 
Exer Weil didfthou Richerd to fupprefie thy voice: 
For had che peffions of chy heart barft eet, 
1 feare we fhovid haue feene deciphes'd there 
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git 
Morerancoross {pighe, more Forious reging broplen, 


Then yet can be in'd or 
ep hosting bp fees 

This difeord idle, 

Leghire oe 

This faGtiows bandying of ¢ suourites, 

Bux thee ts doth pee“age fore ill eveer. 

“Tis much, when Scepcers are in Childrens hands ; 
Bat more, when Eauy breeds vakinde devifion, 
There comes the ruine, there begins confuhion, Exh 


Ester Talbot wb Troupe aid Droweee, 
before Burdeaux 


Tab. Goto tbe Gates of Burdesex Trarapeter, 
Senemnon theis General vo the Weil, Sounds, 
Enter Geeerall aloft. 

Engiith fobs T aber (Captomes) call Pig forth, 
Sera in Armes to Horry King of Engiend, 
And chus he would, Open your Crue Gates, 
Be humble to vs, call my 
Aad dohim at obediern 
And Ie withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
Buc if you frowne vpon this proffer'd Peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three etrendants, 
Leane Pamne, quartering Scecle, and climbing Fise, 
abode a cra IR Ry with che earth, 
ay your ftately. sad eyre-brasing Towers, 
Ifyou forfake the offee of chee lowe. . 
Thos ominows and fearefull Owle of death, 
yteany spproachech, 
Detlink scone aah 
ary steamiiahdor she? tedeapes 
And enough to tifse out snd ight 
If chou retire, che Dolphin well sppointed, 
Scands with che {neces of W asre to tangle thee. 
On either hand chee, there are (quadrons pitch, 
To wall thee from the libery of Fl nes 
And no way can8 thou curne thee for redeeffe, 
Buc death doch front thee with {poyle. 
Aad pale deRruGtion meets thee in the face : 
Leer bli aya eatata 
Toryue their illerie 
V pena Chrifan foele but Englith Talbot 
Loe, there thou flandf a breaching valiant man 
Of en inuiacible 4 (pists : 
This is che laceft Glorie of thy preife, 
That I chy dew thee withall : 
For ereche Glafie that oow begins to runne, 
Finith the proceffe of his (andy houre, 
Thefe cyes that (ce thee now well coloured, 
Shall (ee chee withered, bloody, pele, and dead, 
Dranafarre of. 
Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell, 
heauy Muficke ta chy simorous foule, 
And mine thal} ring chy dire deperture out. Excite 
Tad. He Fables not,] heare the enemie : 
Onc foe light Horfemen, end perufe their Wings. 
O negligen and heedieffe Difcipline, 
How ore we patk'd and b ana pele? 
A tietle Heard of Englands timoraus Deere, 
Mez'é with s yelping kennell of French Corres, 
ifwebe ith Deere, be then in blood. 
Nec Ro ike to fall downe with 2 pinch, 


Bat recher moodiemsd : And defperuce Stagges, s 
== 


char ments Torke. Ester Yarkg 
Trempes, aad many Seldavrs, 


Yorkg. Are not the {peedy fcowts rewurn'd sgaine, 
ae "dche mighty Areny of che Dolphin? 
are retdyn'd my Lord, aad gtue it out, 


That he is march'd co Bardesux with his 


thea chet the Dolphin ted, 
and mede thei masch for 


And I emlowred by s Trekor 

And connct heipe the acbie 

Ged cocofers him in this neceffiry 1 

Ihe mifcarry, farewell W acres in France, 


° 
wo the refcue of the Noble Talber, 
now is girdled with 2 wafte of Iron, 
Aad hem'd abou with grim defirudtion : 
Te Bordeaux warlike Date, ro Bardesuz Yorke, 
Ee farweil Tather, Prance,end Eagionds honor. 
Torks. cel eee snd heart 
Deth Cornets, ware mn ’ 
steal cr ven Cr 
a Trenoc, ead e Cowerd » 
Nadine cad erccnianlfecy makes me . 
That thas we dye, while remiffe Traitors 
CAef, O fend fome fuccour co the difireft 
Torke, He dies, we loofe ; 1 breske my wazlike word: 
Wemourne, France fmiles : We loofe, they dayly get, 
AM leng of chis vile Trokes Somerfer. 
~ Thea Ged cake mercy on breve Talbers foule, 
And on his Sonne yong Jabs, who two honres hace, 
I met in travatic cowards warlike Father; 
This feucn yeeres did nor Tather fee bis fonne, 
Aad now they mecre where both cheir lines are dane. 
Yorke. Alas, what icy thal noble Talher haec, 
Te bid bis yong fonne welcome to his Graue : 


A vexacios slmofi bresth, 
Tho fea tcioads greeat che hours of deat, 
Lacie farewell, no more my fortune can, 


Bae curfe the coufe } cannot syde the msn, 

Abaim, Bley: 1, 0nd Teames, are wonne owey, 
Long all of Somerfer, and his delzy. 

Adof. Tous while the Velcure of fediion, 
Feodes inthe bofeme of fuch great Commendert, 
ion doth betray te hoffe : 
The of out (carfe-cold Conqueror, 
Theat curr ~ mae of Memorie, 
: chey exed other croffe, 

Linea, Honours, Lands, sad all, husrie to loffe. 





Hach fullied ail bis gloffe of former Honor 

By chis vnbeedfull, defperace, wilde adernture 

Terkg fet bie on to fight, and dye in thame, 

Tinek Telfer Cotes great Terty rnighe Deere the Remus, 
Cap. Heereis Sis oiliem Lacis, who with me 

Set from ous ore-mnsicln forces forth for syde. 


ee ee 

. og dase . 
ir pirchray br Sntsarip decor 
Drops bleody fwet from his warre-wearted 
dre falfe hopes dr ‘Eagles 

ou e honee, 
Keepe off aloofe with worthlefle esralstien : 


Let nec your priune difcord keepe 
The leobed f 
Noble 
Yeeld vp his tife vate » werld of eddes. 
Orlesnce the Baftard, Chairs, 
petitherh by your defaule. 
Sem. Yorke fet himon, Yerke thould have fear bien 


Lue. And Yorke as (aft vpon your Grace cucialenet, ° 
Piped, pe oa with-hold bis levied beaft, 
Collefied for chis ex 


Som. York tyes : He might hawe (ent, & hed che Herths 
Fowe him litle Dutie, and leffe Love, 
And take foule fcornes0 fawne on him by fending. 

Le. The fteud of E snot the force of Frence, 
Hark cow intrapt the minded Tatbes : 
Newer to England thall he beare his life, 
Bas dies betraid to forrune by your firife. 

Sem. Come go, I will difpecch che Horfernen (trait 
Wrhin fixe houres, they will be ac his syde. 

La, Too late comes refcue, he is tane or flaine, 
Fos flye he coutdnar, ifhe woeld heve fled: 
Aad Gye would Taber neuer though he onghe. 

Sem. fhe be dead, brave Tafber thenadien, 

Le. His Fame lises in che world . His a 

EOE, 


Lerer Talbes and bis Senue, 


Tal. O yong lobe Tatber,1 did fend for chee 
To tmor thee in Rracagems of Ware, 
That Talbots name migin be in cheereviu'd, 
When fepieffe Age, end weahe vnable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
Bot Oral: gnent and ill-boeding Starres, 
Now chou art come vnco a Feall of deasch, 
Acerrible and vnsuogded donger : 
Therefore deere se ear on my fwrifteft horfe, 
And Il¢ diredt thee how thou thal efcape 


By fodaineAight. Come, dally not, be gone. 


debn, Samy name alder? and su 1 yout Sonn€? 





ote 
Tomake a Baftard, end 2 Slane of me: 
The World will (ey he ts not Taibers bleed, 
The fled, when Noble Tatber food, 
Ta. pod acy 10 ir nebdcd aem 
len, tHe chit flyes fo, will ne're revorne 
Talb. 1f we both fey, we both are fore to 
Joba, Then lex me fiay,and Focher doe you fie : 
Your loffcis sid fh) Apphtettan a 
Vpee roeagpi dani edeaapeorsr yy 
Inyours they will,to hopes sre 
Purhe connce layne the Hence pou bese wenne, 
Bur mine ic will chat 00 Exploit hese dove 
You fled for Vantege,cvery one will fweare : 
Bat if I bow,cheye (sy ic was for fare, 
There is ne ¢ ever I will zy, 
if che firkt howre I (hriake end run away ; 
Here on my haee I bepge Mortalicie, 
'd with Infamie. 


If Deach be fo epparsnt.chen boch fiye. 

Talb. And lexwe my followers here to fight end dye ¢ 
My Age was ocver snaced wich fach theme. 

Teka. Assi thall my Youth be guikie of fach bleme ¢ 
No more can I be feucred from your fide, 
Then can your feife,you felfe in wwamne diaide : 
Scsy,gor.doe what yoo will,che hke doe}; 
For Soe f will nor,if my Father dye. 

Talb. Then here I cake ey losue of thee, faire Soane, 
Borne to eclip fe thy Life this afternoone: 

by fide, together lise sod dye, 

Aad Soule with Souls from Prance to Hesuen Bye. Eris, 


Mlaran : Excarfens, wherein T albets Somme 
st bemntd abut , and Talbert 
. Sergio avec fight Souldiers ight 

Tab. Sai . lers 3 
The R beth with sat dared Un sana 
pid icf vase the rage of Pranes bas Swoed. 
Where is /alve Talbot? take thy bresth, 
I gaue thee Life,end refcw'd thee from Death. 

febu, Ocvnce my Father, twice em I thy Sonne: 
The Life chou g au'ft me firft, was lofi snd done, 
Till wich thy Warhke Sword,de{pight of Face, 

‘omy determin’d time thou gau'ft new date. 

Talo. When {cb the Dolphins Creft chy Sword firmck fire, 
ig warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
Of bold-fac’: Vidlosle. Then Leaden ABS» 
Qeicken’d wich Youthful Spleenc,aod WarlikeRege, 
, [Beat downe Orteance,B ‘ 

And from the Pride of Gallia refcucd chee. 

he ireful! Balter d Orirance, that drew blood 
From thee my Boy, snd hed the Maidenhood 
Of chy firft Sight, I fo0ne encounted, 

ad iagerchsaging blewes,] quickly fhed 


enis-begerten bloed.! (pill ef chine, 
inerrant ponte, sa blood of mine, 
Which thou didd force from Telfer ey brant Boy. 
the Bafterd co defiruy, 


Wik chose yer leave the Bactsile,Boy,and fie, 
Now thon ert feal'd the Sonne of Chivalzie? 
Flye,to death when I am dead, 
The helps of one ene in fictle esd. 
Oh, too much folly is it, welld wot, 
To bazerd all our lines in one fenall Boot, 
If 1 co day dye noe wich Freachmens 
Tomorrow! thai! dye with mickle Age, 

me chey nothing gaine, and if J fay, 

s but che sth aor 
,0uF 


away. 
Jobe, The Sword of Orlasace bath not made ene ferert, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-Liood from my Heat. 
On that sd , bought with fech a thame, 

To faucapa ife,and (lay bright Fame, 

Before Tatbes from old Talbert Aye, 

The Coward Horfe that beares me.fall end dyes 
And like me to che pefane Boyes of France, 

Tobe Shames fcorne,and fubsedt of Mifchence. 
Surely .by all che Glorie yeu have wenne, 

And if | fiye,! ee not Talbess Sonce. 

Then calke 20 more of fiight,ic isno boot, 

If Sonne to Taber, dye at Talbets foot. 

Teth, Then follow thou thy defp rave Syre of Cres, 
Thow Jearw thy Lifeto me is fest ; 


f Pathers Gde, 
phe plas ttn ce rspranptetsy Fxk, 
etlerem. Excorfem, Ener old 
Talbe bed. 


Tal. Where is ny other Life? mine owne Is 
> Talber where in valiant ? 


t 
Young 7alfers Velour makes me {mile ot thee. 
When he iu’d ane (hrinke.snd on my Kase, 
Sword he braadithe over mee, 
Lyon did commence 


cadring 
Diszie-cy'd Purie,end coge of Hesrt, 
4 Pabclad any speeay's ape eras 
late the Battaile of che French ¢ 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 


His ouer- init ; ond there di'de 
My foarw,cry Blot pe,tn ois pride 


petperuitie, 
Talons winged h the ficher 
Dieta ceptlensicn 
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My {piri 
Souldiers 
Now any old armes are yong Jobe Ta/bots grave. 


Alanfoa, it, 
Ese (bale, sit aaa Bao, 


Dyes 


Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet brought refcwe in, 
We fhould have found s ruriet aes ioe is. 
. How the yong w + raging wood, 
pid beth his pume-fword in Frenchmens pied 
Pac. Once J encouncred him, end ches J feid s 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquitht by s Maide. 
But with s proud Mareficall high (come 
He anfwer'd thus : Yong Talber was not boroe 
Tobe vind as of aGiglos Wench: 
So tuthing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as wnworthy fighe. 
Ber. Doubdeieiic he would have made a noble Knight: : 
See where he lyes inherced in the arrncs 
Of the moft bloody Nurffer of his harmes. 
Baft. Hew chemo peeces,hack theis bones affander, 
Whole life was Englands glory, Gallia s wonder. 
Char. Oh no forbeare : F or thac which we have fied 
During che life, let vs not wrong it dead. 
Emer Lacie, 
La. Herald, condu& me co the Dolphins Tene, 
Toknow who hath obtain d the plory of the day. 
Che. On what (ubmiffive meflage art thou fent ? 
Lacy Submithon Dolphind Tis e meete French word. 
We Enghth Warriours wor not what it meanes. 
1 come to know what Prifoners chou haft tane, 
And to furuey the bodies of the dead. 
Char. For prifoners ask(t thou? Hell our prifon is. 
Buc tell me whom thou (eek fi? 
Lae. Bor where's the great Alcides of the field, 
Valiant Lord Tadbot Earle of Shrewsbury ¢ 
Created for his rare fucceffe in Armes, 
Great Facle of wafhford. Waterford. and Valence, 
Lord Tathes of Coodrig and Wrebraficld, 
Lord Ssrange of Blackmere.Lotd Verden of Alten, 
Lord (romwel of Wongefeld, Lord Farninedl of Sheffed, 
The thrice Asics lord of Falcoubridge, 
Knight of che Noble Order of S. George, 
Worthy S. Aticbael. and che Gelden Fleece, 
Great Marthall co Hem the fixt, 
Of sll his Warres within the Realme of France, 
Puc. Heere's a (lly Racely Mile indeede : 
The Turke that two and fife Kingdomes hath, 
Wires nec fo tedious 2 Scile a3 his. 
Him that thou magnifi'h with all thefe Tides, 
Stinking and fly-blowne lyes heere at our fecte. 
Lucy, 19 Talbot flaine, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Vous Kingdenies terror, and blacke Nemefs? 
Oh were mine eye-balles into Bulless cern'd, 
That { mrage might hoot them at your faces. 
Oh, thas } could bur call chefe dead to life, 
it were enough co fright the Realme of France. 
Were bet bis Pidture left among ft you here, 


Séxt. 
It would smaze the prowdeft of you efL 
Giue me their Bodyes, chat ! fay bears them hence, 
And giuc them Boriall,es befcemes cheis werrh, 

Pacel. I thioke this vpftart ie old Tafbors Ghoft, 
He {peakes with ach s proud commanding (pirit: 
For Gods fake let him haue him, to keepe them bere, 
They would but Ainke, snd purrifie the ayre. 

Che. Go tske their bodies hence. 

Lacy. ile besre chem hence:bas from thes sfhes thal 

bereard 

A Pheeniz thse fhali make all Frence effear'd. 

(ear So we be rid of them, do with him what y wir. 
And sow to Pans in this conquering vane, 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbers fleine, 


Exe. 


Scena fecunda. 


SENNET. 
Ester King, Gleeefler, and Exater, 


King. Have you "d che Leccers from the Pope, 

The 2 and the Earle of Armuwmack? 

Ga. Ihave my Lord, and heir mene is this, 

They humbly {we vnto your Excellence, 

Tohasve a godly peace concluded of, 

Berweene che Realmes of England, and of France 
Kieg. How doth yout Grace effet their motion ? 
Gle, Well (my good Lord) end as the only meaacs 

To ftop effufion of our Chriftian blood, 

And Nablith quietneffe on every fide. 

Rig. I marry Vackle, for { slweyes thought 

Ic was boch pious and wnnacurall, 

That fach immanity and bloady frife 

Should resgne among Profeffors of one Faith. 

Gle. Behdemy Lord, the foonerto cea, 

And turer binde chis knot of armere, 

The Earle of Armioacke neere kent to Char/er, 

A man of great Authoritie in France, 

Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 

Ta pale 2 with a large and fumpruous Dowrie. 

K rd artiage Vackle? Alas my yeeres are yong: 

And fitters my (udie, and my Bookes, 

Than wanton dalliance with 6 Paramour. 

Yer cal] ch Enba(fadors, and as you pleafs, 

So ‘et them haue their anfweres cuery one: 

} fhall be well content with any choyce 

Tendseo Gods glory, and my Cosntries weale. 


Eater Wecbsfher, and torge Ambafeders. 


Exet. What, ismy Lord of sinchefter inftalld, 

Andeall’d vntoa Cardinails degree ? 
Then I percenue, thas will be verified 
Henry che Pift did fometime hefie. 
Ifonce he come co be  Cardinell, 
Heel make his cap coequall with the Crowne. 

Keng My Lords Ambafladors, your feuerall fuites 
Haue bin confider’d and debated on, 
Your purpofe is both good and reafansble - 
And therefore ere we cerramnly refolu'd, 
To draw conditions of 3 friendly peace. 


















breeght to Deser, wherein fhip'd 
Commk tothe forenne of the gs Exomt. 
Wa. Say my Lord Legste, you fhall Grit receise 
The fernene of money which I 
Sreuld be delivered bes Holinefle, 
Por closzhing me ia ane Ornaments. 
Lge. Twill msicidepon sen Lordihups leyfure. 
wre. Now Wincheficr will not febmit,] trow, 
Or be inferi our co the proudeft Pcere; 
of Glofter, chow thalc well perceive, 
That neseber in birth, or for authorine, 
The Bifhop will be ouer-borne by shee : 
Tle either make thee Roope, snd bend thy knee, 
Or facke this Councry with ¢ mutiny. 


Exomt 














Scena Tertia. 





Emer Charhes, Bergundy, A , 8 
pe die sain 


Char. Thefe newes (my Lords)msy cheere our droo- 


Tis feed, the Pariftans do revolt, 
Aad carve sgeine wnco the wartike French. 
Alan. Then march to Paris Royall Charis: of France, 
And keepenot backe your powers in dalliance. 
Pace, Pesce be amongst them if they nurne co ve, 
Elfe cutae combace with theis Pallaces, 
futer Scout. 
Srese Sacceffe voto ous valiant Generall, 
And heppiocife to his accomplices. 
Chan Whar tidieg s fend our Scouts?! prethee fpeak. 
Scent, The Englifh Armuny that disided was 
ato two parties, is Dow conioyn’ 





















d in one, 
And meanes to give you bartelll prefently. 

Char. Somevehat too fodaine Sits, the waming is. 
But we will prefently prowide for chem. 

Bur. I cfitheG A of Talber 1s noc there : 
New he is gone my Lord, you neede not feare. 

Parcel. Of aii bafe paffiuns, Feare 1s moft accurft. 
Cocumand the fi Charées, it thall be thine : 
Let Hesry fret, and al! the world repine. 

Char, Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate, 

Excon Alaran, Excorfieas. 
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M anandogpln pl daar hate, 

Appeere, and eyde me in tris enterprize. 
thal tassel 

This (peedy and quicke eppesrance srgues proofe 

Of your accuftean'd dili tome. 

Now ye Familiar Spirits, ghat ese cull 4 

Out of che powerfull Regions vader earth, 

Helpe me this oace, thet France may get the field, 

They wale, and doakg vet. 

Ob hold me not with Glenes oucr-long : 

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 

Lle lop a member off, and give it you, 

In earneft of a further benef : 

So you do condifcend to helpe me now. 


Tbey hang cheer beads, 
No hope ta haue redrefleg My body thall 
Pay recompence, if you will graunt my fue. 


foeks ther beads 


Then cake my foule ; my . foule,and afl, 
Before chat Engtsod prue che 


See, they forfake me. Now the time is come, 
That Praace maft vale her lofty plumed Creft, 
And ict her head fall neo Englands lappe. 
My ancieut Incantstions ase coo weske. 
And hell coo ftrong for me to buckle with: 
Now France, chy glory droopcth co the deft. 


B and Tar bandse 
aa aye Jpssiry aie 


Exit. 


Torkg, Daanfeil of France, { thinke I haue you fat, 
Vachsine your fpirits now with [pelling Charmes, 
And ay if chey can gaine your libercy. 

A y prize, fic tor che divels grace, 
See how che vgly Witch doch bend her browes, 
As if wth Circe, fhe would chaage my thape. 

Pec, Chang’d tos worfer fhape thou canft nor be: 

Yer. Oh, (harles the ete re proper mao, 
No fhape bur his can pleafe your dsimy eye. 

Pac PA pleguing rufcheeke ligh< on Charles, and chee, 
And may ye both be fodsioly furpria'd 
Hy bloudy hands, in fleeping nepal? 

Yorke. Fell banning Hagge, lochenteffe hold shy 


tongue. 
Pac. B oarard ine me lesac 10 curfe awhile. 
Yorke. are Mifceuntywbe thou como the ake 


Alanm, Enter Sdffethe with Margaret 
on bes band, 


Saf. Be what thou wilt, thee art any pri 


Oh Faireft Besutie, do not feare, nar Aye : 

For {| will species Des rid: reoree heer 

I hiffe thefe Gngers peace, 

And ley them georly on thy cendes ide. 

Who art thos, fey ? thet I may honor thee. 
Ate. dMirgere ry name, snd dnnghatst0 2 King 

The King of Naples, fo ere chou att. 

Lam, and Suffolke am I call’ 4 

Re not offended Natures myrscte, 

Thow art alocted ro be tane by me: 

So deth che Swan her downie Signets fase, 


Guawbe. 


Oh try : 











116 


Keeping them prifoner enderneat 
evsf chis fervile vfage once offend, 
0,and be free ageme,as Suffolkes friend. She is goung 

Oh flay : Lhane no power co lee her paffe, 

My hand would free her, but my heart fayes ac. 

As playes the Senoe vpon the glaffic Arearmes, 

Twrokling snocher counterfetted beame, 

So feemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 

Paine would 1 woe her, yet! dare not (peake : 

He call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde : 
Fye De le Pole, difable nox thy felfe . 
aft not 3 Tongue? Is the norheere ? 
Wile thou be daunted at 3 Womans Aghe ? 
J: Beauties Princely Maicfty is (uch, 
‘Coafounds the congue, and makes the fenfes rough 
Mar. Soy Earle of Suffolke, ifthy name be fo, 
Whar ranfome muft I pay before | pak 2 
For I perceive I amthy prifoner. 
Suf. How canft thou tell the wall deny chy fuirs, 
Before chou make s trial! of her loue ? 
M Why (peak’f thou not? What renfom muft I pey? 
Saf, She's beaucitull ; and therefore co be Wooed: 
She is e Woman; therefore to be Woane. 
Car, Wilt thou accept of ranfome,yea or no? 
Saf. Fond man, remember that thou hafta wife, 
Then how can Adergarer be thy Paracnour? 
Mar, | were deft to leave him, for he willoot beare. 
Sef. There all is mart'd = chere les 8 cooling card. 
Mar. He caikes at randon : {ure the mans mad. 
Saf. And yet's difpenfation rasy bee had. 
Mer. Aodyet I would that you would snfwer me. 
Sof. ie win this Lady Afargares. For whom? 
Why for my King : Tuhh, that's a woodden thing. 
Ma He talkes of wood : Ic is fome Carpemct. 
Saf. Yerfomy may be fazisfied, 
And peace eftablifhed beeweene thefe Realmes. 
But there remaines a fcruple in that cao 
For though hes Father be the King of Napiys, 
Duke of Asienand ,yetis he poore, 
Aad oa Nobility will (corne the match. 
Ada. Weare ye Captaine ? Are you not at leyfure? 
Sof. Ic thall be fo, difdaine they ne’re fo much: 
rd is youthfull, aud will quickly yeeld. 
am, I haue a iecret co reneale, 
Ma. What though | be mehral’d he feems a knight 
And will nor any i difhonor me. 
Sof. Lady, vouch{afe to hiften what I fey. 
Ma. » i thall be refeu'd by the French, 
Aad then J not crave his corsefie. 
Suf. Swcet Madam, give me hearing ina caufe. 
(Mar. Tath, women haue bene captivate exe BOW. 
Suf, Lady, wherefore talke you fo? 


is wings® 


































Mar, Lery you mercy, ‘tis bur Quid for Que. 
Saf, Say gentle Prineeffe, not fuppele 
Your bondage happy, co be made 8 2 





Ma, To bes Queene in boodage, is more vile, 
Thao is aflaue, in bsfe feruility : 
For Princes (hould be free. 
Swf. And fo fhall yoo, 
Ifheppy Eoglands Royall King be free 
Mar, Why what concernes his freedome ynto mee? 
Sef. Ile vndertake to make thee Howries Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in chy band, 
And (et a precious Crowne vpon thy head, 
Uf chow wile condifcend to be my 
a Ader Wha? 


















The frft Part of Henry the Sixt. 













Saf, His lowe. 

Ada. lam vawortby tobe Hearws wife, 

Saf. No genle Madem, I ynworchy am 
To woe fo faire a Dame co be his wife, 
And haue no portion in the cheice my felfe. 
How {ay yoo Madem, are ye fo content ? 

Mar. Adify Father pleafe, I ae concent. 

Saf. Then call our and ovr Coloars forth, 
And Madam, at your F Cefle walles, 
Weel Sree reriey: to conferre with him, 

5 Earer Reignier on the wallrs, 

See Rewer fee, thy dangixer prifooer. 

Rey. To whom? 

Sef. Lider 

Reg. Saffalke, what remedy ? 
Tem i Souldier, and vnapt to weepe, 
Or to exclaime on Fortunes ficklencfle. 

Saf. Yes, there 1s remedy enough my Lord, 

ent, and for thy Honor give coafent, 

Thy daughter thal be wedded to my King, 
Whom I with psine haue wooed and wonne thereto t 
And this her cafie held imprifonmen:, 
Hath gain‘’d thy deughrer Princely libertie. 

Reg. Speakes Suffolke as he chenkes 7 

Saf Piire Maan knowes, 
That Suffolke doth ese Aarcer, face,or faine. 

Reg. Vpon thy Princely warrant,! defcend, 
To give thee anfwer of chy wit demand. 

Saf. And beere | will expedt thy comming, 


Trumpets food, Emer Regnier. 


Reig. Welcome breus Earle ime our Territories, 
Command in Aasen what Hones — 
Saf. Thankes Regaier,bappy for fo {weet s Childe, 
Fit to be made corapanion with a King : 
What anfwes makes your Grace unso my Seite? 
. Since thou doft deegne to woe her hele worth, 
To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord: 
Vpon condition 1 may quietly 
Emoy mine owne the Country Adame and Amen, 
Free oppreffion, ur the flroke of W arte, 
My deughter (hall be Hearses, if he pleafe. 
Saf. is her ranforne, I deliaer her, 
And thofe two Counties | will yndertake 
Yoor Grace (hall well and quietly emoy. 
Reg. And } agsine in Hearw: Royell name, 
Ae bhi nto that gracious Kin 
Giuet ra ki figne of plighted feich. 
Sef. Reger of France,) give thee Kingly chankea, 
Becoufe fa 10 Trafficke Mf King. ee 
And yet me thinkes I could be well concent 
To bemine owne Atuuney in chis cafe. 
Ile over then co England with this newes. 
And make this marriage to be folemniz'd: 
So farewell Reigaier, {et this Disrnond fafe 
In Golden P. es it becomes. 
. I doenbsace thee, 33 | would embrace 
The c foie Henrse wagers 
Mar Farewell ‘ ood wm »ptaife, & pealer t, 
Shall Suffolke pies heus awe. Shee us going. 
Saf. Farwell Sweet Madam: but hearke you Margaret, 
No Princely commendations to my King . 
Mar. Soch commendations as becomes a Maide, 
sgh at and his Seruant, fay to him, 
. Words fweerly plec'd, sndmodettic direfied, 
Bar 












The faft Part of Hens the Sixt. uz 
Buc Madame, 1 euft trouble you egaioe, 


icone » Some we hat 
No lou:ng Token to hts Meieftic ? A Viegia from het tender infaacie, 





Ger, Yes, ny good Lord, s pure vnfported heert, | Chafte, and icomacnlace in very he, 

Newer yet taint on love, I fend che ae Whole Maiden-blood ches rigorontly effur'd, 
Saf. Aod this withall. Kfe ber. | Will ery for Vengeance, at che Gates of Heaven. 
Mar. That fos thy felfe, | will noe fo prefeme, Yorke. UJ : awszy with her to execution, 


wer. And bearke ye Grs: becaufe thes. Maide, 

Spsre for n0 Faggors, bet chere be enow ; 

Plece barselics of puch vpon the faced Reke, 

That fo her torture may be fhorined. 

Pec. Willaothing carne your vorelentmg hearts? 

Then fone difeowet thine infirmiry, 

That warcenceth by Law, co be Hs priviledge. 

Tam with childe ye bloody Homicides 

Murthee nut chen the Fr:nte wichin my Wor de, 

saa et hale me to a vielent death, 

Ter.Now hewen forfend, the holy Maid wich child? 
wer, The greaceft miracie chat ere ye wroug!n, 

Is all your And preciienetfe cometo this? 

Torke. She and the bin have bin iugling, 

1 did smagine what het be her refuge. 

Wa. Weil go too, we'll have no Baltards ive. 

Blpecially fince (heavier mmuft Father it. 

Pu. Youare deceyud, my childe 1s none of his, 

Tc was Alanfen that imoy'd my louc. 

Torkg. eAlenfen that notorious Macheuile ? 

ke dyes, and sfit had « choefend hues. 

Par, Oh grec me leave, [have deluded you, 

“Twas oeyther Charies aor yet the Dake i nem'd, 

But Rewgwier King of Naples thas prevayl d | 
Wa. Ametned men, thas moh inollersble. | 
Tor. Why here's a Gyrle:3 chunk the knowes uot wel 

(There were fo many) whom fhe may ec cafe. 

War. It's gne the hath beene libesali ond free 
Yer. And yet forlooth the is s Virgin pure. 
Stramper, chy words condemne thy Brat,and chee, | 


Vie noimereacy, for ic is in vaine : 


To fend fech peeusth tokens to a 
Sef Ob wer thou for my Ceihe. Eos Sm fay, 

Thou rasyeft not wander in that Lebyrioth, 

There Minotaurs and vgly Tresfone lerke, 

Sclicise Heevy with her wonderous praile 

Bethinke thee on her Vertues chat formoun, 

Mad asturali Graces chet extinguith Art, 

Repeste cheis fembiance often on the Sess, 

That when choa com’ft ro kneele at Meurivs ferre, 

Thee msycht beresve bum of bis wits with wonder. Exe 


Enter Yorke Warwaty.S Parcel. 
Yor. Bring forth chat Sorcerefle condemn'd re bume. 
Shep Ah fone, this kils thy Fachers hears owt-nghe, 
Mase | foughs every fasre and necte, 
And now h ws ny chance to chee out, 
Maft I behold chy timelc fle cruel death : 
Ah bone fvreet daughter fone, Ile die with thee. 
Parcel, Decreps Miler, bafe ignoble Wretch, 
J om defcanded of  genilet blood . 
Thou att fo Facber, nor no Friead of mine. i 
Ou, ou : My Lords,and plesfe ‘de Got 
ia Ra alihe Pits Kase: = 
Her Mocher liveth yer, can teftifie 
She wes che firft fratte of ny Bach ter-thip. 
wa. Groceicile, wilt thou deny thy Porentage ? 
Torte. This srgecs what her kinde of life hath beene, 
Wicked end vile, and fe her desh concledes. 
Fye Jose, ther thou wile be fo obftactes 
God knowes, thos art a collop of my fichh, 
Aad for thy (ake have 3 thed ahany a cesre : 


Deny mc net, | prythee, gencle sone. Pe. Then lead me hence: with whom | leoue eny curt. 
Pacel. Pezart event. You have fuborn'é thismen Mey never glorious Sunne reflex his beames 
Of purpole. te obfcere my Noble birth. Vpeon che Coane where you make sbode - 


Shap, ‘Ts crue, i gave » Noble to che Prieft, 
Hasdivaghibaronbeter neasernidnatir 
te downe any bi G . 
Wik thos nos fleepe ? Now paar, roan i 


Bur dackneffe, and the gloomy (hade of deacb 

lnurron you, cill Miflcheefe and Difpaire, 

Diwe you co break your necks, or hang your (elues fais 
Eater Cardmal. 


—_—_—_—_—_—_—— rr a an 


Of chy asnuitie : | would the Mike | Yorke. Breake thou in peeces, s0d confame to athes, 
Thy reocher thee when thos feck’ft hes bref, Thos fowle sccurfed mimfler of Heil. 
Had bin 0 hicele Rats-bane for thy fake. Car. Lord Regen:, I do greete your Excetlence 
Or elfe,erhen thow didi my Lembes s-field, Wish Leteess of fiion from the King. 
wilh fome reucnoes Wolfe had eaten thee, For know my Lords, the Seercs of Chriftenddime, 

Doe chow deny thy Focber, curfed Drab ? Mow'd with remorfe of chefe out sagiows broyles, 
O burne her, burne poabeagy ar Je too geod, Fate. | Hause cernefly wnplor'd a general peace, 

Torkg. Take hersway, for fhe hath li'd too long, | Recaiid oor Nawen, and che afpy:ing French ; 
Tofill the world with victows qualities. And heere ot hand, the Dolpbin and hes Trane 

Pac Firft lex me cell you whom you have condemmny’d; ! Approecheth, to conferre about fome matter, 
Nes ae, begotten of s Shepheard Swatee, Forks. 1s all our travell vara’d 10 chs che, 
Bat iffued from che Progeny of Ki Afver che Naughcer of fo many Peeres, 
Verteoss sod Holy, chofen from = $0 many Capcsines, Gentlemen, snd Soldiers, 
¥ ufpscacion of Celeftiall Grace, That in this quarrel bave beeve overthrowne, 

© werke exceeding myracies on carth, And fold cheir bodyes for che Countcyes benefis, 
J oever had to do with wicked Sprries. Shell we at af conclade efbeanoate peace ? 
Bet you thet sre polluted with your luftes. Haue we not loft moft past of all ine Townes, 
Seow 'd with the guiluefic blood of Innocents, By Tresfon, Falfhood, sad by T reachene, 
ti 4 and caimed wth a thoufand Vices : oak ie Progenitors had conqoercd. 
Bec aule you wane the grace that ochers haue, Oh Warwicke, Warwiche, I forefee with greete 
You wdge ic Fraight aching (ridle The vccer loffe of ali che Realene of Prance. 
To compafic Wonders, bar by of deecte, War. Be patient Yorke. if we conclade e Pesce : 
m 6 








118 Ad lak Miia 
It thall be with fuch fri and fevere 


Aslitele thall the Frenchmen gaine chereby. 
Enver Charles ,Alanfon,Bafterd, Ragaier, 


Char. Since Lords of Engiond, « is thus agreed, 
That pescefull truce (hall be proclaum’d in France, 
We come tobe informed by your felues, 

Whas che conditions of chat league mull be. 
Torke. Speake Winch@fer,for boyling choller chokes 
The hollow paffage of mppoyfon'd voyce, 
By fight of chefe our baleful! enemies. 

Wr, Charles andthe ceft, itis enaGed thus: 
That in regard King Hewry gives confens, 
Of meere compaffion, and of lenny, 
Toeafe your Covuutrie of diltreffefull Warre, 
And (affer you to dreach in fruscfull peace, 
You fhall become true Liegemen ro his Crowne. 
And Charles, vpon condition thoe wilt fweare 
To pay him tribute, and fubmic thy felfe, 
Thou fhale be plac'd as Viceroy vader him, 
And Nill enioy thy Regall digmty. 

wtlen, Muft be be then as thadow ofhimfelfe ? 
Adorne his Temples wich a Coronet, 
And yet in fubflance and suthorry, 
Retafoe bur preeniects of  priuate man? 
This proffer is ebfurd, and reafonieffe. 

‘Tus knowne already that | am poffeft 

With mor: then halfe the Gallien Territories, 
And therein reverenc’d for theiclawfull King, 
Shall 1 for lucse of the reft vn-vanquifhr, 
Detrs& fo much from that prerogative, 
As tobe call’'d bur Viceroy of the whole ? 
No Lord Ambaffador, lly rather keepe 
Thar which IU hsue, then coucting for more 
Be caft from pofsibility of all. 

Yorke Intuleing Chartes ,haftthouby fecret mesnes 
Vs'dinterceffion to obtaine a league, 
And now the matter growcs to Compremize, 
Scand’ chou sloole vpon Comparifon 
Eicher accept the Tide thou vfurp'it, 
Of benefit proceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Deferc, 
Or we will plague chee wich inceffane Warres 

Reig. My Lord, you do not well in obftinacy, 
Tocousll inthe coucle of this Concrad: 

Ifonce it be neglected, ten to one 
We thall not finde like opportemzy. 

Ales. To (ey che truth, it is your policie, 
To lane your Subic from fach meffacte 
And ruthleffe faughcers as are dayly feene 
By ous proceediog in Hoftility, 

And therefore take this compa of a Truce, 
Although you breake it, when your pleafure ferues. 
War. How (ayft thou Charles? 
Shall our Conditton fland? 
Coe. Ie Shai : 
Onely referu'd, you clsime oo mrereft 
In any of our Townes of Garrifon. 

Tor. Then fweare Allegeance co his Maiefty, 
As thou art Knight, never to dif : 
Nor be Rebellious co she Crowne o ey Sa 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crowne of England. 
So,now difmiffe your Army when ye pleat: : 

Hang vp your Enfignes. ler your Drummmes be fill, 
Fer we eptertaine a folemne peace. Emevat 


t 


Alus Quintus. 





Enter Suffelts in confereece wich the Kivg. 
Gilecefier and Execer, 


. Your wondrous rare defcription noble Earle 
tices Margaret bath shonith'd cal ) 
Her vercues graced with excernall gift, 

Dobreed Loues fetled paffions in my heart, 
And like as tigour oft 
Provokes the mighrieft Hulke the tide, 
Soam I driven by breath of ber Renowne, 
Exther co Gaffer Shipwracke, or arrive 
Where I sy hauc fruition of ber Love. 

Saf. Tuth my good Lord, this faperficiall tale, 
Is bus a preface of her worthy praife: 
The cheefe perfediions of that lovely Dame, 
(Had I fofficient skill co wecer them) 
Would moke s volume of inticing haes, 
Able to rausfh any dull conceic. 
And which is mere, theis not fo Disine, 
So full repleare with choice of oll dehphrs, 
But with ss humble lowlineffe of vniade 
She is content 10 beat your command: 
Command I meane, of Verruous chafte tncenta, 
To Lowe, and Honor Henry as her Lord. 

King. And ocherwife, will Afenry ne're pretame 3 
Therefore my Lord Sisal give confens, 

That Adarg'ret may be Englands Royal! 

Gle sb thould 1 giue a to Ati a 
You know (my Lord) your Highneffe 1s betsosch’d 
Vato another Lady of cfleeme, 

How thall we then difpeafe with tha: contre@, 
And nor deface your Honor with reproach? 
Sef. As doth Ruler woth vulawfeli Oaches, 
Or one that at a Trumph, having vow'd 
To try his Nrength, forlakcah yec the Liftes 
By reafon of his Aduerfasies oddes. 
A poore E aries daughter 13 vnequall oddes, 
And therefore may be broke without offence, 
Gleacofer, Why what (I prey) is Uthargaret more 
thea char? 
Her Pather is no bettes chen an Earle, 
Alchough in glerious Titles he excell. 
Sef. Yes my Lord, her Fethesisa King. 
The King of Naples, and Jerefalem, 
And of fech great Authoricie in France, 
Ashisalliance will confirme our pesce, 
And keepe the Prenchmenin Allegesnce. 
Glo. And (othe Baste of Arminacke may doe. 
Becoufe he is neere Kinfman veto Charis. 
Exes Befide,his wealth doth warrant a libers! dower, 
Where Fe hed foones will receyue, than give. 
. ADowte my Lords? Difarace not fo your King, 
Tha he thould be fo sbie&, bafe,and poore, 
Tochooh for wealth, and not for perie& Loue. 
Henry is able co enrich his Queene, 
And nat to feeke a Queene to make him rich,! 
So worthleffe Pezants bargsine for their Wives, 
As Murkec men for Oxen, Sheepe,or Hore, 
Masriage 1s « matter of more worth, 


Then to be deals in by Att 
Net shear wcvill Ga alana Ces ueae e 
M 


} Part of Henry the Sixt. 
1 Seete Lach tharpe diflesnion in my breaf 
Such Gerce slenams both of Hope end Hewre, 
As Jem ficke with working of my thou 
acoleesiemrhot asi dy Lord to France, 


peace, 
we mstch wich Leury being s King, 
are, chatis deugbtce to. King 
ee 


pee, nnd Jogo Vor bith all offence: 


yeseee enfare me, by whet you were, 

Wil anfwer our hope in iffue of a King, whee you are, I know it will excafe 

For Heavy, foane veto s Conqueror, This fedsine execution of my will. 

Is likely vo beget more Conquerors, Aad fo eondedt me, where any, 

Tfwith a Lady offo high refoluc, I mey revoloe and rucninate ary greehe Exe. 
) he be link’d in lowe. Ge I greefe | feare mc, both a firft andlef, 

ap heere pecan mee, Thus Suffothe Exe Cleese fia. 
thall be Queene, end cone but thee. hath preaail’d,end chus he 
nox. her ic be through force of your report, As Biche youthful Paris once to Greece, as 

My Lord of Suffolke : Or for chat Wish hopc to finde che like ewent in loue, 

My tender youth was never yer sttaine But profper better thao the Troian did: 

Wich any palfion of lee, Adazarn all tow be Queene, sod rele the King 

I cannot tell: but this Jam d, Bet f will rule both her, che King,and Reale. Exk 


FINIS. 












The 


HVMFREY. 


oAtas Primus. Scena Prima. 


Floarifh of Travpets : Then Hobeyes. Saf. My Lord Protefor, fox pleale your Grace, 
Heere ere the Articles of contreAed peace, 
Emer King, Duks Herafrey ,S alu bury Wwarwiske nd Beav- Between our Soueraigne, end the French King Cb . -, 
ford on the one fide. For eighteen moneths concluded i 
The Querns, Suoffolke, Yorks, Somer fer, and Backjegbam, Glo. Reads. Inprienis, fc as agreed the French K, 
on the other, die hey Rad fens eof Saffecee, Am- 
ar efpary Fai hy avd, Theat the feed Fleury foal 
Sufelh. ofpenfe the Lady Margaret, daughter vate gear King 
$ by your high imperisil Maiefty, Naples, Serlsa, and lernfelem, and Crowes ber Qarme of 
Thad in charge a« my depart for Prance, land, ere she shireieth of May next ; 
As Procerstor to your Excellence, tem, That rhe Detchy of Anion and she County of Mae, 


To marry Princes Atargares for your Grace} foal be ud diteioed be tha Kae ber fake, 
So in the Famous Ancient City, Teares, fog, Valle, bow wae Keng ber f. 
In prefence of the Kings of Frewy, and Sin, Gis. Pardon me gracious Lord, 

The Dukes of Orleance, (aleber, Brisergee, 30d Alanfon, | Some fodaine qualme hath (trache me et che heart, 
Seuen Earles twelue Barons, & cwenty reuerend Bitheps | Aad din'd mine eyes, thar I can reade no farther. 

















Ihave perform'd my Taske, end was efpous'é, King. Vockle of Winchefter, } pray read on. 

And bambly new vpon my bends ea tore. Seem, Jt is farther agreed bet theo, That che 
In fight of England, and her Loedly Peres, Deachefe of Anton and Af ame, foall be releafed avd deiosared 
Dediver vp my Tithe in the Queene sur to the King ber Father, and foes fens omer of she Kang of 
To your moft cious hands, chat are the Subftance Peg lands awne proper Cofl and (herges, whens bening ay 
Of that great Shadow I did reprefent: Deer). honing 
The happief Gift, that ever Marquefic gave, Kéag They pleafe vs well, Lord Marques kacel dowte 
The Faireft Queene, char ever King recenu’d. We beere create thee the frft Duke of Suffoll 


Kug. Suffoike srife. Welcome Qacenc Afargare, | And gist thee with the Sword. Cofin of Yorke, 




















Jean sh spelt jac piece We heere difcharge your Grace from being Regent 
Then this kinde kiffe : O Lord, thes lena. metife, I'th parts of France, till terme of eightcene 
Lend me a heart repleate with chsokfulneffe : Be fulle dé. Thenkes Vacle Winchefter, 
For chou hatt giueo mein this beanteous Face Glofter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerfer, 
A world of earthly ble(ffings tomy foule, | Salisberie, end W. . 
If Simpathy of Lowe vnice oot thoughts. We thenke you all for this greet fauour done, 
Queen, Grest King of England, & my gracious Lord, | In cnrertsinment to my Princely Queene. 
The muruell conference that ery minds hath bed, Come, let vs in, and with all fj ide 
By day, by night ; waking, and in my dresmes, To fee her Coronation be yi 
In Courtly , or ax my Beades, Ents King, Queene, and Soffeltg, 
With you mine et Soacraigne, 
Makes me the bolder to (alece my King, Alans the reff. 
With roder termes, fuch as my wit effoords, Clo. Besue Peeres of England, Pillars of the Seate, 
And over ioy of beart doth ovine fer. To you Dake Hamfrey mat rnloed hie 8 
King. Her fight did ravith, bur her ein Speech, You gece, cee cones peau Lend. 
Her words with wifedomes Maietty, What? did my broches Fi. yostere 
Makes me Wondring, fall to Weeping ioyes, His valour, coine, and che werres? 
Sach is the Fulneffe of my hearts conrent. Did he fo often lodge in open field ; 


Lords, with one cheerefull voice, Welcome my Lowe. in W imers cold. and Sommers perching beste, 
Al Facet. Long line Qa. Margares,Eng)snds heppines. To conquer France,his wue inhesicence ? 
Queres, We thenks you all. Flere | Anddid my brother Batford coyle his wics, 










I feore the 
Hopiolar-tonih gt 


rw got 
And all che wealthy Kin of the 
Thaw’sceaton be feoubdioe difpleard aries 
Looke to it Lords, let nec his words 
Bewizch your heercs, be wile and citcumnipe&. 





















and fro 
aw Prance aad Frenchmen might be kepr in swe, 
3 Minkone, * 





Wher though che common Ap famour him, 
Aad bath ue io Calling hie, po ube of Clofter, 
pwoed in Paris in defpigts of fees, Clapping rhere % 7° with load voyee, 
d thell thefe Labours, end chefe Honcers dye? Jefu meinxaine your Royall Excellence, 
i WithGod the good Duke 





wo Hewries Congecht, Bedferds vi ° : 
BE Wire ol toes Coates eal J feare me Lords, for all ums flantering glofle, 
He will be found a dangerous Proweiin: 


Bat, Why fhould he then procedt ou Soutraigne? 
ear bees Steer co Seer ie. 
Cofin searehienl ated Arbely pa 
And 


weighey bofacti not brecke delay, 


ave : 
Som Coln of Backingham. Mi 
iad qresnce bis les be oa 
Yee let vs watch the heughtie pare 
His infolence is more intollerable 
Then allthe Princes in the Lend befide, 








Erence, tis ours | ond we evil kerpe ie {Wil 
Gir. 1 Vackle, we wil heepe ix, ifwectns 
ible we thould. 







i Dok 
memory 
3 





” Car, My Lord of Glofier, sow ye grow veo hee, 
coeaegl ie! Lotdche King, 
Bein. My Lord hefler I know your minds. 





Led esa spear haa nectomdar esr 
Asda wesc, dun Dube ioeetes wd 
a ’ 
While they dovend the of che Land. 
War, SoGod beipe Warwicke,es be loucs the Land, 
Aad commen of bis : ; 













Aa ata ty mat Goo ocak wens 
Aad would beue kepe, fo long ss bresth did lef 
ms 





hnoweere you he is mine entroy 
lay OTe, 2A CReany veto you all, : 





anor: 
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Main-chence father you meent, bat J meant CA¢aiar, 
alata otaschlaht phar uke 
Ext Warn Salishery, Atenet Torkg. 
Torky, Amen end Matas ere gasen to the French, sis 
Paris ia loft, the Hate of Nermandia 
Sands ow 8 sickle poing, now they are gene : 
Sefolke concladed on the A:cicles, 
The Pecres agreed, ond Howry was weil pless'd, 
¢wo Dukedomes for a Dokes faire doaghter. 
chew ell, whas isc to chemge 
away, and act theie owne. 


ng oC of chew pillege, 


Sull scoclling ike Lords all be gone, 
While as the Gilly Owner of the 
wi ower them, and wrings hands, 
And thakes his heed, and wambling aloofe, 
While all is thar'd, end all ls borne ewey, 
Ready co ferue, sad dere net rowch his ewne. 
So Yorks meft 6c. aad fret, and bice bis tongue, 
While bis ewne Lands sre bergsin’d for, and fold : 
Me thinkes che Realanes of England France. ireland, 
On tomy aad blood, 
I brand oibea bert, 
Veno the Princes begrt of (alsden » 
Asleeand Maine both given vaio the French ¢ 
Cold newes forme : for 1 had hope of Frence, 
Even as | heute of ferrite Engionds foile. 
A day wilt corec, when Yorke thell claume his owne, 
Aad therefore I will cobe the Manis ports, 
Aad make a fhew of tout to proud Duke Heafey, 
And when sduareege, clsime the Crowne, 
ahrahs poichrsbie hase ph 
Nor (ball prowd ’ right, 
Not bold the tn his childith a 
Nor wesre the vpoo bis heed, 
Whote Chureb-like humors firs not for a Crowne. 
Then Yorke be ftill a- winle, cil! time do ferve : 
Watch thou, and wake when others be sflecpe, 
To prie incoche (ecrers of che Stace, 
Till Hravie (erfercing in ioyes of love, 
Wish his new Bride, & Englands deere bought Queen, 
And with the Peeres be falne at isrres : 
Then will} rsibe slof che Milke-white-Rofe, 
Wich whofe foect fmell the Ayre thal be perform, 
And in in ey Standerd beare the Armes of Yorke, 
Te with the houfe of Lancafter, 
force Te make him yeeld the Crowne, 
Whole bookith Rule hach pull'd faire England downe. 
Exit Yorke. 
dawn, sate se Laabks cee 
w ake over : 
Hanghog the heed ur Cer ae 
Why doth che Grease Duke Herufoey knit his browes , 
As frowniag at the Fanours of the world ? 
Why are chine cyes fizz 00 the fullen earth, 
cay be esr e-sap nag cl 
Whas feeft thos there ?King Haris Disdem, 
[nehoc’d wich all che Honors of the world? 
If fe, Gaze on. ead grouell on thy fece, 
Viniltehy heed be circled with the feme. 
Puc forth thy hand, resch et che glorious Geld, 
poe dered atc or lta 
ing boch cogether ig 
Wor'bort togeches lit our heads co 
And never more sbafe ous fight fe lew, 


Te 
1 conpot 





Henry the Sixt. 

As co vouchlafe one glance vate the 
Hum. O Ned Sweet Nef, ifchoa Loft loue 

Banith the Canker of ambitions choughts ; 

penn Delehanty Mak aad en 

Againk » Vert ’ 

Be avy laf bresthingin isi orig 

My troublous dreames this doth male me fod, 
£6. Whee dreeen'd my Lord, tell me.ond ile requite i 

With fureet rebeoriall ofeny eaornings dreame ¢ 


Hom, Mechoughe this : 
mine Office-badge a 


Was broke in twaine by whom, ] hse for 
Bot 83 I chinke, ic was by'ch Cardinal, ig 
ee ee wed 
Were plac'd che heeds of Gdmand Duke of Somerfer 
And wrkiaw dele Pole fuftDuke ofSuffolke. 
This wes my dreame, what it doth bode God knowes. 
Eh. Tut, this was pothing bus an srpumenc, 
That he chac breakes a Aiche of Glofters groec, 
Shall loofe his head for tus prefemprica. 
Bur lift to me my Hufrey, my Sweere Duke : 
Me thoughe I fare inSeaceef Maiefty, 
In yar ly ber of Wefiminfier, 
And in that Chas + & Queens wer gowad 
Wher rd Dane Meer rose 
And on ny head did fr the Diadem. 
Fem. Nay Efimer, then nef | clude cotright » 
Prefewprveas Dame, ill-ourter’d Efzener , 
Ast choo not fecoad Woman in the Realme ? 
Aad the Proteftore wifebelou'd of him ? 
_ Haft chow not worldly plesfure et command, 
Fara ey er msec Soenee,h 
And wilt thow ftill be hamenering Treachery, 
To tumble downe thy hesbend, end thy felfe, 
Prove top of Hoonr, co Difgroces feete ? 
Awny from me, and let me heare no more. 
Eha. What.what, my Lord? Are you fo cholericke 
Abhi Ebaner, for cetling bur het dreame ? 
stone Le keepe my dscames vnto my felfe, 
And acc be check'd. is 
Hem. Nay be nox angry, | am pleas'd egaine. 
Enser Ad jenger 


Mg, My Lord Proveor, tishis Highnes plesfare, 

Youde ; toride vmo S$. Athens, , 

Where as and Queene do meene to Hewke. 
a ene with ost Ex. ap 

- Yes my d, Ile follow peefently. 

Follow } wuft, eee go before, ad 

While Glofter beares chis bafe and humble iniade. | 

Were] a Man, s Deke, and next of blood, 

3 would remoue thefe redious Rum blockes, 

‘And (mooth my wey vpon their hesdicfle aeches. 

Teckrct @ woman, J will pot be flacke 

o my pert in Fortunes Pagesnc. 

Where sre you there? Sir felrn nay feare act man, 

We are alone, here's onc bus thee,& 3. Eater Emme. 


fbea. What {50M chou moo? Haft chow 20 yeu conf 
With Adargerie lardave the conning 


With the Comurer ? 





Dame Ehasw gues Geld, to 2 the Wisch : 
ee ee ee eon 


They (knowing Dame Effew, hresemae 

La eae pl dyna i,m ) 

Aad bessethefe Coniuracions in her brayne. 

They (ey,A crake Knaue do's oved no Broker, 

Yaou 

Sums cake nos heed, you tall goe neere 
“phassfeterepseige petra 


Wei,£fo is fisnds: end ches I feare ot loft, 
Memes Ksncric will be the Duchefle Wracke, 


Aad ber Actaincure,vall be # fab: 
Sort how ke will,! thal] bens far all. Exit, 
Bocar three or feors Perrtioners ple Armerers 
Aden being one, 

1. Par. My Mofters, lec’s Rand clofe, my Lord Pre- 
eoftos will come this way rt a wee sy 
deinse: ovr Supplicetions in . 

2. Pa. the took potest ia Ga kaon ge 
wan, Iefu biche 

Bucw Seffitkzacad Qucsve 


Pow. teres comes eae thinkes and the Queene wish 
halen: Lhe be the fick Core, at 
3. Pes. Come backs foole this is che Duke of Suffolk, 


ee ee 
greene oS 
1. Pa. petdoa me, I tee 

Lord Proton. meres 


To ay Lord Protedtor ? Are your Supplica- 
wo ard arate 


Thy Wife too? chat’s fome Wrong indeede. 
¢ What's heere ¢ Ageinft the Dake of 
enctofing che Commons of Meiforde. How 


2. Pes. Also Sir, I ain bets poore Petitioner of our 
whole T. : 


Poe. aged ny Maher Ths Borer, f fp . 
That the of Yorke was righefull Heite co 


"A chowe Did che Duke of Yorke 


Preev. That my Miftrelc wee No forfooth:my Mefto 
d, That he wes,und tha: the King wes on Vierper. 


Wiel, 


The fecond Part of Henry the Sic. hg 
Qpeftions, 


















Saf, Who is theres 
Easer Saran. 
Take this fellow in,end fend for his Mafter wish 3 Pasle 


eg ea a aaa 


- And as for you chet lous to be procefted 
Vader the Wings of oor Proce Gtors Grace, 
Begin you Seites anew, end (ue to him. 

Toarc the Supplicatwe. 
sige Calfions * Suffedhy tet them goe. 
pis tse saffotke aa 
; $ tay ischis the geile? 
Fathions in the Coert of Eng ey 






































Is this che land? 
Is this che Geuemment of Bericeines Ile? 
And this che Royekie of Aibice: King ? 
Whiat,thaJl King Heavy be a Pupill ra 
Vides the furly Gloffers Governsnee? 
Amla tn Tiske ond in Stile, 
And maft be made a Subie ft cos Duke ? 
T tell chee Pecde.when m the Chie Tours 
Thov san’ft s.cike in honor of my Love 
And fiol'A away che Ladies heests of Frence; 
: thoughe ne ald bed Hag thee, 

n Courage,Court(hip.and Proportion: 
Bar all his minde Is ben to Holineffe, 
Le Cheepen aot on his Beades s 

is sare che Prophecs and A 

His Weapons, holy Sewes of (acted Wn, 
His Scodic is bis T ile-yerd,end his Loves 
Are brezen Jreages of Canonized Sains 


1 woald the of the Cardinalls 

Would chafe him ,and casry him to Rome, 
And fe the Triple Crowne abis Head; 
Thee were s Stare fiz for his Holineffe. 


Saf. Madame be patient: as I was conle 
Your Highneffe come to Bagland, fo will I 
Ia England worke your Graces full consent. 
Qurewe Befide the baughrie Proceftor, have we 
The imperious Churchman;5 2 base, 
Aod grumbling Yerky : ond nos che leaf of thefe, 
Bet cen doe more in England then che hing. 
Saf. Aod he of thefe;rt.at can doe of afl, 
Cannot doe more in England thea the Nemis : 
Salsbury and Warwitk are 00 (imple Peeres. 
Qucene.Nor all thefe Lords do vex me halfe fomuch, 
As that prowd Dame,rbe Losd ProreAors Wiles 
She (weepes ic chrough the Court with troups of Lodies, 
More }ike en Empreflgthen Duke Hewpbreyes Wife: 
Scrangers wn Court,doe take her for the Qaeene: 
She beares s Dukes Reuenewes on her ° 
And in hes heart the {cornes our Pouertie : 
Shall I not live to be sueng’d on her? 
Contemptuous bafe-borne Calloc as the it, 
She vaunted’ her Minions e’ether dey, 
The very trayne of her worft wearing Gowne, 
we bercer worth then all bene _ 
ill Suffelke gaue two Duk or his Daughter, 
Seff. Medame.my felfe hace lym'd a Beth for ber, 
And plac’t a Quicrof fuch encicing Bieds, 
That the will ight co liften co che 
And neuer mouat co croeble yeu agsioe. 
$o let her ref¥: and Madame lift rome, 
For I am bold to counfaile you in chis; 
Alcboaghhwe fencienot the Cardmell, 
Yee mult weieyne wich him and with the Lords, 


Till we heme brought Duke Humphrey ia dufgrace, 








As ber che Duke of Yorke this lace 

Will make bot lictle for bis benefit : 

So one by enc wee'le weed them all a: left, 

And you your fells fhall fleere the hoppy Hele. Es. 


Sammd o Sewets. 


Ester the King, Dakg Humfrey.C 7 
pee inte tena 
and the Dachefc. 


Keg. For my patt,Noble Lordss! care not which, 
Or Souner fet 01 Terkg all's one co me. 
Torke. If Yorks haveill demen'd himfelfe in France, 


Then lex bim be deney’d the 
Som. If Somerfat be vawornby of the Plece, 
Let Yorke be will to him, 


Ware. Wrather your Grace be worthy yes orno, 
wrenoc chat ,7orie ie che worthyer. i 


meses. I he be old wha needs Grace 
To be Provettos of his Eeceiberse? aes 

Hamf, Madame,t am Provedor of theRealne, 
And ot his pleafuse will religne my Place. 

Suff. Refigne it chen and leaue thine infolence. 
Stace chow wert King; as who is King,bur thou? 
Terenas 

olplva e 
And all 1 teen abr lobles of che Realne 
Heue beene as Band-men to thy Souersigneie. 
Card, The Commons haf thou racke, che Clergies Bags 

se ee leane wich thy E xtoezioas, 

Sem Thy fumptuces Buildings,and thy Wines Attyte 
Hane coft s maffe of publique : earns 

Back, Thy Cevelcee in execution 


Vpon Offendors,hath eseceded Law, 
And lefe thee to the of che Law. 
Ream. Thy fale of and Townes in France, 


If chey were kno wne, es che fufpedl is great, 
Wold make thes quichiv bop arc aie Head, * 
£xa Hamfre. 


Ghee me my Penne: what, Mtynion,can ye not ? 


She the Ducheffe a box om the care. 
fay jena Mera yeu? 
Duch. Was'c 12 yea,] is French-womsa : 


Could } come neere your Beautie with my Nayles, 
in yous face. 
her will. 


Exe Ehouer, 
. a ars Cardinall,} will follow Ehaver, 
then after Fi sbow he 8% 
Shee's tickled peg pst pact bai 
Shee'le gallop farse enough co her deftra@tion. 
Ent Baakgog hare, 
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. Let Somerfer be Regent o're the French, 





Escw bunfrey. 


hurd. Now Lords,my Choller being oua-blowas 
With walking once about the e, 
Leome to aber arspe tahini yres. 
As for your ips Obiedtions, 
oe caiieee cn Law: 
Bar God in mercie fo deale wath my Soule, 
As 1 ia datie love my and Councrey. 
Bur co che martes chet we inhand: 
I fay ny Soversigne, Yorke is meeteft men 
Tobe yous inthe Realme of France. 
Saf. Before we make ele€von, give me leave 
To thevwe fome resfon,of no lisue force, 
That Forks is moft vnmeet of any mes. 


aster fepeeetnscey oer in Pride ; 
Nexz,if I be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Somerfec will keepe me bere, 
Withou: Di oney,or Fasnicere, 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins heads: 
Loft ume 5 danc’t exeendance on his wal, 
Tal Pesis was beheg'd, famifhi,sod loft, 
were, Thee can I witneffe, snd 0 fouler feck 
Did newer Traytor in the Land commit. 
Ware. Image of Pride, why thould I bold my peace 


Esser Armerer and bes Adan, 


Saf. Becoule here isa man eccufed of Tsesfon, 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelie. 
orke, Doth any one accele Torky for a Teaytee? 
iow Whas mesn’ft thou, Saffeddy? cell me, what «: 
ef 

Sef Plesfeic your Maieftie, cris is che men 
-Thet doth accufe his Mofter of High Treafon; 

His words were chefe ; That Richard, Duke of Yarke, 
Wes cightful Heire unico the Engiith Crowne, 
Aad thec your Maieftie was en Y¥ (urper. 

Keng. Say man, were chefe thy words ? 

Armerer. And’ (hall pleaie Moeveftie,! newer foyd 
sor thoughe any fech marcer ; bs my witneie, I or 
fallely accus’d by the Villaine. 

Peter. By hele cenne bones, ay Lords jee did (pe 
them ce me in the Garret one Night, as wee were {cc 
ing my Lord of Yorkes Asrmor, 
te hau ihy Head fer chnchy Tetpotefpeete 

y ‘ort caytots : 
I doc befeech yous Royall Mareftie, 
Let humm heue all che rigor of the Lew, 

Armerer, Alas,my Lord, hang me if ever I {pske the 
words: my sccufer 1s my Prentice, and when I did cos- 
rect hie for his fault the other dey, be cid vow vpoo his 
knees he would be even with me: I baue good witneSe 
of this) therefore J befeech your Mascthe, doc nox cat 
eway 00 honeft men for a Villaines sccoftic0a. 

king, Vickle,whac thall we fey co this in Law ? 

Haaf. This doome,my Lord af ] wey ivdge: 



























Becaufe in Torkg this breedes fufpition; 

And ict chefe have s dey sppoiaced chera 

For fingic Combat,in connensent place, 

Ber be bath witnetfe of his feruents malice ¢ 

Tepe he eters oe Oaks en en. 















Sem. ee ec a Coe i ti 

Armee. I accept the Combat willingly. 

Peer. Alas, my 1 cannot fight ; for Gods fake 
pitty my cafe: the fpight of men preusylech me. 








O Lord have mercy vpoo me, I thal! neues be able to 
fight s blow : O Lord my heer. 
Huasf. Sirrta,or you mot fight,or elfe be heng’d. 







Keg. Aveay with them to Prifon : aad the day of 
Comber , fhall be the Lift of the acat moncth. Come 


Semerfes , wee'le {ce thee fenc avsy. 
Flaerif. Exema. 


Leter the Mich, the two Prifis, and Bullsazbreeke. 










Home, Comme my Matters the Ducheffe I tell you ex- 
pedts performan:e of your promiles. 
Boloes. Mafter Hame,we pre therefore prooided ; will 
her Ladythip behold and heare our Exorcifmes? 
Hume. 1, what elfe? feare you not her courage, 
Budsog. Uhaue heard her reported co be s Woman of 
an invincible Spuit : but rt thall be convenient, Mafler 
Heme, that you be by her slofc, while wee be bufic be- 
low ; and fu I pray you goe in Gods Namec,and leaue vs. 
Exit Howe. 
Mother orden, be you proftrate, and groucit on rhe 
Barth ; lobe Seasbwell teade you,and let vs. 10 oar worke. 














Enter Elaner alefi 








Elser Well (aid my Matters, and welcome all: To 











cbns e.the fooner the bercer 
Panence,pood Lady, Wizerds know their times: 
Deepe Night darke Nighe,che filent of the Night, 





The cime of Night when Troy was (ct on fire, 

The time when Screech-owlcs cry,and Bandogs howle, 
And Spirits walke,and Ghofts breake vp theis Ss coscs 
Thac cine bef firs che worke we heue in hand. 
Madame, fit you,and feare not: whom wee rayle, 

Wee will ake faft within a ballow'd Verge, 



































Hove doe the ( cremenies blebs and make the Corsle, 
Baterz brooke or Soorbwe8 reades, Conioro 
te, Gx. Jt Thunders and Leghiens 
terribly - thew the Spores 


vifetb. 
Sport. Ad fem. 
wuch, Afmath by the erernsll God, 
Whole neme and powcr thou tremble? at, 
Anferere that I thall askes for tll thou {peake, 
Thea thalt nor paffe from hence. 
Spa. Aske what thou wile ; thar I had [ayd, snd 


doce. 
Bohing. Fisft of che King : Wher thall of him be- 
? 


come 
a tee The Duke yer lines thae Henry thal! depofe : 
Bat him bec-liuc,and dye » violence death, 
Balerg. Wh:3« fates aveast the Duke of Suffolke ? 
tt By Water (hall he dye,end cake his end. 
wing. What (ball befall the Duke of Somerfet? 
Spore. Let him thor Caflles, 
Safer thall he be vpoo the fandie Plaines, 
Then where Cathes moanced fland. 
Hux done,for more } hirdly can endure. 
Babee. Difcend to Dasknefle,and the burning Lake: 
Falfe Freod auoide. 


Thunder and Leghsving. Exs Spirit. 
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Euter rhe Terke and the ; 
: gens fl ae sos ll = 


Torke, Lay hends vpon thefe Traytors, end the : 
Beldam I chinke we watchs you scape: bes 
What Madame, are you there?the King & Commonweale 
Are deepely indebted for this peece of paines ; 

My Loed ProteQor will,f doubs it aot, 
See you weil guerdon’d for thefe good deferts. 
Ekanor. t halfe fo bad ss chine co Englands Kiog 
lowrious Duke thst chreace where's no caufe, , 
Buck. Troe Madame,none st all: whac call you this? 
Away with chem, let them be clapt vp clofe, 
And kept afundes ; you Madame fhall with vs, 
Stafford wske her to thee. 
Wee'le fee your Trinkets here all forth- comming, 
All away. Eres 
Torts. Lord Backsegbam,me thinks you watchs ber well: 
A pretty Ploc, well chofen co build vpon, 
Now pray my Lord, let's fee the Deails Wrie. 
What have we here ? Reades. 
The Duke pet lames sbat Henry foal ? 
Bat bra ont Luar, and dye 4 td alta 
Why this is uit efie eLacids Romares umcere peffe, 
Well,co the cet: 
Tell me whas face swaits che Duke of Suffotke? 
By Water (hall be dye, and take bes oud. 
What fhall betide the Duke of Somertet ? 
Let bern feawne Caitles, ' 
Safer foall be be wpon the favdes Plaines, 
Then where Caftles nvowated fand, 
Come, come, my Lords, 
Thefe Oracles are hardly steaio’d, 
And hardly vaderftood. 
The King 1s cow in progreffe cowsrds Seine Aibenes, 
Wich him,che Husbend of chis loucty Lady : 
Thither goes thefe Newes, 
Asfaft ss Horfe can carry them: 
A Corry Breakfoit for my Lord ProveRor. 
Bock.¥ our Grace thal give me leeve, my Lord of York, 
To be the Pofte,in hope of his reward, 
Terkg. At yout plesfure,my good Lord. 
Who's within cherc, hoe ¢ 
Eater a Seruiagesas. 
Inuite my Lords of Salisbury and Wer wick 
To (uppe with me to morrow Nigh. Awoy. 


Eater the King, Sacene, Provefter, Cardmal, see 
Suffethewish Fautkeers bakowerg. 


Queene. Belecue me Lords,for flying st the Brooke, 
| faw not bereer {port thefe feuen yeeres day: 
Yet by your leaue,che Wiade was rery high, 
And ten ro one old Jeane had not gone out. 
Keg. But what a peint,my Lord,your Faulcoo made, 
And whst a pytch fhe Acw sbouc the ref . 
To {ce how God in all his Creacures workes, 
Yea Man sod Birds are fayne of climbing high. 
Suff. No maruellsnd it Uke your Machhe, 
My Lord Protectors Hawkes doc towre fo well, 
They know their Mafter loues to be aioli, 
And beares his shoughts aboue bis Faucuns Pitch, 
Gloft. My Lord, 0s bure bafe sgnoble made, 
Thats mounts no higher then Bird can fore. 


ord I 
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Card. 1 choughe as much, hee would be aboue che 
one, 


US Go 

Clef. 1 ey Lord Cardinal), bow chinke you by thae? 

ere It noe your Grace could Aye co Heaven? 

King. The Trealarie of eusrlafting Joy. 

Card. Thy Heaven ts on Eosth, thine Eyes & Thooghes 
Best ona Crowne, the Tresfure of thy Heart, 
Pernitious ProceCtor dangerous Peete, 
That fmooth’ ic fo with King and Common-weale, 

Ghft. Whee, Cardinall ? 
Is your Pricft-hood growne peremptorie? 
Tastane aumu Calef roms we,Chusch-men fo hot 2 
Good Vaekle hide fuch mallice: 
With fuch Holyneffg can you doe ic? 

> No mallice Sir.no more then well becomes 
So good a Quarreli,and (o bed a Peere, 
Glo. As who,my Lord? 
Why, as you, my Lord, 
Anv! bbe Lordly Lords Prosefiorthip. 
Vhy Safelke, England knowes ikané infolence. 

Ambition, Glefer. 


Card, Let me be bleffed for the Peace I make 
Ageinft this prowd ProteQor with my Sword. 
Gloft, Faith holy Vackle, would’: were come to chat. 
Card. Masry, wheo chou das". 
Gloft. Make vp no faAdious aumbers for che macser, 
Ia thine owne perfon snlwere thy abufe. 
Card. l.where thou das'lt not peepe - 
And if chou das‘ft, this Eueniwg, 
On che Eaft Gde of the Grove. 
How 


Had 
Wehsad 
Come with thy two-hand Sword. 
Gloft. True Vackle,ae ye aduis'd? 
The Eaft fide of the Groue: 
Cardingl),! am with you. 
o Why how now, Vackle Glofer ? 
Vani, by Haw bring; nothing elfe,my Lord. 
Now by Gods Motner, Pricf, 
Tle fraue Crowne for this, 
Or all my Fence thal! fayle. 


Ae the Wied high 

3 ct grow 

1 Seomacks Lords : : 

How ya this Mufick to my he-we ? 

When fuch Strings isrre, what hope of Harmony ? 
I prey my Lordsfex me compound chis ftrife. 


Eater one eryeng a Morale. 


Glo, What meanes this noyle¢ 
Fellow what Miracle dof chou proclayme ¢ 

Owe, A Miracle, a Misscie. 

Saffeleg. Come to the King, snd tyil him what Mi- 
recle, 

One. Fosfooth,a blinde man at Saint Abews Shrine, 
Within chis haife houre hath receia’d his Hghe, 
A man that ne're (ow in bis life before. 

xog. Now God be prays'd,chet to beleeving Soules 
ines Light in Daskneffe, Comfort in Defpsire 
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Card. Uodice eqfam,Procedios fee co't well, proteA |. 








Enter the Maier of Saint Aloones:and bus Brethren, 
bearing the man between two in 4 Chayrs. 


Card, Here comes the Townef_men,on ProcefSen, 
Teo prefent your Highneffe with the masa, 
Keng Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
ars & by his fight his finne be malriplped. 
Glo. Scand by my Mafters,briog him neere the Kin 
His Highneffe pleafare is to talke with him. 
Keag. tell vs here the ciccamftance, 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord, 
Whac,haft chou beene long blade, and new reftor d? 
Sense. Borne blinde,and’t pleafe your Grace. 
» lindeede was he, 
Saf, What Woman is this? 
Wife. His Wife and’ like your Worthip. 
Clot. Hadft thou been his Mother, chou coald’ft het 
better told. 
Kang. Where wert thou borne 
Sempe. At Barwick io the North, ends Lke 
Grace. 
King. Poore Soule, 
Gods gaodneffe hath beene great co cheer 
Lec never Day ner Night enhallowed psfle, 
Buc fil remember what the Lord bath done, 
Qucene, Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam'ft thou here by ,ot of Devotion, 
Tothis a Soa 8 






























vfs: ber piripany fone ae v 
And time and oft a 
Toallhmf di 
Card. Whar,art thou lame ? 









: . J ,God Almi e hel we, 
Sof How cam’R . ? as 
Stage, A fall off of a Tree. a 





Wife. A Plom-sree, Mafter. 

Ghff. How long haft thou beene blinde? 

Siege, O borne fo,Mafter. 

Sp. Bun thet le ll my Hfenben ware youth 

Sempe. ta fe, wase 

whe Too crue,and Saughs his climbing very deare. 

Clef, Mafle,thou lou'dit Plummes well,cher would’t 
venture fo. 

Scape. Ales, good Mafter, my Wife defied fome 
Dynfons, and made me climbe, with danger of my 


Life. 
Ghf. A fobsill Knave, but yet it thal] nor fervg: 
Let me fee thine Eyes: winck now,now open chem, 
In my opie, iP eaphiba hap alan araen ee 
» Yeo Mafler, cleare as day, I ¢€ 
Pang yy tas : oy 
Clef. Say thou me fo: what Colour is this Closke 


of? 

Siape. Red Mafter,Red a1 Blood. 

Chef. Why thac’s well (eid : Whes Colour is my 
Gowne of »- 


Smape. Black forfooth, Cosle- Bleck ,as Jet. 
Kieg. Why thea, thou know'ft what Colour [et is 


Sef. Aod yeti chinke,Tet did be avves fee. 



















The 


Gheff. Bn Cloches ond Gownes, befere this dey, 8 
ary Newer before this dey ,in alll his life. 


As chas to nome s Several we dee weare. 


| Alba bere back done 0 Mirecle: 


Adaior, Sixtha,goc ferch the Beadle hither frsighe. 
Exk 


Gief. Now ferch nt 2 Scoole hither by snd by. 
Now Sarthe, you meane to feve from 
uc over this Scoole,snd renne away, 
- Ales dfsBer,J am acc able to fland alone» 
You gos ebowt to coreure me in vaine. 


Bator 0 Bendis with hyper. 


Cleft. Well Sa,we maf hea you Ende your 
Sterhe Beadle, whippe him cil] he leape over ly ts 


Come Praga with Dovblet,quic 
eo . 
Séape. Ales ofr vtbee halt] doc? aon abe vo 
Afver the Beale hath bit bias ones oe 
she Stocks, and ravenes away : ae 


besreft fo long ? 
gh.to fee che Villane rune, 
Gloft. Follow the Knauc,snd cake shis Drab away. 
pour ghana pure need. ‘ 
: whipt through Market Towne, 
Til chey come to Barwick, from whence they cacne, 
Exe 


Cad. Duka he's done a Miracle to day. 
True: made the Lame co sad Gye away. 

. Bun you hewe done more Mirscies then 1: 

You made ino dsy,07 Lord, whole Townes to fiye. 


Ester Beckjoghon, 
Ke cee ee 
peck, Sech a3 wy heart doch tremble to i 


A for of nsughtie pertoos,lewdly benz, 
Vadei the Commencats ind Cosledacacis 


ip 
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Of Lady EXaver, the Procectors Wile, 
The Ria aod Head of all this Roue, 
; Scece, 


see Bo Heawies Life and Death, 
And a your Highneffe Priuie Councell, 
Rs ere te me You ae amen: 
Card. Aad fomy Lord ProceAor, by this meanes 
Your Lady is ‘ London. 


Serrow sod haus 

And venquithe ss 1 ore,! 

Or co che meaneft Greome. 
Sing. OGod, what mifchiefes work che wicked ones 
ing ceabehos on thes owne beads 


Aad for my Wile,} 
ven di-calialarabteprnnbl sink 
thee is: pehjseboantl 

tech, 


bk 
To looke iaeo this Bofinelle tboeoaly, 
Aad call thefe foule Offendors to cheie Anfweres; 
And peyfe the Caafe in luftice equal Scales, 
Whofe Boome ftands fure, whole rightful coule preaniles, 
Slearf. Ename, 


Reser Torky,Salubury and Warwick, 
Yorks, Now ary good Lords of Salicbery & W. 


Teh dale Walle ofits my Gi, 


In craving inion of my Tide 
Which isslallible,ro Baglaade Crowne. 
Satoh, My Lord,| long co beare ic at fall. 


: lo:end if be 
wow spain olen Oo thy clayrec be good, 


Wes len of Gaunt,the Duke of Lencafter; 

The fift,wss Edgvond iy Deke of ¥erue 5 

The fixt, was Thema oodftock Duke of Glofter; 

Wilhem of Windlor was che feventhe J laf. 

Edward tht Black-Prince dyed before nis Father, 

apt rg Paap gd es King, 
ill Meury breskg, Duke Laacsfter, 

The eldeft Sorat end Heire of lebn of Gavot, 
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Harmeleffe Richerd was murthered trsiteroully. 
sare. Father, che Duke hach told the mb; 
Thus got che Houfe of Laseafter the Crowne. 
Yerke. Which now they hold by force and nox by right: 
For Richard,he firft Sonnes Heire,being dead, 
The Iffuc of the next Sonne fhould have reign’d, * 
Sdish. Bar william of Hetfield dycd without an 
Heire, 
Porke. The third Sonne Duke of Clarence, 
From whofe J.me I clayme the Crowne, 
Had fue Poelip, a Daughter, 
Who morryed Edewond Afortrmer Earle of Masch: 
Edmond had Iffee, Reger Earle of March; 
Reger had \(lue, Edmond, Anac,end El,auer. 
Saheb. This Edmond,in che Reigne of Bubseg brecke, 
As Jhaae read, (syd clayme vmothe Crowne, 
And bac fot Oore Glredear, had beene Kings 
Who keps him in Cepeupitic, cill he dyed, 
Bat,to the refi. 
Torke. His eldeft Sifter dane, 
My Mother, being Heire ento the Crowne, 
Morryed Richer le of Cambridge, 
Who was to Edmeod, Lenghy, 
Edward che chirds fift Sonnes Sonne; 
By her I clayme the srg erp 
She owas Heire co Reger Earle of March, 
Who was the Sonne of Eduserd Aforrener, 
Who marryed Philip, fole Dawghrer 
Vato Lisnd Dake of Clarence. 
So, if che 1fwe of che elder Sonne 
Succeed before che younger, | am King. 
were Wha plaibe proceedings is more plate then this? 
Heery doth clayme che Crovene from Jase of Gasat, 
The fourch Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the chied : 
Till Lionel: iffec faytes.his fhould not reigne. 
It fayles not yet, ber Aounthes in thee, 
And m thy Sonnes,faice flippes of fuch » Stock. 
Then Father Selishary ,k we together, 
And in this private Plot be we the firh, 
That thall faluce our righsfull Soucraigne 
With hones of his Birch-right co the Crowne. 
Bab. Long live our Sovucrsigne Recbard, Englands 
King. 
Torky. We thanke you Lords: 
But ! acm noc your King,eill ] be Crown'd, 
And chet my Sword be yt bir 
Wich heert-blood of the Hosfe of Lawafer : 
And that’s not fuddenty to be perform'd, 
But with aduice and filent fecerecie 
Doe you as I doe inthefe dan 
W inke at the Duke of Suffolkes mfotence, 
Ac Played: Pride,et Seowrfees Ambition, 
At Buckengbam,and all che Crew of them, 
Till they heue (ner’d the Shepheard of the Flock, 
That verruews Prince,the good Duke Panytey: 
‘Tis thac they fecke; ond they,m (eeking chat, 
Shall finde cheir deaths, if Yorks can prophecie. 
Saheb, My Lord, breake we off; we know your minde 
ac fell. 
ware. My heart efores me,that the Earle of Warwick 
Shall one day make ephaep ettienay’ 5 
Yorks. And Neail,chis | doe sffure a ba €, 
Richard (hall hue co make che Earle of Warwick 
The greateft aan Engen be ce King. 
‘xonet 








The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 









t. Enter the Ring and S$, 
sub Gaodsshaiste Dag” 


King. Stand forth Dame ELavor Cobham, 
larsrtse alg P 
Ia God,snd vs, your guilt Is great, 
Ricos cs Sentence of che Law for finne, 
Such as by Gods Booke are sdiudg'd to death, 
You foure from hence to Prifon, back sgaine; 
From thence,vnco the place of Esecetion . 
The Witch io Semtbfield thall be burne co athes, 














And yos three (hall be ftrangled on the Gallowes. 
You Madame. for you ste more Nobly borne, 
of yout Honor in your Lik, 






Shall,sfter chree dyes open Pensace done, 
Live in your Countrey here, Banifhovent, 
With Str Jobe Stanly,io-the ile of Men, 
mireaal Welcome is Ban: fhment, welcome were my 
Glo. Ebaver the Law chou feeft hath tudged thee, 
I cannot iaftifie whora the Law condemoes: 
Mine eycs are fall of cesres, my heert of gnefe. 
Ah Harafrcy, chis difhonor in thine age, 
Will bring thy head with (orrow to the grownd. 
I befeech your Maicfire give me lesue to gor 
Sorrow woold follace, and mine Age would eafe. 
King. Scoy Huafrey, Duke of Glofter 
Ere thou goe, 7 thy Staffe, , 
ee Ant fed Aree Proteos be, 
i hope, my May, vide, 
And Laothorne pee Ara ole more 
And goc in peace, Hamfrey, no leffe belou'd, 
Then when thou wert Procector co thy King. 
Qarene. i fee no cesfon.why » King of yeeres 
Should be co be proceAed like a Child, 
God and King Henry gouerne Englands Restme : 
Give vp your Staffe Sic, and the King his Realme, 
Cl. My Sraffe? Here Noble ry, is my Seaffe: 
As willingly doe | the fame refigne, 
Asere thy Father Heary made it mine ; 
And even as willingly o¢ thy feete [ leaue ie, 
As others would smbiriovlly Tecciac iz, 
Farewell good King: when | am dead,and gone, 
May honorable Peace atiend thy Throne. 
Ext Glojer. 
Qacene. Why now is Heery King and Adegert Queen, 
And Humfrey Duke of Glofter (carce himfctfe, 
That beares fo hrewd a mayme : two Pulls at once; 
His Lady banifhe,sad a Limbe lopt off 
This Staffe of Honor ranght, there ler n ftand, 
Where it belt fits cobe,in Hearees hand. ‘ 
Soff Thus drowpes chis loftie Pyne, & hangs his (praycs, 
Thos Ehevers Pride dyes in her youngeft days. 
Torke.Lords,let him goe.Pleafe it your Marche, 
This is the day appoinced for the Combas, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armocer and his Man to enter the Lifts, 
So pleafe your Highneffe co behold the fight. 
wrens. 1,good my Lord: for purpofely cherefore 
Left I the pena i fee this Quarrel try'de. 
Keg. AGods Name fcc the Lyfis and all things fa, 
Here let chem end it,end God defend the righs. 
Yorky. | neuer faw a fellow worfe beftesd, 
Or more sfraid co fighe,then is the Appellant, 
The fesuant of this Armorer my Logds. 

































The fecondT art’ 


Exnew et ent Deore she Araerer ad bes Ne 
so baw fo wench, that bee u drankg ; and be emer: web « 
Dreanase befare beat , and bts Staffe, wish « 
Saftened cote : and at she ther Deore bu Adan, with a 
Drimsme aed Sandabog ge and Prentice: drodkng to bee. 


1. Neghber. Here Horner i drinke co you 
tC Meeid as Gee ca Meeks yok bx 
well encegh. 

3. Negiber. And here Neighbour, here's a Cuppe of 


o. 
-Negiber. And here's 2 Pot of Double-Beere 
Nei gpcehonaer yA deael Joa 
. Let ic come yfanh, and Ile pledge you all, 
and a figge for Pete. 
s Preset. Hete Poser, I drinke to thee, end be not s- 


fraid. 
merry Peter, end feare not thy Mafter, 













a. Pret. Be 
Figs for credit of che Prentices. 

Perr, \theake you all:drinke,sad prey for me,! pray 
you , for I chioke I have caken my !aft Dravghs in chis 
World, Herc Rebm, and if | dye,}' gine thee my Aporne; 
and 38. thou thal have my Hammer: and here Tom, 
cake al) the Mooey that I hene. O Lord bleffe me, I pray 
Ged, for I ans newer able to deale with my Mafer, hee 
hath leerar fo emch fence already. 

Salub. Come,leaue your drinking,end fall to blowes, 
Sisrhe,whac's chy Name ¢ 

Pee, Paw 

Sate, Peter? what more? 


Saas Thaape ! Theo fee chow chumpe thy Mafter 
Armen, Ushers, | em come hither 0s it were 

@y Mans infigation, to prove him s Knouc.and my (eife 

am bonefi man: and touchtag she Deke of Yorke,! will 

take ay deoch, I ocwcr meant hime 

sor the Queene: end therefore Peter 













ill, nor the King, 
at thee wath 3 


d he blow. 
"Forte. Diipacch his Kasees tongue begins to double. 
Sound Treapets, Alaram to che C ersbatcanee, 
They fight. and Poser firckes bia dewue. 
simi Hold Peter,hold,I confefie,! confefle Tres- 
Yorke, Take away his Weapon: Fellow thanke God, 
and the geod Wine 10 chy Mafters way. 
Bisa iA sesagrasner thataeberniaranag in chis 
? O Pecer preuay!’d in nghe. 
Korg. Gor, take hence thar Trayos from ove ght, 
Por by bis deach we doe perceme bis guilt, 
And in Luftice hach reweal'd to vs 
The crath and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Which he had chougtx ro haue morther’d wrongfully. 
Come fellow, foilow vs for thy Reward, 
Senad « feard. Exemme. 


Enter Duke Ennfiey and bis Meo in 
Ab cmrapry, Cloakes, 













Gloff. Tons fomerimes hath the brightefi dey s Cloud: 
And hex Sasmmes.qncrmore fucceedes 
Barren W encer with bis wrarhfell atppng Cold ; 
Se Cores and loyes sbownd,2s Sesfone fices. 
Sirs, wher's 2 Clock ? 


Sern, Teone,my Lord. 














é 

enry th 
Chef. Teme is cis eae one sist 
To wecch the comming 
Vocah ue aie ta ea Senne 
To cresde them with ber cender-feeling feee, 
Sweet Nef, jlicen thy Noble Minde abrooke 
The abredt People. gas ing on thy face, 
With ensioss es laugheng es chy fhame, 
That esft did follow thy prowd Cheriot-Wheeles, 
When chou didf ride in triumph through che ftreecs, 
ee eee tee 
My cesre-(tegn'd eyes,to fee her Mi 


farer the Dachefe in a white Shot,and a Tae 
os bev hand, wieh the S 
berwmg she heref 
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Past So pleafe your Grace, wee'le take her from the 
Glefer. No, Bisse oct for your lines, let her pafle 


Ekaver. Coroe you,my Lord,to fee any epen fhame} 
Now thoa do'ft Penance too, Looke how they gaze, 
See how the giddy mulntude doe poins, 
And nodde theis heads,end throw chess eyes on chee. 
Ah cagiapcisb a esc ncchoaiy tras 
And w thy Clofer » fee 7 
And bee thine Pieris, bach ceive and chases 
Glo. Be patient genie Nef, this gricfe, 
Elsener. Ah Glefter, veach me to coy felfe: 
For whileft [ ctunke I em thy married Wife, 
And thoaa Prince, ProceQor of chis Land; 
Mc shinkes I thould aot chus be led along, 
Mayl'dvp in thame, with Papers on my Exch, 
Aod follow'd with a Rabble, thar rnoyce 
To (ce my teares, and hesre greancs. 
The rethlefe Flins doch cut my teredex fess, 
And eben | {tart,che enaious people lasgh, 
Aad bid me be adeifed how I aeade 
Ab Hamfrey com } beare this fhamefull yoake? 
Troweft thou chat ere Ile looke spon the World, 
Ox cowns them happy hat emoyes the Sunne ? 
No: Darke thall be my Light,and Night my Day. 
To chinke rpon my Pompe, thall be my Hell. 
Someume Ile fay,) am Duke Haunfrepes Wite, 
And hea Prince,and Ruler of the Leads 
Yet fo he ul'd,end (ach a Prince he wee, 
As he hood by, whileft I,hus foriomne Ducheffe, 
Wes made a wonderzaod 8 pointing flock 
To ewery idle Rafal follower. 
Bux be chou milde,and bieth act ot my theme, 
Nor flirre et ing ,till che Axe of Death 
over chee,ss fure ic thorely will. 
Fa lfk Ghecndn od 
With her, thas bevech thee ond bates ve all, 
And Torke,and impious Beanferd,that falfe Pricht, 
Have all lym ¢ Buthes to betray chy Wings, 
hal bara cstadiey toa baa ches, 
But feare not ct ow, vanil thy foot be faar 
Nor neuer fecke preaension of thy foes. 
Ah Ned forbesre:chousymef all awry, 
1 offend, before I be sctainted : 
Aad hed I cwentic times fo meny foes, 
And esch of chem had twentie canes thelr power, 


Ww hae me refcee thee from this reproach? 
a 





Pesce ciccads dec Ka Comm 
Ile of Maa, 


A eristhe Stelat cd rece a 

ow'cis the Spring and Weeds arc thallew-rooted, 
Suffer chem now,and chey le o'se-grow the Gorden, 
Aad chooke the Herbes for want of Husbandry. 
The renerenc care I besre vato ay 

? 

Glo. Winellie my ceases, I cannot Rey ve fpeake. 

Ext Gita 


Quan. Am thou to? all comfort goe with thes, 
Foc aone sbides with me: my loy,is Death; 
Death,st whofe Name ! oft have beene afear’d, 
Becoufe 1 with'd this Worlds erernizie. 


ed. Achinke 1 (heald haue told yous Graces Tale. 


Stole. »Mademe, thac is to che lle of Man, The Ducheffe, by his fuborsation, 
There to be vs'd according toy Vpen any Life begen her diecittth praAifes » 
reproech : Or if he were nex priate co thofe - 
And thall eee vd ‘ 
Sealey. Like tos 
According to chat State you 
Elianer. Sherife daar so betcer chen I fare, Duchefle 


Although thew lial beene of my theme. gnes fall 
Sherife. Itismy Modame ae. 
Ebaner. 1,1 farewell chy Office is difchacg’d: 
Come S:anlez,thall we gor? 
Stacley. Madame your Penance dene, 
Throw off this Sheer, f 
eee a os our Journey. 
No, ie will il wane arty. And didhe his Preseftasthip, 
it wi vpon my ric Tortg. id he wor ja hi 
nod few ke flier neachewl ce famcnes of Moacy through the Realase, 
Goe,leade the wey, long ve fer my Prifen. ed pey in France,and nenes fens it ¢ 


Scand a Senet. Enter 4 Cardinal Seffelig, 
Torke,3. ; aad Warviske, 
te the Parhamns 


King. 
King. 1 pote my Lord of Gloftes 1s nx come: Thornes oes Feot, 
‘Tis nor bes wont co be the hindmol mea, peayfe: but thall I (peake any 
What e're occafion keepes his from vs sow. Gloffer is 2s ianocent, 
arene, Can you not fee? or will ye act obferue From meaning Tresfon to our Royal) Perfon, 
The frangeneffe of his aker'd Cowntenance? Asis the fucking Lambe,or harmeieffe 3 
With what s Maieftic he beares biewelfe, The Duke is verruces,milde,end tos well ginen, 
How infoten: of late he is become, To degame on eulll,or to worke any 
How prowd, how je,aad unlike himfelfe, Qe. Ah what's mere dengerous,then this fond oiance? 
‘We know the cime Gnee he was milde and affable, Sadincs he 4 Dicas} hes Gentars arc bat borvow'a, 
Aad if we did bus glance a farre-off Looke, For hee’s 


leumedincety he was vpon his Kaee, Ishes 
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For bee's enciin'd as is che resecnous Wolues. 


Torkg. sry easier ode i ae 
As ost ° 
That Ox ey slotoacsbiacd aoe bed: 
And Caterpillers cate my Lesues sway 3 
Bus 3 will remedie chis geste ere long, 
Ox fell my Tice for s glorioes Grane. 


Euor Gleacefer. 
. AN Loed che Kieg: 
Ghf. All beppinefie vare my Goce 


wes ip taal en be ont corne too foens, 


Vaice thee wert reece loyal! chen thoe ars : 
1 doe artefi chee of High Treafon here. 
: theu feels not fee ma blath, 


y 

puref S prog is a0 {0 free from madde, 
As 1 am clesse from Tresfonto my 
Whe can sccufe me? wherein am I guileic? 

Terkg.’ Tis thought, my Lord, 

That yoo tooke Bribes of Praace, 

being Procetor,ftsy'd the Souldiers pey, 

pian, Sarena sence, 


t aver seb’d the Souldiers of sheis pey, 
Ner ever had one penny Bribe from Prance, 
7 Kanl pega apiece} xp 
bein ing good for England, 

The D. heal od hom the King, 
oo! pont | Prerecete vie, 
brough< egainft me ee my Tr : 
fe cues sand taba eee 
Becaufe | would noc saze the needie 
Hove I dif-perfed co che Gerrifons, 
Aad newect esk'd for reRicrenioo. 
Card. It ferees you weil my Lord,to (sy fo much. 
Gloff. | Gy no more chen cruth, fo belpe me Ged. 
Torig. 10 your ProceAarthip, you did devile 

Torteres for Offendors never heard of, 
Gio. Wy tineeU hoon ther oben 

° ‘tis well ther whiles I wae Protefer, 
Piczie was all che faulc thac was lame: 
Fes I thould mel: 2: an Offendors tesces, 
Aad lowly words were Realome for theis (estes 
eta z 
Or felonious Theefe,chac fleec’d poore pafengers, 
J aever gave therm condi gne punifhrncnt. 
Merther inderde shat bloodie hane,! tortur’d 
Aboer che Feton, or whet Trefpas elfe. 
Saff Wy Lord shefe fants ore ealis, quickly anfwex'd 
Bex mightier Crimes are lay'd vaso your charge, 
Whercof you coona eabily purge your (cife, 


yeaaral 
gracious Loed,chefe dengesous: 
Wome is choaks with foule rate ag ; 


Shs wey Sry 
‘tha eaaices ocd chac lyes vpon his heerc o 


And dogged Yarky,chat reaches at che Moone, 
Whole ouer-weening Arme | sr Aaa 
By faife accufe doth ord L a a 
Aad you, my Seversig: y. wieb¢ a 
Cauhlefle have lay’d lgaces on “7 head, 
Aad with your bet eaccnour have firt'd vp 
My pits Mpe pea iia: : “a 
Jall hane ley’d heads t 
My feltohad notice of yous Cent 
And allco make away my guiltiefle Life. 
I thall not wear falle Witnefle,to conderane me, 
Nox ftore of Treafons,to sagmenc : 
The ancient Prowerbe will be well 

chly found to beat a Dogge. 

lereble, 


“bs fhe had nsgearsaceschap oar 
ng! Zargouashbineahir e, 
Qa, Bat I can give che loles leeue co chide. 


Hany tncowes away his Crach, 


Lords, whee wifdomes feemeth 
salsa ice fae ea hene 
Lewes, Wher, will your Highnefle esos the Parfie- 
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For what's more miferable then Difcontent? sceme. Thrice Noble Safety, ‘cis refobueely (poke. 
Ai Vachle Hamfvey, in chy face I fee . Not refoluce,exceps fo much were dont, 
The Map of Hener,Timh,and For things are often poke, and feldome 


And yet, good umfrey , is the howre to come, 
That ere { prou'd thee falfe,os Fear'd thy faith. 
Wha ofa ay pl pee) proses deal 

That thefe Lor aret ovr Qhyeene, 

Feceshon of chy horreelefie Life, 

Thou never didft them wrong ,nor no man wrongt 

And 2s the Racchertakes awaytheCaife, 

And binds the Wrerch, snd bears cee es 

Bearing it to che bloody Slaughter- 3 

Even fo remorfelefie hove they borne him henee : 

And 2s the Darome rasnes lowing vp and dewne, 

the way her hareneleffc young one went, 

And con doe naught but wayle ber Darlings lode, 

Euen fo my fcife bewayles good Gist: ¢ 

With fed vohelpefall teares, and with dican'd eyes ; 

Looke efter him,and cannac doe him geod; 

So mightie are hs vowed Enemies. 

His fortunes I will weepe, and cwiac each grosne, 

Say who's s Trayvor ? Cicer he is none, Exe. 

wrens, Free Lords - 

Cold Snow melts wich the Sennes hot Reames : 

Heery ray Lord,is cold in greet Affaires, 

Too fall of foolith pittie : and Glofers thew 

himn,as the moumefull Crocodile 

With forrow {nares relenting paffengers; 

Or as the Saake,roli’d pp-neeras.| nke, 

Wich thiniog checker'd flow {ting a Cluld, 

That for the beaurie thinkes it exellent. 

Beleeve me Lords, were none more wife then I, 

And yet herein I tudge mine owne Wit ’ 

This Giefier fhould be quickly rid the World, 

To cid vs from the feace we have of him. 

Card. That he thould dye,ts worthie pollicie, 
But yet we want a Coloar for his desth ; 

“Ets meet he be condema'd by courfe of Lew. 

Seff. Bur in ny inde, chat were nc pollicie: 
Fhe King will labour fill to faue bis Life, 

The Commons haply rife,to fave his Life; 

And yet we hawe but criaiall srgement, 

More chen miftruft, chet fhewes him worthy desth, 
Yorke. So that by this, you would nor have him dye, 
Saf. Ab Torky,co man alive, fo feine 2s I. 

Yorke, "Tis Terke chet hath more reafon for his death, 
But my Lord Cardinall end you wy Lord of Suffolke, 
Say es youthenhe,snd fpeske it from your Soules : 
Wer'r noe all one, an empcie Eagle werc fer, 

To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kyte, 

As Dake Haanfrey for the Kings ProteAor ¢ 

wernt So the poore Chicken thould be fare of death. 
. Madame ‘cis trve : and wer's not madnefie then, 

Torske che Fox furseyor of che Fold? 

Who being accus’d a craftie Murtherer, 

His guilt thoald be bur idly potted curr, 

Becaufe his is net execured. 

No: let fom dye,in chat he ts 3 Fox, 

By nature prow’d an Enemie to the Flock, 

Before his Chaps be Asya’d with Crimfen blood, 

As Hamfrey proud by rp at bl We 

And doe not ftead on Quillets how to flay him: 

Be it by Gynoes,by Snares, by Sebtietie, 

; oc W. ds ae mactet how, 

So be be dead; for char 13 good decek, 

‘Whiach mates him firft, thas firft intends decets. 


Bur chat my beast sccordeth with my tong ee, 
Seeing the deed is meritorioss, 
And to preferve my Sopersigne from h:s Fos, 
Say bac the word,and I will be his Prieft, 
Bex 3 would haue hien desd,my Losd of Suffolke , 
Bre you cam cake dae Orders for s Prick : 
Sey you confent,an4 cenfure well che deed, 
‘Ad tle provide bis Execusioner, 
J cendes fo the faferie of my Liege. 


Oo mite ee 
- And fo fey L. 

Yorke, And: andnow we cheee have (poke it, 
Ac ckills not greatly whe impognes our doome. 


Enter « Pofte. 


Poff. Great Lords,from Ireland ora! come ameine, 
To figmfie,chat Rebels there are vp, 
And puc the Engli poate ar — 
ours( ftop betinee, 
Before the Woend doc pice sncaritle; 
For being greene,there is greet hope of helpe. 
Card. A Beeach chat craues a quick expedicer floppe, 
Whar counfaile give you in this weightie caufe? 
Tarks. Tha: Sewsrfer be fer as Regen thither : 
"Tis meet thet lockie Ruler be rmptoy‘d, 
Wikneffe che fortune he hath had in France. 
Som, H Yorke, with all his farre-fer pollicse, 
Had beene the Regent chere,in flesd of me, 
He newer would have flay’d in France (0 tong, 
Torke.No,not to lofe iz 8!!,93 thon heft done. 
I rather would haue loft my Life betimes, 
Then bring a burshen of dis-hosost home, 
By Aeying there fo loag, till all were lof. 
Shew me one skerre, charaQter'd on thy Skinne, 
ay at preferu'd fo whole,dor feldome wise. 
e. thea, this fperke will proue a rag: 
if Wind and Faetl be A saber to feed it wit ‘il 
No more, good Yorke; {weet Semer{ce be Fall. 
Thy fortune, Torte, hodft thou brene Regent there, 
Mighe hsppilty have prow’d ferre worfe then his. 
Jew: worte then meught ? nay,chen « fhemne 
take all, 


Semerfer, And in che number, thee, thee wilheft 
theme. : 


Card. My Lord of Yorke, trie what your fertune les 
Th'vaciuil! Kernes of Ireland ere in Armes, 
And Clay with blood of Bnglifhmen, 
To Ireland will yoo leade s Band of men, 
Colle&ed from each Countie fome, 
And trie your 


spun the Trifemen¢ 

Torte. I will,my Lord, fo plesfe bis Maicfite. 

Sef. Why,our Aushoritie is hie confene, 

And whas we doc eftablith be confirmes : 

Then,Noble Yordy, take chou this Teske ia bend. 
Torkg. acs concen: Prouide me Souldiers, Lords, 

W Eek Mange lec Totes wil ma pow 

LA 7 Iwi 

But now revarne wero the falfe Duke . 
Card Nomereof im: for! will deale with bin, 

That henceforth he thall troable ve ne more: 

Aod fo breske off,che dy is slmoft 

Lord Soffele.you and I aul talke So 











Torte. My Lord of Suffolke,wehin fourcecenc dayes 
At ft expe my Souldiers, 
Foe chere tle (hippe chem all for Irelend. 
Soff. Ne fee  wruly done,my Lord of Yorke, Exvanst 
Man T 


feuet Torkg. 

Torky.Now Torkg or neuer, ficele chy fearful thoughts 
Acad mifdoebt to refolution i 
Be chat choe hop'ft to be or what chou art 
Refigne to death, ic ts not worth th'enioying: 
Let pale-fac'e feare heepe with the meane borne msn, 
Aad finde no harbor in a Royall heare. 
Fafter the .time fhowres,comes thogh: oa thoght, 
And acta he buc chiakes on Digeice. 
My Brayac,more bufie then the Isboring Spider, 
Weanes cedeous Snares to trap mince Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well: ‘tis poliikely done, 
To fend me pecking with an Hoeft of men: 
I feave ene, you but warme the ferued Soske, 
Who cherithe in your breafts will fing your hearts, 
"Twas men [lackt,and you will give them me ; 
I cake ic kindly: yet be well sffec'd, 
You put fharpe Weapons in a mad-mens hands, 
Whites! in Irelend nourith amightie Band, 
Iatfl Gere vp 1a England fome biack Scorme, 
Shall blowe ten thoufend Soules to Heseen,or Hell: 
Aad chis fell Tempeft fhall not cesfe ro rage, 
Varifi che Golden Circuit on rey Heed, 
Lite to the glorious Sennes trenfparant Beames, 
Dee cakne the furie of this ms Flowe. 
Aad for o miner of my intent, 
I bsee feduc'd a hesd-ftrong Kemifhmen, 
bein Cade of Athford, 
To make Commotion,ss firtl well he can, 
Vader che Title of leben eM ertimer. * 
fn ireland haue 1 feenc this Aubborne Cade 


vadifcousr'd,come to me egsine, 
ee notice of thesr Villenies, 


they can inflict 
can him, 
Vassuid ba se thate Arwied 
thas he thrive,ss tis greac like be will, 

then frora Iselsad come I with my firength, 


For Hanfrey ; being desd,ss he thell 


. Why ehac’s well (aid.Goe,get youto my Houle, 
I ee a fi for chis venturous deed: a 
The Krag and all the Peeres are here at hand. 
Haue you layd faire che Bed ? Is all things well, 
According as | gaue direGlons? 
s. ‘Tis.my good Lord. 
Suff Away ,be gone. 


Send Truspets. Baser the King she Qusree, 
Co deal Sof Somat oaks 
Atendans. 
ing. Coe coll our Vinckle co our prefence fisaigh:: 

See intend rotry his Grace to day, $ 
If he be pudtie,es ‘tis publithed. 

Seff. lle call him prefently my a Lord. Grn. 

King. Lords take your places: and I pra al 
Proven a0 Rraicer "gasell oor Vackle Clohe, 
Then from true curdenceof good efleeme, 
He de approu'd tn ife culpable. 

Reever God forbid any Malice fhould preveyle, - 
That faulileffe may condemne a Noble msn : 
Pray God he may arqux him of fulpition, 

Keg Ichanke chee Nef, chefe wordes conten: mee 
muc 


Exeum, 


Enter Soffolke. 
How now? why look’ft chou pale? why crembieft thou? 
Where is ovr Vackle? what's the yrv engl 
. Deed in his Bed,my Lord: Giofer is dead, 
ri ia Ma forfend. 
Card. Gods (ecret ludgement: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dembe,and could not fpeske a werd. 


. How fe Lord be 
tent ow feres my ¢ Heipe Bing 


Seas. Rete vp his Body, wring him by the Nofe, 
Ma.Ranne,goe Henry ope chine eyes. 
Saf, He doth reuive agsine, Madsme be petient. 
Kimg. Ob Hesueoly God. 
2u.How fares my gracious Lord? 

Pic Comfose my Soweraigne, grecious Hany com- 


Keog. What,doch my Lord of Suffolke comfor: mef 
Came he ri henow cog » Rasen Now, 
Whofe difmall rune spl eank 
And thinkes he,chac the chirping of a Wren, 
By crying comfort from a hollow bresf, 
Can chalt away the firt-conceseed found? 
Hide noe chy poyfon with fech fugred words, 
Ley note eTilaghapipp ot A 
Theis e hes me as 3 Serpence fti 
baleful 


Yer doe not goe away t 
And kill che innocent gezer with uvy Gght: 
For in the fhade of deazh,! (hall finde ioy ; 
fo life but double death, now Gleffer’s deed. 
Queens, Why do you race eny Lord of Suffolke tims? 
Although the Duke was enemie to him, 
Yer he moft Cheiftionaliles laments his death: 
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1 would be blinde wich weeping, Gcke with grones, Soffolke, and the Cardins!l Bamfords meses : 
Locke pale as Prim-rofe with blood-deiakiegs Gghes, Conunone bike an angry Hine of Bees 


And all co hae the Noble Duke alive. That wan thew Leader, icattes vp and downe, 
Whee know I how che world may deeme of me? oan ee 
For it is knowne we were but hollow Friends » or Aer aaribdated eatard pleenfell muniuie, 


Ic may be iudg'd 1 meade the Deke away, weil sg Aart pas pha rhea 
So thall ay name with Slanders tongue be wounded, he Is dead good Warwick, ‘tis too true, 
And Priaces Courts be fill'd with ey reproach 1 Bus how he dyed, God knowes, not Haury : 
This get I by his death: Aye me vnhe Boater his Chamber, view his breathleffe is 
To bes Queene, and Crown'd with i ; And commen: chen vpon his fedaine death. 
Kiag. Ab woe is me for Giofter, wretched man. War. That thall I do ay Liege ; Stay Salsburie 
Queen, ee ee pp roghyrelareniert » til I returne. 
What, Doft choa rurne away, and bide thy face ? -O thos chet indgeft all things, fis the ; 
I sano losthfome Leaper, looke on me. My: ts, that Labour co perfwade S tesie: ia 
Nia sidladed et prea sel eel comers Lege Pap-idrechaa ees ile 
Be 100, and kill Queene, my fufpe& . me 
fhe constoct fect Gleaes Tamme? For judgement onely belong to thee : 
we cae Faine would I coro chafe his pelic lips, 
his Scetue, aad worthip k, With twenty kiffes,snd to deame 
Aad Image bur en Ale-boufe figne. Vpon his face on Ocean of {ales 
Wes | for this nye wrsck'd upon the Sea, Torell my love vnto his dumbe dealt renke, 
And wwice by sak ward winde from Er s benke And with esy fingers feclehis hand, vaSeeling . 
Droue backe againe vato my Native Cli Bor all in vaine ase chefe mesne 
What boaded this ? bus well fore-warning winde Bed pat forth. 
Did feeme to fey, fecke not 9 Scorpions Nef, And co farocy his dead end corthy Image : 
Nor fet no footin seas cl tar What were it but comeke my forrow greater 
Whiat did I then? Bat cur gafts, ware, Come hither gracious Souctaigne, view this 
And he that leos'd them forth theit Benzen Caves, . ii 
And bid chem blow towards Englands bleffed hore, King. Tharis to fee how deepe my itmade, 
Or carne our Sterne vpon 8 ull Rocke » For with his foule fled all my worldly , 
Yer Aiolas would nat bee martherer, Fos feeling bi, } fee my life in death. 
Bat left ches haccfull office vnto thee. war. As Casely os my foule wrends to llue 
The pretty veulting Sea refis'dto drowne me, With that dread King thes tooke our fisce vpon hics, 
ing thet chou wouldit have me drawn'd onthore | To free vs from his Fashers wrethfull cusfe, 
With ceares as fale as Sea, throagh thy vakindaefle, 1 de belewwe thas violent hands were laid 
The fplitting Rockes cowr’d in the finking fends, Vpon che life of this chrice-femed Duke 
And would not dath me with their fides, Sef. A dreadfull Oah, fworne with a folemmn 
Becanfe thy Gincy heart more hard then they, Wha inftance gives Lord Warwicke for hie vow, 
Might in thy Pallace, perith Edaser. war. See haw the blood is fetied wn his face. 
As as L coald ken chy Chathy Ciiffes, Oft hauc I feene atimely-parted Gheft, 
When from thy Shore, the Tempefi beste vs becke, Of athy femblance, meager, pele, sad bloodiefle, 
T Rood vpon che Hatches in the florme: Being all defcended to iheasing hast, 
And whea the doskie siry, ee phe pred neip-alpma ings? Gore 
My carneft-gsping of thy view, As sydance gamf{ the enemy, 
Brooke acofly Iewe ahvirar idee Which wich che heart shere cooles, and ne’re revetach, 
A Hart it was bound in with Oismonde, Tobleth end beaunifie che Checke 


Aad threw it towards thy Land : The Sea recein'd it, Bat fee, his face is blacke, end fell 





His Fathers AAs, commenc’d in bemiog Troy. The leaf of all chefe ignes were probeble. 

Arm S not witches lie her ? Or chou aot falfe like him ? Fy eee one meee co ee een 
Aye me, I canno more: Dye Efner, My feife snd him ia 

For Henry weepes, thes chou doft [ive fo long. Aad we I hope fix, sre no mpurtherere. 









nee od eu(focouihyFedthe good Dketebeeper 
Nofe within. Emer W, ond A (forfooth eto keeper 
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And (ees falt-by, » Butcher with an Volefie Loed Safulky Arsight be 


Bec will ‘cwwas be chas mode the files 2 Or banilbed faire Eng Tesricories, 
Whe finds the Parridge in che Purtecks Neft, batt garaged Pallece, 
Bet mey imagine how the Bird was dead, Aad torture hice wich lin death. 
Although the Kyte foare with vnblovdied Beake ? They fey by him the Duke dy’ de : 
Ewen fo fol fa vod hig, ep fay,in erebestd: -pabbadt ps death, 
a. Are Bascher Safehdwhere’s Kaife? | Aod meere in ° aod Loyal:ie, 
rit ened Kye? hee ae his Tallon? Free from 3 ftebborne oppofice intent, 
. Lweare no Kaife,zo ter fleeping men, As being though to conrradi & liking, 
Bet here's a sider uoipe with esfe, Makes ewe in foraaed in his Bont lomocee. 
Thaz thall be fcowred in his rencoroes heart, They fay,in cere of your moft Royall Perfen, 
Theat Manders ne with Merthers Crien(on Badge. Thee if your Highneffe fhould intend co fleepe, 
Say pf thos dar'fi.prowd Lord of Warwick fhire, Aad charge,chat no men fhonid difterbe 
nat | am feattie in Dube denh. In paine of your diflike.or peine of death; 
Ware. Whe dacs not Warwiek, if fife Saffelky dare Yet norwithftanding foch frei EIA, 
hbew > Wane there s Serpeat feene, with forked Tengve, 
Qa, He dares not calene his contemelions Spit, That Oyly gly ded towards your Maieftie, 
Nor ceale co be sn arrogant Cansroiler, ic were but neceflarie you were wak'e . 
Though dace bien cwentie thowlend times. Leaf being feffer’d mn chat heresefull fuwber, 
Ware. be [till : wich reaesence may I (sy, The Worme might make the fleepe evernall. 
Fer every word you fpeake in his behalfe, And therefore doe they cry though you forbid, 
Is i Thac chey will guard you, where you will,or ne, 
Soff. Birn-wa ; in demeanor, From fach feil Serpents es falfe Saffedke is 5 
If emer Lady wrong’d ber Lord fo mech, Wich whole invenomed and facall fling, 
Thy Mother cooke into her blemefull Bed Your toning Vackle twentiecimes his worth, 
Seoue flerne varecur'd Chortle; 20d Noble Stock They fay is berefs of life. 
Wes greft wich Creb-cree flippe, whole Fruit thou arc, Coasesons within. An enfwer from che King, my Lord 
ae Bes oes of Month bucklers Sof Taitk he Commmong, aude enpolish: Hindes, 
‘ov. ile orcher » Vis tikec enpolifh: He 
And | thoald reb the Dearhe-men of his Fee, ate Could fend fech Meffage to their Souerzigne : 
Queating thee thereby of ren thoufand thames, But Lord, were glad co be imploy’d, 
Pposteygis Ausecn 206d shacea  etereed adic To how quein: an you are, 
rears euabinch ss ain} dosed Bat all che Hones - hath wonne, 
e begge perdon far ¢ h {s,chat be wee the Lord affader , 
And fay.ic was Wather tacocmcee. Sent from 2 fort of Tinkers to the King. 
Thae etry feife waft borne in Baftacdic ; wovbia. An salwer from the King, or wee will oll 
radertnirtarecligahdyrubiren, showed beeake in. ccna acca daie 
Gree thy Soule to Goce Safishery,and ve me, 
Ponies tees bce et af slog, ikea shee Gruee ache lesen ce 


Sef. Thoe thal be waking. while I thedthy blood, | And had I not beene ciced fo by thom, 


If from this prefence chos da Rt goe with ame. Yer did f as they doe encrest : 
Waw.Awiy sen cow,or | will drog thes hence : For fure,my hrs doe hourely prophecie, 
+ hapten thos art, Ile cope with chee, per renee tay hale ——— 
Aad doe ferwice to Dake Auasfreyes Ghoft, And therefore by ie f (weere, 
Exeunt. Whole ferre-vaworthie Deputic I san, 
King. What flroager thea a heart vncainecd? | He (hall not breathe infeAion in this syre, 
Thrice is he area‘d,chas bath his Quorrell inft; Bac theee dayes 00 the paine of death, 
Aad he bur asked h locks vp in Seeele, Se. Ob How, jet oe pleade for groue . 
Whole Coafcicace with lainftice is corrupted. King V Qysene,to call him gencle . 
A anf wishin, No more I fay: if thou do'f pleade fee him, 
Qusene. Wher noyfe is this? Thou wile bur adde encreafe vnto my Wrath. 
Had I bur Loyd, I would hane kept my Word; 
Suter Soffelke and warwcky, with thed But when I {weare,ix is irrruocabie : 
Weapons drawes. If afer three dayes {pace chon bere bee'ft faund, 
ant A chert esa 
King. how new Lords ¢ The World thall not be Renfoune for chy Life. 
You Wespons drawne, Come Warwicks.come Warwick, gor with ree, 
Herve in ear prefeace ? Dare you be (0 bold? ahs Gres onion to chee. Exws. 
Why whet rermsisvons clamor have we here ? Que. Milchence and Sorrow gee sleng wich yO8, 
Saf. The crayt'rocs wurwck wich the wen of Bary, Hearts Difconsent, and fowre 
Sea afl vpon me, meighcis Soversigne. Be play-fellewes to heepe you 


compenie : 
There's wo of you, the Denill meke a third, 
rppaatiagarie Aad three-fold Ven ¢ cend vpon your fteps, 
Salich Sere Rand epert , the ing thall know your Sef. Ceafe, Qyeene, thele Peecratioas, 
winde. : And let chy S take his heacic leane. Bye 





Covssrd promen, and foft herted wretch, 
Ry wml hetmplararans 


Saf. A plagee rpoatthea : wherefore (hoald I cui 


Would curfes kilt, as doth the Mandrakes prone, 
I would inuent as bitter fearching termes, 
As curft, as harth, and bortible co heare, 
Deluer’d Rrongly throagh my fixed teeth, 
With full as many fignes of deadly hare, 
As leane-fac'd enuy m ber loathfome cave, 
My congue fhould ftumble in mine carne words, 
Mine eyes fhould fparkle Like the beaten Fling, 
Mine haire be fixe an end, as one diftra&: 
J, every ioyat fhoald feeme to cusfe and bap, 
And even now ay burthen’d heat: would breake 
Shoeld 1 not ceric them. Poyfon be thert drinke. 
Gall, worfe then Gall, the daintieft chat chey tafle s 
Theis {weereft thade, 3 grove of C Trees : 
Their cheeieft ProfpeA. murd'ring Bafilinkes: 
Thetc fofteR Touch, as (mart a3 Lyzards Runge: 
Thetr Moficke, frighefull as the Serpents hide, 
And bosding Screech-Owles, make the Coofort full. 
All the foale terrors in darke feared hell 
Q. Enough fweer Suffolke,thou torment’ thy felfe, 
And thefe dread curfes like che Sunne ‘gainit gisfle, 
Or like an ower-<charged Gun, cecoile, 
And temes chi force of them vpon thy felfe. 
Sef. You bad me ban, end will you bid me leaue? 
Now by che that 1 sm banith'd from, 
Weil could! curfe sway 6 Wincers night, 
Though Randing naked ona Mountaine top, 
Where cold would neuer let grafle grow, 
Aad chioke it bot minute fpent in fpore. 
Qe. Oh, let me inrvest thee ceale, gine me thy hand, 
Thet I sy dew it with wy mournful wea ec: 
Nor let che came of heaven wet this place, 
To wabh sway my wofull Monuments. 
Oh, could this kiffe be primed in thy hand, 
That thou might thinke vpon thet by the Seale, 
Through whom s thoufand fighes ere breach'd for chee. 
So get thee gone, thar I may know my grecfe, 
7Tis bac fureniz'd, whiles thon art ftanding by, 
As one that furfete, thinking on a want: 
I will repeale thee, or be well affur'd, 
Aduenrare co be banithed my felfe : 
And banithed I em, if but from thee. 
Ge, Speake not to me ; cuen now be 
.| Ob gonot yet. Even thus, two Friends condemn’d, 
Emtrece, and kiffe, and cake ten chouland Jeaues, . 
Loather a hundred times to part chen dye ; 
Yee now farewell, and farewell Life with chee. | 
Suf. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times banithed, 
Once by the King, and three cimes thrice by chee, 
Tis not the Land I care for, wer'r thoa thence, 
A Wilderneffe is populous enough, 
So Suffolke had thy hesaenly comps 





Wich every feeersll pleafure in the World: 
And where chou art aot, Defolation, 

I canno more : Liuc chou to toy thy lifes 

My (elfeno icy in nought, bus that thou lif, 


Eater Vanx, 


Room. Whether goes Vans (0 fah? Wher newes I 


Henry the Sixt. 


ny : 
For where chou art, there is the World it felfe, P 







Were by bis fide : Sometime, he calles che King, 
Aad whilgers to his pillow, as to him, 
The fecrets of his oucr-charged foule, 
And | ssn fent to cell bis Maieftie, 
ee be ces alowd for him. 
: is heany totheKing. Ent 

Aye me! What is this World? What newes © thefe ? 
Bat wherefore greeue I s¢ a0 heures peore loffe, 
Omnitzing Suffolkes exile, myfoules Treafare > 
Why Saffolke moume | net for thee 2 
Aad with the Soucherne clouds, contend in teares ? 
Theirs for the earths encreafe, mine for my forrowes. 
Now get chee hence, the King thou know 1s comming 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Saf. If Udepast from thee, | canno: hive, 
And in thy fight co dye, what were it elfe, 
Bur like a pleafant Qumber in thy lap ? 
Heere could I breath say foule into che ayre, 
Asmilde and gentle as the Cradle-babe, 
Dyiag with mothers dug ge betweene it s fps. 
Where from thy ight, I (hould be raging mad, 
And cry out for thee to clofe vp roine cyes : 
To auc thee with thy lippes to lop my mouth: 
So fhould’t thow eyther turne my fying foule, 
Or I fhould breathe is fo into thy body, 
And chen it liu’d in (weete Elizium, 
To dye by thee, were but co dye in ieft, 
From thee to dye, were toreure more then death s 
Ob let me ftay, befall whas may befall. 

Queen, Away : Though parting bes fretfull corofs 

Teis applyedto a deathfull wound. 
To France {weet Sufolke : Lee me hesre from thees 
For wherefoere thou art in this worlds Globe, 
He haue an /ras that thall finde thee eut. 
Saf. \go. 
ws. And take my hearse with thee. 

Sef. A lewell locke into the wofvift Caske, 
Thac euer did costaine s ching of worth, 
Fuen asa {plitted Barke, fo funder we : 

This way fall I to death. 

Ou. This way for me. 





































Excudt 






Enter the Keng, Salisbury, aud Warmicke, to he 
gs rise Lor 






Keug. How fare's my Lord? Speake Beauford to thy 
Soucraipne. 


Ca If thou beett death, le give thee Englands Treafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch seat Ifland” 
So thou wile Jet me live,and fecle no paine. 
Kisg. Ah, whata figne it is of evil life, 
Where deach’s spprosch is feenc fo cerrible. 
war. B. t is thy Soneraigne {peakes to thee. 
Beam. Bring me nto oy Triall when gou will. 
Dy'de he not in his bed? Where fhould he dye ? 
Can 1 make men live where they will or a0 2, 
Od torture me no more, I will confeffe. 
Allue againe? Then thew me where he is, 
oa leprae eS ey 
He hath nceyes, che duft hah blinded therm. 











Comb 












Coebe downe his beire; leokeJoohe, k 


The fecondT art of Heno the Soc. 137 
SSR of iam 
Apechecarie 


Sal. Difterbe heen not, 
Peace to his foule, if 
chool’ht 


War. So boda death, oe gees » monftrous life. 

Keg Ferbesreto judge, for we ore faners all. 
Giefe ep his eyes, and drew che Curteine clofa, 
Andie vs alco Medicanos, 


Boghs ot Sea, Ordnance gers off, 


ing Wolves sroufe the Iades 
Whe with thei drewfic, Dow, 20d 


Breath foule comaglous derkneffe io she ayre : 
the Souldiers of oar prize, 
Aachors in the Downes, 
Heere thal chey meke thei rentome ea the fand, 
Or wich thew blood ftsine this difcoloased those. 
Meifter, thrs Prifones freely give! thee, 

And chee thac art his Mate, make beoce of uns : 
The ocher 0atear 9/birmere is 


For chou Pace 


® 8 
The of Suffolke, wtlian de la Pele, 
Phir, The Duke of Seffolte. muffted vp in ? 








dre psec typ 9 
,eed Rirrop > 
td rprecacao 
whee head. 
How often haft chou waked a my cup, me 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d downe a: the boord, 
When J base feafted with Queene Mayere: ? 
Rerncnber it, and lec ic make chee ~ felme 
J ereaiy eee ayprral aw : 
How In our voyding thou feod, 
Aad duly weyted for my comming forh ? 
Thus hand of ene hach wric in thy bebe ife, 
Aad cherefose thall it cherme thy riecews « 
whie Speak Capesine, Drall ] Rab che fe Swain. 
Leow, Firft let my words Aab him,os he hach me. 
Sef. Bele ace, thy words ore blunt and fe art thea. 
Lae. ham hence sad on our beats Gde, 
Sernkeoffhishesd. Saf. Thou das'R nos fos chy owns 
Lome. Poole, Sit Pose? Lord, 
I kennel, peddle, ake, whefe filsh snd dist 
Troubles the Glue: Spring, where England drinben 
Now will I dam ep uhisthy ys mowh, 
For ore bee ipa a, snl 
aches hifl the enc, weepe the ground: 
hd ni ood Dake Pn dea 
Ages windes in veime, 
ho in t Baalf hiffe ot chee og . 























tas. And {o mach fhall you give,or off goes yours, 
Aad beare the neme 
Car boch the Villzines 
The lowes of thole which we have 
Be couster-peys'd with fech « pectic famane. 


Wharar. 1 loRmine eye in leying the prize sboord, 


bed 
And fo theald thefe, if | might 
Lew. Be 00% fe rath, che ranfome, lex bien Bue. 


Pfs Senger fre 
whe. Aad fo om |: my come is Waher whirrnws. 
How now?why ftsrts chou? Whee doth desch affright? 
Sef. Thy nae sffrighcs me, in whele found is 
A men did calculate i 


1 ama Genlemen, 
peyed. 


which x is I core oor, 





pt fanaa scp hesacaler asa 
fe Normans thorough 
Didi: GCN Lek md Rese : 
















Ie ceepe mre the Pallace of out King, 

And aii by chee: wey, county hien ante. 

Sef, O chat } were « Ged, to thoes forth Thendes 
Vpon chefe peliry,Cruile pbie® Dradges: 













126 , 
Sach slowly Veffall as thy felfe. 
words moue Rage, and not remorte in me : 
I go of Meflage from che Queene to France : 
I charge chee waft me fsfely croffe the Channel. 
Law. Water: W.Come Suffolke, I muft waft thee 
OS Pine gute hee 1 f 
Pine gelidan tiveer at ar tud, tint care. 
iteos thal hsve Fades cue bekeee leave thee. 
‘Whar, sre ye dented now? Now will ye Roope. 
3.Grat, My gracious Lord intreat him, {peak him fair 
Sef, Seffolkes Imperial congue is Rerne and rough: 
Ve'dro command, vnesugbt to plesde for fauour. 
Ferre be ic, we fhould honor fuch as thefe 
Wirth bomble {uire: no, rether let my head 
to the blocke, chen thefe knees bow to any, 
Ssee co the God of heauen, snd to my King : 
And fooner dance vpon s bloody pole, 
Thea fiand yncouer’d co the Vulgas Groome. 
True Nobility, is exempt from feare - 
More can I Beare, then you dere execute. 
Lien, Hele him away, and lec bim talke no core s 
Come Seotdiers, thew what cruchy ye can. 
Sef. That chie my death may neuer be forget. 
Great men off dye by vilde Bezonions. 
A Romane Swordes, and Bandecto flane 
Maurder'd{weet Tuffy Brasoe Bafterd hand 
Scab'd Jatoae oe = e IMandets 
P the Geese, olky Pyracs. 
Liew. Andes for cthefe whofe renfome we haue fet, 
Tc ts our plesfure one of them depart : 
come you with vs, and lewbim go. 

Exit Livutenant, and the reff. 
awe the firfiGomt, — Emter walter with the body. 
Wal. There lec his head, and livelefie bode lye, 

Vail] che Queene his Miftris Bory ir. Exn walter, 
1.Gene, O barbarous and bloudy fpeftacle, 

His body will I beare vntothe King: 

Ihe revenge st not, yer will bis Friends, 

Se will che Qaccne, that liuing, held hum deere, 


Eerer Bonus, and Jobe Holand, 


Bruits, Come and get thee a {word, though made of 3 
Lash, chey hsue bene vp chefe cwo dayes. 

Hel, They howe the more neede co fleepe now then. 

Bowes, \ cell thee, Jacky Cadethe Closthier, meancs to 
érefie the Coramon-wealth and curne it, and fet anew 


nep vpon it. 
Hel. Sohe hed need, for ‘cis shred-bare. Well, I fey, 
ic was never merrie world in Englaad, fm ce Gentlemen 


came vp. 

Bonu. O miferable Age : Vere isnot regerded in 
Hendy-crafts men, 

Hol, The Nobilitie chinke fcorne 10 goe in Leather 
Apreas. 

Beuss, Nay mote, the Kings Councell are no good 
Workemen. ; 

Hel. Teue : end yer ic is faid, Labour in thy Vocati. 
on ; ohich is es aruch to fay, os lex the Magiftraces be I- 
bouring men, end therefore fhould we be Magifiraces. 

Benes. Thou haf bit it : for chere’sno better figne of 
brave minde, chen s hard hend. 

Mel, \ fee them, | fee rem : There's Bgf's Sonne, the 
Tanner of Winghem. 
Baws. Hee fhall hage che skinnes of oer enemies, to 





Ons "ate Jenry the Sixt, 






make Dog Leather of, 

Hel. And Dicke the Burcher. 

‘Bess. Then is fin ftrucke downe like sn Oxe, andina 
quicies throare cut like s Calfe, 

Hel. Aad Smith the Wezuer. 

Bea. Argo,their thred of life is fpun. 

fd. Come, come, ict’s fall in with there. 


Dremast. Emer Cade, Decke Bascher, Sornh the Weaure 
and 4 Sanyer,wnb infane mambers. 


Cade, Wee [elve Cade, fo rearm'd of out fuppofed Fa- 


Ber. Or rather of e Cade of Herriags. 
with che {pisis ond Princes. 
. potting down Kings Princes. 


Bes. Silence, 

leapt Facher was a Bfertimer. 

But. He was en honeft maa, and a good Brichiayer. 

(ade, My mother a Plonagenct. ? 

Burch. i knew her well, the was 3 Midwife. 

Cade. My wife defcended of the Lerss. 

i Bat. She was indeed a Pedlers deupheer,& fold many 
sees. 

Wrauer. Bat now of Jere, not able tocreecll with her 
ferr'd Packe, the wafhes buckes here et home. 

Cade. Therefore om | of an honorable heafe. 

Bas. I by my faith, the Geld is honorable, ead there 
was he borne, vader a hedge: for his Farber hed newer 0 
houfe but che Cage. 

Cade. Voliam I am, 

Weener’ Amaft needs, for beg gery is valiant. 

Cade. Yamable ro endure much, 

Bur, No qoeftion of hac : for Ihave feene him whipt 
three Market dayes cogether, 

Cade. 1 feare neither fword, not fire. 

Wee. Heacede nor feare the (word, for his Coste it of 
proofe. 

But. Bor me tbioks he thould fland in fesre of fire, be- 
ing burnt I’th hand for Nesling of Shecpe._ 

Cade. Be braue then, for your Caprame is Brave, and 
Vowes Reformation. There thall be ia England, fcuen 
halfe peny Loaues fold for a peny : the three heop'd por, 
Sheth hawe cen and 1 wil make st Fellony to drink 
fall Beere. All the Realme thall be in Common,aad ta 
Chesphide thall my Palfrey goto graffe: and whenlam 
King, es King I will be. 

































&. God laue your Maicfty. 
Cade. | thenke you good . There fhall bee ow 
mony, oll (hall eave and eon my fcore, and I will 






spparrell chem aij in one Livery, that they may ogree like 
Brothers, sod werdhdp meee Loed. 

Bea. The fickt ching we do, let’s kils all che Lawyers. 

Cade, Nay, chat I meaneco do. Is nos chis 3 lsenente- 
bie thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe fhosid 
be made Parchmens ; thes Parchment being {cribeld ore, 
fhould vndoe s man. Some (ay the Bee ftings, bec I fay, 
sea she Besce ren: fee 8 0 bw (eecer ee eee 
ee eee ce How now ¢ "e 

? 


Bue tO kearky. 
Wrasse, The Clearke of Chastam + hee can write end 
ee 


- O monftrous. 
Wea. We tooke bin ferting of boyes Copics, 










C ade, 













The kecond Part ¢ 
Code, Here's o Vilsioc. 


sea, ta’s 0 Booke in his pocket with red Leccers iat 
Cate, Nay chen he is a Conlerer. 
Bet, Nay, he con make Obligations sno write Court 


ferry fort : Themanis » proper can of 
mine Honour : valeffe I fiodehie be thal net die. 
Cone hither Grrab, I maft examine thee 1 Wher bs thy 
name? 


Charke. Emanuel. 

Bat. They vie ro writ on she top of Lecrers: ‘Twill 
go herd wich you. 

Cade, Larme clone : Deft thou v(e to write thy name? 
Or heft thes s marke to thy fcife, like 0 honcht plain dea- 


men? 
Shots. Sic I chanke God, I base bin fo well breeghe 
wp, thas | com periec mey name. 
8, Ve beth conkeh : swey with him 1 he's s Villsine 
Cade hee wich biss I fey P 
Awty 8 hice with his Pen 
‘adlake bean beabeanss, 
Exte ons with the Cicarke 










or Sle fell chee downe : be 
Grail be encountred wish s man as good as hieafelfe. 
be but a Koight, is a? 


Cade. To equal bin I will nake my felfe o hnightore- 
femaly ; Rife vp Sic fobe ACarscaer. Now have st him, 


Eater Si Seaford, and bis Brecher 
Drwo aad Soldiers, : 


Staf. Rebeiivous Hinds, the filkh sad (eum of Kent, 
rei peace obo 4 et ecpaka 


Cade, Marcy, this Edennd Adertions Earle of Maech, 
a ee 


cob. By her be hed ewo children et one birth. 
Bre, That's fellfe. 


i in my Poachers 
tether ur aioe se daponclcie coe 
deny it not. 
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t And will you credit chis i Wardes, 

wtete 

off, I marry will we: get 

Bro. lecke Cade, che Duel York Rech ianela yo this. 

Cade. He tyes, for I inuenced it my felfe. Go we Sire 
teh, cell che King from me, chat for his Fathers fake fee 

the fift, (in whofe tine, boyes went to Spsn-councer 

French Crownes) [ am coaseat be thal taigne,bur He 
be Procettor ouer him: 

Beecher. And forthermore, wee hows the Lord Sares 
head, for felling the Dukedome of Afaias, 

Cade Aad good resfon : for thereby ts main'd 
And fine to go with o Reffe,bus thet my bolds 
Ke vp. Fellow-Kings, I cell you, chet chet Lord Say hath 
gtided che Commeonwealch, end made it an Eaouch: & 
nore chen thes, Se can fpeake French,end cherefere hee te 


a Traitor. 

Staf. O grofle snd mifereble . 

Cade. Nay enfwer ifyoucen: The Frenchenes are ow 
enemies : go too then, | ask buc chis: Can be cher fpeaks 


with the congue of an esemy, be 8 good or 


00? 
at. Bia. en, bad eertore sie] ass Riba, 
Bre. ing gerule words will net preseyle, 
Bt 
G awey, on 
Hi oryevi omy open. gery Pia 
Ths: thofe which flye before che bate! ends, 
May euen in theis end Childrens Sghe, 
Be hang’d vp for example as then dooces : 
And you thst be the Kings Friends followme. Suv. 
Cade. And yoo thet lous the Commons, follow me: 
Now thew your felees men, ‘cis for Liberty. 
We wall noc leawe one Lord, one Gentlermaa: 
Spare none, but fuch as go iq clouced (hoeen, 
For chey are thrifty honcit men, sad fuch 
As would (bet thee they dere not) take our parts, 
Bae, They ace all in order,snd march towerd va. 
Cade. But chen are we in order, when we ore moh out 
ofosder. Come, march forwerd. 


AMlarams to the fighe , where bork the Scafferds ave flaine. 
Cade and she reff. 


Cade. Where's Dicke, the Baccher of Athford ? 
Des. Heere fr 
and Oxes, & 
























Cade. fell before thee like 
thow thy felfe, as if thou beens ia chine 
owne choufe: Therfore hue qill I reweed chee, 
the Lene ort Pee ara: end thee hel 
heave e Licenfeto kill fora lacking ene. 

But. | defire no more. 

Cade. And ve fpeake trath, thou deferwfi ne leffe. 
This Monument of the vidtory willl besre, and the bo- 
dhes fhall be dragg’d ot ary berfe heeles, dll I do come to 
Leadon, where we will haaeshe Molers ford bern be- 

v8. 

Bat. if we meane to thriac, end de geod, breaks open 
the Geeles, and let out the Prifeners. 


Cade. Fesre net chet I wasrens chee, Come,iet’s merch 
vowards Leadon, Suamet. 
Eater the King with a Sagplication avd vlee Quamee with Sef 

pri, bor oe ke of Baking, enkse 
ewes, Ofc base I head thar grote foltens the elnd, 





lication ? 
‘ pe feed foes hoy Bt intreas 3 
Fer God forbid, fo many foules 
Should periflh by the Sword. And] my feife, 
Raches Warre fball cet chem thore, 
wa with Jacky Cade theit Generall, 
But ftay, lie read x over once agsine. 


#, Ah barbaroes villeines: Hath chis lovely face, 


Rul'd like » wandering Plennet over me, 
Aad could it aot inforce them to relent, 
That were vnworthy to behold the fame. 
King. Lord Say, lackg Cade hath (wrorne to bose chy 
head. 


Sg. i bet bees om ecient 
ra sonia pone ‘ 
Still lamenting and mosming for Suffofkes death? 
I Seare me (Love) if chat I had beene dead, 
Thow would’a not have mourn'd fo mach for me. 
Bs. Noary Love, | thoeld not mourne, bet dye for 
thee. 


Eater « Mefenge. 
. How now? What newes ? Why com’R chou ia 
loch bate? 


Mef. The Rebels are in Souchwarke: Fly my Lord : 
lacke Cade prociaimes himfelfe Lord Adortsmer, 
Defcended from De ect of Clareecs posit, 

Aad calles openly, 
Aad conmetisCioues himfelfe in Weltminfter. 
His Arasy is ara tadtitude 
Of Hindes and Hp rude and mercileffe : 
it Hamfre St dferd, and his Brothers death, 
h given cheru heart sad coarage to proceede: 


» emen, 
They call falfe Caxt , and insend theis deach. 
Keo.Oh gracelcffe men: they know not vebas they da, 
Back, My gracious Lord, retire co Killing worth, 
Varill s power be rsis‘d to put shem downe, 
. Ab were the Duke of Suffolke now alive, 
Kencilh Rebels woald be foone 
Kong . pices Aiea fos pea 
ith vs co Killingworth. 
. So mnighs your Graces perton be tn danger 
The aorineresy aka ’ 
Aad ‘a chie Cutty will | fay, 
And lie slenc 2s feeret es I mey. 
Eater another Mefenger. 


. lacke (ade hath Landoo-bridga, 
cinema Age and fortehe theis how'en 

; aker prey, 
{wesse 


Court. 
Then liager not my Lord, sway, take horfe. 
mg Come Mager, God ost hope will faccor vs 
Su. My hope is gone, new Suffolk is deceaft. 
, Perewell my Lord, ref acs the Kenrith Rebals 
Bac. Troftno body for feare you betreid. 
Say. The truft I hove, is in mine inoocence, 


And therefore am I bold end refolse. Exeess. 


Sucer Lord Seales upon the T aver malkeng. Thea 
cig prinay Seaphiren, a 


Srales, How now? ls Laske Cade (laine ? 
3.C#. No ay Lord, nos likely to be (laine 
Fer they hase wonoe the Bridge, 
i ae them : 
. Maior cranes syd of yout Hover from the Tower 
To defend the City fromthe Rebels. 
Seales. Such 


ge 
And hiner wil end you hatin of 
Fight for your King, your Coencrey,and year Lises, 
And fo Grwell, forl motthence spuse, Exes 


Esser Lacke Cade and the veff, and firiigs hale 
Uikuladoge 


Ester aSeldar 
Send, lecky Cade, lacks Cade, 


Cade, Kaocke him downe there. 68 bien. 


Cats. Come, chen let's go fight with chem 
London Bri 


Ber firft, go and fer on fire, 
And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 
Come, let's eveny. Sxren comes. 


fain and af the ref, 


dlgun, Mabes 
Than enter looke Cade with bis Company. 
fome and pull down the Seony 5 


(at . So (as: now 
toth Jones of t, downe with them all. 
fan, | have a fee vate your Lordihip. 
Cade, Bee is a Losdfhippe, thou thakt hane ic for thes 


Dae. chat che Lewes of coure ous 
Sac ae 


your 
Sebo. Meike ‘cwill be fore Law then, for he was thruft 
ta che mouth wich ¢ Speare, end Nis not whole yet. 

Sankb. Ney lobe, ic wil be Rinking Low,for his breach 
ftinkes with cating cosfled cheefe. 

Cade. Theuc though: vpon it, it Arll bee fo. Away, 
burne all che Records of che Resime, my mouth thall be 
the Pacliarnerx of England. 

Tehn, Then we ase like to have birlng Ratetes 
Valeffe his ceeth be 'd oat. 

Cale, And hence-forward ofl things fhell bem Com. 
men. Eater aM ; 

Dfef, My Lord. o prize, e prize, heeres the Lord Say, 
which fold che Townes in France. He that pean 
few 


one sod Fifteeoes snd ove fhilling to the 
the laft SubGdhe. — 











Bator Gearge swith the Lord Say. 


Cale. Weil, hee thall be beheaded for it cen times : 
Abchoe Sey.chou Surge, nay thou Backram Lord, cow 
art chea within poinc-bianke of our Jerifdiaion Regul. 
Wher can chou rriccboalng beseuni oi, ors JNA of 
Normandie voto Mouahieur Zafacw, che Dolphine of 
France? Beit knowne vnto unee by thefe prefence, even 
the of Losd Afertioner, I erache Beeforne 
thar naft fweepe the Court clesne of fach filchas chow 
arc: Thos haft moft wraiteroufly corrupted the youth of 
the Realme, mere fing 3 Grammar Schoole : and where- 
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the 
Scere end the Tally, chou haft caufed printing tobe vs’, 
ead co the King, his Crowne, and Digniry thou 
heft baile e Papes- Mill. Ic will be prooved to thy Face, 
that chou haft menabour thee, ther vfvally calke of a 
Newne ands Verbe, and fuch abhominable wordes, as 
oo Chrifhan eare can endore ta hegre. Thou haft eppoio- 
ced laftices of Peact,tocall poore men before them, s- 
bour macters they were noc ebletoanfwer. Moreover, 
thos haft pur chem in prifon, sad beeaofe chey could not 
reade, thos haf dthem, when (indeede) onely for 
that ceufe they hauc mofiworhycobue. Thos 

in a foot-cloth,doft thou not ? 

Say. What of that ? 

Cade, Merry, thow ought'fl nor to let thy hor fe wears 
2 Closke, when hoaefier men then thou go in their Hole 
aod Deeblers. 

Dats. And worke in their fhirt to, as my felfe for ex- 
ample, chat sm s bercher. 

Say. You men of Kent. 


Dee. charlie h dade 


Say. Nothing but this : Tis bons serra, mals gous, 
Cade. Away withhim, away with him, he (peaks Le- 


tene. 
Sg. criae bur fpeake, end beare ance wher'e roe 
will 
Keng, in the Coawnentaries Cfo wit, 
Teseren’d the crvel’ft place of all chis Ifle: 
Sevect is ce pa | beceufe full of Riches, 
The People Liderall, Vatianc, Aine, Wealthy, 
Which makes me are 00¢ void of pitty. 
cot Nermada, 
Isfe : 
leflice with fauour have! elwayes done, 
Pr and Tesres have mou'd me, Gifts could newer, 
baue I ought exsGted st your hands? 
Kent co maioraine, the King the Realme and you, 
Large gifts hese } beftow’d on beerned Cicarkes, 
my Booke preferr’d me to the King, 
And fecing ! is puhiated of ea 
Kaowledge the Wing wherewith we fiye to heauerl. 
Valdeyes be polet with diacflith {pisics, 
You eannet but forbeare to murther me : 
hath parlied vnco Forraigne Kings 
Fer your c 
Cade, Tix, when firuck’h thou one blow in the field ? 
- Greer men hove reaching heodsroft hese I firuck 
chee [ newer faw,and Arucke them dead. 
Omencros Come! What,co come behinde 


Sq-Thele checkes are pale for waching for 
Se pes Giataibed Gace cit cakes 


cg oee Le feel heen 2 hernpes Cones Sane tebe 


hate 

Deke. Why doft chouquiver man? 

Say. The Palfie, and not fease proeekes me. 

Cade. Nay, he noddes at ve, 28 who fhould fey, Debe 
even with yeu. lle fee ifhis head will Mand Aeddier on 
a polc,orno: Take him sway, end behead him. 

Say. Tell me: wherein baue I offended moh ? 

Hoaue | effedted wealth, or honor? 
Ase my Cheffs fill'd vp with extorted Gold? 
Is my Appasrell fe to beheld ? 


Whom haue I sniur'd, chat ye feeke my death ? 
Thefe hands sre free from guiltleffe i 
This breaft from harbouring foule decex full 


O let me line. 

Cade. at ir lage Aa at ably adit rs 
Me bridle ic : be thall dye, ond ic bee but for pleading fo 
well for hie life. Away with him, he ha’s  Familise vo- 
der his Tongue, he fpeakes not sGodsname. Goe, take 
him away I fay, end Strike off his head prefentty,and then 
breake into bis Sonne in Lawes howle, Sir James Cremer, 
sarki init end being them both vppontwe 

ither, 


How would it fare with your 
And cherefore yet relent, end fave my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do 06 | command ye : the 
ptoudeft Peere ia the Realme, fhall not weare a beed on 
his fhoulders, vnleffe be pay me tribute ; there thell noe 
eae let maine abroaicared 7 to 
head ere they hauck : Men the 
Aad we charge and command, thet their wives be as free 
as hesrt can with, or congue can tell, 

Date, My Lord, 


Let them kiffe one another 1 For chey lou'd well 

When they were alive. ial rbd aa 

Leaf they coafule about che giaing + 

Of fome more Townes in France. ; 

Deferre the fj wad abana tes ar 

For with thele borne befoce vs, ia of Maces, 
Will we ride through the ftreess,& at euery Corner 
Haue them kiffe. Awsy. iat 


eAlarum, and Retreat. Esocv againe Cade, 
and all bas rabbloment. 
Cade. Vp Fith-Rreete, downe Ssine Magnes comer, 
kill end knocke downe, throw them ince Themes : 
Samdaparig 


‘whet nelfe Is this} hearet 


D be fobeldto found Rewess or Parley 
When { commend tien Kill? 
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Ente Bucki pndeld Cliferd. 
Bac. Theere they be, that dare and will difturd thee: 
Know Cade, we come Ambaffadors from the King 
Vano the Commons, whom thos haft milled, 
And heere free pardon co chem all, 
Thaz will forfake thee, and go home in peace. 
Chf. What fay ye Courcrimen, will ye relent 
And yeeld ro mercy, whil ft ‘tis offered you, 
Or het erabble leade you to your deaths, 
Who loves the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 
vp his eap,sad fey,God feue his Maefty, 
Who heteth him, end not his Father, 
Henry the fife, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at vs, and paffc by. 
a8. God fave the King, God faue the King: 
Cade. What Bockinghsm and Clifford are ye fo brave? 
And you bale Pezants. do ye beleeve him, will you needs 


my (word therefore broke throngh London gaces, that 

ou fhould lesve me at the Whire-heart in Southwarke, 

thought ye would never have given out thefe Armes til 
you had recovered yoor ancient Freedome. Bot you are 
all Recreants snd Dafterds, and delighe vo live in flauerse 
to the Nobilty. Let them breake your bac kes with bur- 
thens, take your houfes ouer yeur heads, rsuith your 
Wives and Davgbrers before your faces. Forme, | wall 
make fhift for one, and fo Gods Curffe hight vppon you 


all. 
AL Weetfollow Cade, 
Wee'l follow Cad 
Chf 1s (ads the fanne of Henry che fift, 

Tha chos you do exclaime youl go with him. 
Will he condu& you through che heart of France, 
And make che meanett of you Earles and Dukes ¢ 
Ales, he harh no home, no place to flye too 7 
Nor knowes he how to live, but by the fporle, 
Voleffe by robbing of your Friends,and vs 

Wer tnot a thame, thar whilft vou live at sarre, 
The fearfell French, whom you late vanquithed 
Should make @ tare ore-feas. and vanguith you ? 
Me chinkes sleeadie sn this csoill broyle, 

I feethem Lording it in London ftreets, 

Crying Usiage vito all they ineete. 

Petver ren thoufand bafe. borne Cades mifcerry, 
Then you thould ftompe vnro a Frenchenans mercy, 
To France, to France, and get what you have lo® : 
Spere Eagtand , for it 1s your Naaue Coaft: 
Hey hath mony, you are ftrong and manty. 
Ged on our fide doubt not of Vidione. 


AL A Clifford. Clifford, 
Wee'l follow the King,end Chifford. 

Cade. Wes ener Feather fo liybsty blowne too & fro, 
as this avulcitude > The neme of the fife. beles chem 


to an hundeed mifchiefes, and makes chem lesue mee de- 
foloce. I fee chem Say their hesdes together co ferprize 
me. My {word make way for me, for heere is no ftaying: 
in defpighe of the diuels and hel, baue through the vere 
mi of you, and heavens and honor be witneffe, that 
no ware of refolution in mee, but onely my Followers 
befe snd sgaominions cresfons, makes me berake mee to 
heetes Exie 
Whie, is he fied? Go fome and fellowhia, 
And he ches wr, Wry wnto the King, 
Shall hase a thoulend Crownes fos his reward. 
Sxewe fare of vem. 


The fecond Part of Henry 


Follow me fc 
Toreconcite you all vnto the King. Enmre eumes. 


be hang’d with your Pardons about your neckes ? Hath” 





diers, wee ] devile a meane, 









Scemd Trompets. E , Durens sand 
Somer fe wap ida 


Keg. Wes ever King thet joy'don earthly Throne 
dod eld cesar ete cee a : 
No fooner was | crepe ovt of my Cradie, 

Bot | was made s King,st ne months olde. 

Wes never Subie& long’dto be s King, 

As I do long and with to be xSubieQ. 


Emer Buckinghaw and (iford. 


Bac. Herlsh end gisd to softy. 
Kea. Why Beckinghem, is Treivoe Cade facpris’d 
Or is he bar retir'd to make him frong ? 


Ene Matztude: with Faker: eben their 
Neckes 


CUf, He 1s fled my Lord,end all his powers do 
And humbly thos with halcers on thes neckes, 
Expe@ yous Highneffe doome of life or death. 

Keg. Then heacen fet ope chy everisfting gares, 
To entertaine my vowes of thankes and pra 
Souldiers, this dey have you redeem'd your Lues, 
And fhew'd how well yos love your Prince & Countrey 
Continue fill in this fo good s minde, 

And Hew) choogh he be infortunace, 

Affure your felues will neuer be ynkinde . 

And fo wath chankes, and pardon to yor all, 

I do difmniffe you to your feserall Countries. 
a8. God {auc the King, God fevethe King, 




























” Emer a Mifenge 
Mef. Pleafe your Grace to be aduertifed, 
The aoe of Y otk ismewly come from Ireland, 
And with es po:fflane and am: 
of Gallow-glaffes and Rake 
Js marching hither ward in proud array, 
And fill proclaimeth as he comes alang. 
His Armes are onely co remoue from chee 
The Duke of Somerfer, whom he cearmes a Traitor. 
Koy. ee my Race, ‘cwixe Cadeand Y 


Like co a Ship, chat bauing fcop'de T 3 
Us Acarght way calme, on; boorded with a Pyroce. 
Bat now is Cade driven backe, his men difpierc'd, 
And now 1s Yorke in Armes, to fecand him. 
J prey thee Buckingham go and meete him, 
Aad aske him what's the reafon of chefe Armes. 
Tell him, Lie fend Duke Edema to the Tower, 
Aad Sener fet vee will commit thee thither, 
Vonill his Army be difauft from him. 
e Lord, 
Ile yeeléc my felfe co prifen wallingly, 
Gi ais deh 16 doug Coser ead: 
- Inany cafe, be not to roagh in termes, 

For he 1s hierce,nad cannot broeke hard 

Buc, Iwill my Lord, and doubs not fe to 


As sll chungs (hall redound ymo pees 
























Beto Cad. 


Cola Pyece habbtont Geen my felle, cher heue 8 
faced, em rest of Tat ion niche 
Thid me in Wi and derft act 

alee te leld for me : bus now om I 


to fee if | con este Grafle, of 
pictce o Salle seother while, which is nox emiffe ro coole thy 
amens flomacke tins bot weacnes : and J think this word (ade. Iden farewell, vad be proud of 
Selict wee borne to do me good. for many a time but for 
& Salter, my breine-pen hed bene cleft with s brown Bill; 
and meay e time when I hee beene dry, & bravely mer- 
ching, ic hech feru’d me inficede of » quart pot to drioke 
ie saendaow the word Seber mofi ferue me to feed on. 


pte taf  laaiaaate tny Sweed 
pert, 


Mie o grest pin are tho and 
tden, sede Companion, wharfoere thou bey 
I know chee not, why then thould | betrey chee ? 
pod ise Teche dl grounds Except it, 
a to come to 2 a or Scepter 
t wrallcs infpighe of mere Owner, A Scape als toe ow . 
t beswe eve with thefe (awecie rermes ? On He vofle the Fleare-de- Lace of France, 
Cade. Brave thee? ] by the beft bleod thet cucr wes 

broach’d, end beerd thee to. Looke on mee weil, I hese Ester Backjaghan. 


este no mente thefe fae 
Whoa heve we heere { Beckinghsm to difturbe me ? 
The king hech fens him fere : 1 muft diflemble. 
Bac. bNaio aap sarap ang Lbaahrepcosir 
To. Buckiaghsm,] accept thy grerting. 
hapnesstetooees of plesfare. 
Bac. A Mefienges from Hawy, our dread Liege, 


say Cholier ts fo 
Rockes, end fight wih Flioe, 
at thefe able 


heard. Serele, if thoe cure » of 
cus net eur the bariy bon'd Clowne in chines of 


then Geepeta thy Shesth,! beferch knees | Buc weather 
eawstadichae Till Hoey bencore veechepod 1 


Flare tha tigtt. 
é ww troubled with Melaachelly. 
Of gan flsine Pursing end un echer bach (laine me,Jor ven say omy er Azada bichet, 











The King hech ato thy demsnd 
The tauudeTooe. 
Jerlg. Vpon thine Hones ishe Prifones ? 


Aadle Seal oy, 
fonne, ney all ery foanes, 
of, Fealrie and Lowe, 
Ae feoes altos willigg as Luc’ 
Lende,Goods 


Is his co wle,lo Somesfet 









Torkg. 10 oll febmiffion snd humility, 

Torke doth prefens himfelfe varo your Highnefle. 
K. Then what intends thefe Forces thou doft bring ? 
Ter, To heme the Traitor Somerfet from hence, 


moaftrous Rebell Cade 
Ce tc a 


Guten Sdeu with Cades bead 
ddve. If one fo rade, end of fo meane condition 


your Graces Traitors head, 
The heed of Cale, whom J in combat flew. 
Kang. The head of Cadet Great God how tuft ert choe? 
Oh let me view his Vilige being deed, 
That lining wrought me fach exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art chou che man chat flew him? 
dden. 1 0208, 00° aad opti ds 
King. How art shou call’d? And what is thy degree ? 
Iden. etlexander (den, that's my name, 
Se te eee - 
Bax. Soplesie it you say Lord, were nos am 
fox his ood feruice. 


















Sdn, May Ideutyoe co merit fuch a bouncie, 
And neaer live but crue vate his Liege. 







eae adteat 


alfe how brokee faith with 
k vontert +1 cam brooke abuhe ? - 
did I call chee? Nor chow ort noe King : 


Not fic 0 geuerne and rule malticades, 
Which der f aot, nonce cand act rule 0 Tricor, 






The lecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 
the 





Ther Hea aot aGrowne: 


eagist thefe of mine, 
Whole Smile and Frowne, like to Actalics Speace 
Isable with che , to kil and cure. 
Heerc is a hand to hold s Scepeer vp, 
And with the fame to ate comroUing Lewes : 
rule no more 
for alex. 
Sem. O monftrous Traitor! I arseft chee Yorke 
Of Capital! Treafon ‘gaiaft the King and Crowne + 
audacious Traitor, koeele fos Grace. 
Terk, Wold hawe me kneele?Fir ft let one ask of thee, 
Ifchey can brooke I bow a knee co man: 
Sirrsh, call in my fonne to be ray bale : 










Tofey, if chat the Beftard 
Shall be che Surety een? calves Father. 

Torke. O blood-befpowed Neopolican, 
Out-caft of Naples, Englands bloody 
The fonnes of Yorke, thy betters in their birth, 
Shall sd theis Fachers tay bate epolcimgs 
That for ray Surety will 

si Esq Edwerd and 


See where they come, Ihe warrant they make it good. 
Enter C 


A=. And here comes to deny ther baite. 

Clif. Heakh,end al! happinefie to any Lord the 

Teor. Ushanke thee : Sey, what oewes with thee? 
Nay, do not fright vs with en angry looke : 


Weare thy Souersigne Clifford, kneele ageine ; 
For thy miftaking fo, We pardon chee. 

Clif. Thisis my Kiog Yorke, I do act miftake, 
But thou miftakes me much cothinke I do, 
To Bediem with him, Is the maa growne mad. 
Pet Shea eapiorate a ambitious humor 

ekes him oppofe hi his King. 

Clif. ros ences adatoms Sa 
And chop away chet fadtious pare of his. 

ip He is atrefted, bus will not obey: 
His feyes)thall giue their words for him, 
Ter, Will you not Soanes? 
Eda. I Noble Father, ifour words will ferve, 
Rich. And if words will por, then eux Wespons thal. 
Cof, Why what a brood of Traicors have we heere ? 
Torte. Looke in a Giefle, end cs:) thy Image 
Lom thy King, snd enon a falle-heare Traicoe 8 
Cail hicbes to the Rake my two brane Beares, 
They sry afta cafe faring Core 

mey aftoni ¢e ing ) 

Bid Selsbery snd Waerwickecome tome 


Baer the Earles f Warachy, ad 
Salubery, 


iets fied hd hae kaa 

nd mangcie tha Berard in their Cheines, 

1f chos dae’ bring them to che bayting place. 
Rich. Oft have I feene ahos i 

Run becke and bice, becanfe he was wi 

Who being (uffer'd with the Beares fell prw, 

Hath clapt his caile, betweene his and cride, 

And fach a peece of fernice will you it 






your to 6 
hespe of wrath, fouls indigefied lampe, 
ie ta crassa dueara 
o. thorewly enon, 


¥ 
"Cig: 
As crooked 


If x be baoiths from the ° : 
shred gestae pence 
Wi diggss eto ous W arse, 
And Gone bisbongeribi ge wih bleed? 
ast waar hex ef 
oe Cheat deck ela, if pears 
Pe repackage pmol Lett 
hat bowes varo ish mickle age. 
Sai. My Lord, I bee conkidere d wich my felfe 
The Ticie of this mot renowned Duke, 
ad in eny confcience, do repuce his grace 
 sighefull beyre to Rogiands Royall fexe. 
. Haft choa nos (worne Allegeance veto mea? 


Thase, , 
Ki, Can chon difpenfe with heaven for foch an ont? 
Sal, iets Gane, to freare vmo 8 fiene : 
Bar to keepe 4 finfell oath : 
Who ean be bound by sny folemne Vow 
Tede emerd' ces deede, to rob s mon, 
To force a fpocleffe bat ety Chefikie, 











But chst he was beund by a folessne Oath? 

Be. A Gable Trakor needs 20 Sophifter. 

. Call Buc pnd bid hisn arme himleife. 
orks. CaliBeckinghaen,snd ell the fiiende thos heft, 
I om refale'd for death and digaitie. 

Old Cf. The Grit I weerant thee, if dresmes proce tree 

war. You were bett ro go co bed,end dreame againe, 
Tekeepe thee from the T of the field. 

Old Clif, 1am refolu’d 0 beare s greaces ftorme, 
Then say thos cenft coniare vp to dey : 
—rrsheprtuciidaah series fear 

by 













rampant Beare chain’d to che ragged feffe, 
This dey Be weare alo 
Keene Mevorsiec cp, he Cols Ioewe, 


Defpight the Besrard, thst roredis the Besre. 
TaChf. Aod fo ve Armes vidiorious Faber, 


the Rebels, and theis Complices. 
ary Fie, Chasicie for heme, {peake not in tpight, 
gh tog an fp amar orp 
Be i fiygmaucke that’s crore then thou 
Zie, fer in hesuen, you'l ferely fap inhell, Ener 
Ww 


Eater ° 
Wa. Chard of Comberland, tis Werwicke calles 1 
And if choa def not hide shee frem the Beare, 


o 
ccond Parte 
7d 











Hemythe Sa. 145 
Aad deol etns cites do ll che ompeie 


nse im & come forth end eri dend 
Proud N' Lord, of Cursberland, 
Werwicke is hoarfe with calling cheeto ermes. 


Eucer Torke. 
war. How sow my Noble Lord? Whar oll 0-foor. 
Tor, The handed Clifford flew my Steed; 


But metch to match | heue encountred him, 

And made s prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 

Euen of che bonnie beatt he loved f well, 
Eseer C, 


War. Of one oc both of vs the time is come. 

Ter, Hold Warwick feck chee out fome orher ch 
For I my felfe mult bons this Deere to death. 

War. Then nobly York?, tis for a Crown thes fightft; 
AsI intend Clifford so thrive to day, 
it greenes my fouleto leave cheee vosfieil d Exit Wan 

Clif, What feeft chou inme Yorke? 
Why doft thou paufe? 

Terks. With chy breve besring fhould ! be in lous, 
Bat that thou ert fo fall mine enenie. 





Clif. Ner fhoald thy prowefle want praife & efteeme, 
agg va ewse y.aod in Tresfon, 
. me now e fword, 
As! in iuflice, end tree si ipso. aiatd 
Cif. Pe tort ie on she aAiion beth. 
Yor. A Ht lay, sddreffe thee inftsnrtly. 
Chf. Le fe Correne leseuments. 


Tor. Thes Warre hath gtuen thee sfor Y art Ai 
Peace with his foule, heaurn ific be tby will, aia 


cue ret C ‘ 

Cif. Shame and Confulion all ison the rout, 
Pease frames diforder, and dilorder wounds 
Where it (howld gaard. O Woarre, thou fonas of hell, 
Whom angry heavens do maketheir miniftes, 

in the frozen bofomes of our part, 

ot Casles of Vengeance, Let no Souldier flye. 
He chet is traly dedicate co Warre, 
Hach no felfe-lone : nor he that loves himfife, 
Hazh not effentially, bet by ciecumfance 
Thensane of Valeur. O Set the vile world end, 
And the premifed Flemes of the Laft dsy, 
Knic earth sod beaven rogether. 
Now let che general T blew hisbia@, 
Particularicies, ad petric founds 
Tecesfe. Was thou casas iphone 
Toloofe oy Aeneid peace, snd to etcheeve 
The Siloer Livery of aduifed Age, 
And in thy Reserence, and thy thus 
T odje toRoffien barcell Ewen ar chis Gighe,” 
My heart is curn’d to fone: snd while ‘tismine, . 

Icthall be flony. Yorke, not our old men fperess 

No more will I theis Babes, Teares Vir 

be co me, even es the to Fire, 
And Besutie, thet the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 
Shall co my flaming wrath, be Oyle snd Flex s 
Henceforth, I will noc haue to do with pity. 
Meet I an iafene of the houfe of Yorke, 























146 The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 
















Nothing (0 heauy as thefe woes of mine. Alou. . Ema Tots, Richard, werenie, 
Rechardand Somser{ct to fighe Yate. Ossi bury, whe albert 
Ester et to pgat. : » who can of hia, 
That Winter Lyon, who in rege forgets 
Rich. So lye thou there: Aged contufions, and all brufh of Time - 
For vnderneath an Ale-houle pelery Agnes — And like aGallans, in the brow ef youth, 
The Caftte in S$. Albers, Somerfer Repalres bim with Occafion. This happy 4 
Hath made the Wizard farnoas in his death : Is not it felfe, nos hane we woone one foor, 
Sword, hold chy temper ; Heart, be wrachfull fill : If Salsbury be lof. 
Priefts pray for enermes, but Princes kill. Reb, My Noble Father: 
Foghe, Excur fens. Three times to day I holpe him to his horfe, 
Three cimes beftrid him : Theice I led hyn off, 
Eater Kang _Qucceve and thers, Perfwaded him from any further e&: 
Qa. Awsy my Lord, you ese flow, for fhame away. | Ber fill where danger was, fill there J met him, 


Keog. Can we outrun the Heaveas ? Good Adargares | And like rich hangings ia a homely houfe, 









y: So was his Will, in bis old feeble body, 
Qu. What ere you msde of ? You'l nor fight nor fy: | Bet Noble es he is, looke where he comes. 
Now is it manhood, rio and defence, re apie eran 
To giue the enemy way, and to lecure vs low by my Sword, well ht to 
By Shat we can, which can no more but Aye. By'th Mafle tod weall, Ithenke you bees 7” 
otlarem afarre of. | God knowes how long itis 1 haue to live : 
If you be cane, we then (hould (ee che borcome And ig hoch pleas'd him chet three times to day 
all our Fortunes : bus ifwe haply {cepe, Yoo hane defeaded me from umminent death. 
Caertpaatyat be not through your negie&) Well Lords, we hane noc got that which we hase, 
¢ fhallco London get, where you are lou'd, "Tis not enough ous foes are this time fled, 
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made Being oppo fices of {uch repayriog Nature. 
May readily be ftope. Yok. I know our fefery 1s to follow them, 
For (a0 1 heare) the King is fled te London, 
Exser Clifford. To call a prefent Court of Pariismenc : 
Let vs bim ere the Writs go forth, 
Cf. Bat chat my hearts on future mifcheefe fet, What fayes Lord Warwicke we after thom 2? 
L would fpeake bia‘ ere bid you fige s War. After chem : nay befcre chem if we can 5 
Bur flye you maft : Vocuresble difcomfice Now by my hend (Lords) ‘twas 0 glorious day. 
Reignes in the Hearts of all our prefent parts. Seine Alboos betecl! wonae by famous Yorke, 
Away for your releefe, and we will live Shall be cecrnis‘d in all Age co come. 
To fee their dsy,and chem out Fortune gise, Sound Drunsme and Trumpets, and co London all, 


Awsy my Locd, away. Exem:| Aad more lech dayes as thefe, to vs befall, Exeuss 
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with the death of the Duke of 
YORKE. 





eAtus Primus. Scones Prima. 





hard, Nocfolkt ,M. 
Ldward, Ricard, Ni Ad ount. 
ages, Warmihe, and Seuidesrs. 


Warwiels, 
Wonder how the King efcap'd our hends? 
ae we purfu'd the of f North. 


Emer 


Oyly Hole awsy and left his men: 
Whereas the great Lerd of Northumberland, 
Whofe Warlike esres cogid never brooke retreat, 
Chear’d ep the Army ond himfelfe. 
Lord Cisferd and Lord Stafford alt s-breft 
Chacg’d ovr maine Bactsiles Front: and breaking in, 
Were by to Swords ef common pe laine. 
Ede. Stafferds Father, Duke of Barkieghan, 
Is eather flsine or weanded dang esoes. 
I clefe bis Beaver with e down-righe blow : 
That this is crue ) behold his blood. 
ther here's the Earle of Wilt hires 
Whom ] encoontred as the Bacels iogn'd. (blood 
Rech, thou for me,sad cell them what I did. 
Plan, Rechard bath deft deferu'd of all my fonees : 
Bet is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfet ? 
Ner, Soch hope hane all the line of Jobe of Gant, 
Rab. Tous do I hope to thake King Heavies head, 
ware. And fodoe | ,vitotions Prince of Torty. 


1 vow by Heaven,thefe eyes 

This is che Pallace of che fearefull Ki 

Aad chis che Regall Sear: it Yorke, 

Pes chis is thine, sad not King Heuries Heires, 
Pian. Ahh me then forect warwiek, and I will, 


ao or ree 
Nef. : ° 
pie hake gentle Nerfely fay by me my 1 


And Souldiers flay aod ledge by me cbis Night. 


They gee op. 

warw. Aad whea che King comes offer him no wales 
Vanie€e he fecke co chewft you our e. 

Plou.The this dey here holds ber Pasliement, 
Bex lettle thinkes wo (hall be of her counfaile, 
By words of blewes here let vs winne our ti 

Reb. Arrn’d 2 we ace Jer’s {tsy wichin this Houfe. 

sry. The Partioment hall chis be call'd, 
Voalelle Plasteg recs of Yorke,be King, 


And bafhfull Feary depos'd, whole Cowardize 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 
Plone, Then leave me aot,my Lords be refoluce, 
Imeane to take polleffionof my Right, 
Warw, Neither the King,nor he chat Jowes him bef, 
The prowdeft hee char holds vp Lassafe, 
Dares Rirre o Wing, if warwick fheke his Bells. 
lle plant Plastageact toot him vp whadares : 
Refolue thee Ruchand, clayme the Englith Crowns. 


Fi. . Euter ; Nerthuosberiend, 
as cap ln, bhai the reff. 


Heay. My Lords looke where the furdic Rebetl ies, 
Ewen in the Chayre of State: belike he meanes, 
Backe by the power of Marwicke, that falfe Peete, 
To afpire wnto che Crowne,snd reigne as King, 
Basle of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord (Uiferd,& you both: have vow'd 
On him, his fonnes his fasorites,and his friends. 


Nortbumb. if tbe aor Heasens be don me, 
; Clford. The hope thereof. makes mourne in 
teele 


woofs. What ,thall we foffer this? lets pluck him down, 
My heart for anger burnes,! cannot brooke it. 
Harry. Be patient,gentle Earle of Weftmeriend, 
Chfferd. Patience is for Pouleroones,foch as be s 
He durft nos fic there, had your Facher liu’d. 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let vs arg the Femily of Yorke. 
North Well heft chou fpoken,Coofin be it fo. 
Heary. Ah,know you not the Citic fauoers them, 
And chey have troupes of Sowidiers oc theis beck ? 
etm. Bux when the Duke is flsine, they Ie quickly 
fe 


Henry. Ferre be the of chis from Furies hear, 
Tomakes Shambles of the Periiernent Honfe. 

Coufin of Execer, frownes, words,and threats, 

Shall be che Warre chet Fixvy meanes to vie. 

Thou fedtiows Dake of Vorke deicend my Throne, 

Aod kneele for grace aad mercie st my feet, 


Tarkg. 1c wee may lobericance,2s the Earledome wees. 
Ence. Thy 











18 
Xue. Thy Father was a Traycor to the Crowne. 
PD hdeiaoar tne ect a Treytor co the Crowne, 
following this vierping Heary. 
Whom fhouid hee follow, but his necarall 
Ware. Trae (idferd,thet's Rickard Duke of Yorke. 
Hey. And hall | ftand,end thee fix in roy Throne ? 
Tork. kc raft sad thall be fo,concens thy felfe, 
ware, Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. 
We He is both Kin Duke of L : 
And that the Lord of Weftmeriand thal! me:ntsine. 
Ware. And Warwick (hall difprouc it. You forget, 
Thee we are thofe which ches'd you from the field, 
And flew your Fachers,and with Colours {presd 
Marche through the Citie to the Pallace Gates, 
Northam X cs Warwick | remembes it to my griefe, 
Aad by his Soule,thou sad thy Houfe thal rue it. 


Tero of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 


Plast. Will you we fhew out Title to the Crowne ? 

If noc, our Swords fhall pleads it in the field. 

Hew, What Titte haft chou Traytor to the Crowne? 

My Father wes as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 

Thy Grandfather Merciener Earle of March. 

Tamm che Sonne of Henry the Fift, 

Who made the Dolphin and the French ca ftoupe, 

And {cia‘d vpon their Townes end Prouinces. 
ware. Talke not of France, fich chou haft lof i all. 
Heary. The Lord ProteRor loft ic,and no J : 

When I was crown'd,I was but nine moneths old, 

Rush, Youre old soe now, 

And yce me thinkes you loole : 

Facher teare the Crowne from the Vfurpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Father doe jo, fet it on your Head. 
Adam. Good Brother, 

Astlou lou'ft and honoreft Armes, 

Let's fight it owt,end not Aland cauilling thes. 

e cy ceee Dyers eng emer sama 

will fiye. 
Fiens. Scenes ce. 
; Aer: Peace thou, sod give King AMeary leqe to 
c. 
apne Plast Chal (peake firft: Hearse him Lords, 
And be you filent and arrenciue too, 
Per he that inetrapts him, tholl nor Lee 
Hen. Think’ft chou,that 1 will lesue my Kingty Throne, 

Wherein my Grandfire snd my Facher {st ? 

No:fic& thall Warre vapcoplc this my Realme ; 

J,and their Colours often borne io France, 

And now in Engiand,to our hearts great forrow, 

Shall be my Winding-theee. Why faint you Lords ¢ 

My Tide's good, t acre then his. 
warw, Proce it Heary,and thou thalt be Ki 
Hea, Henry the Fourth by Conqueft gor che 
Plant. “Twas by Rebellion ageinf his King, 

Henry. Uxnow not whacto fay.my Tithes weake: 

Tell me.may nos a King adopt an Heire ? 

Bea. ‘Andif he ray shen a0 lawful King 
« Aad if he may.chen am [law 3 
For Richerkin the view of many Lords, 





The third T art of Hency the Sixt. 









































Refign d the Crowne to Heary the Fourth 
Whole Heire sy Father was,and I ae his. 
an. He ogainht him, being his Soversigne, 
And mode him to refigne his Crowne perforce. 
abcidtin Lords he did ke vncoaftrayn'd, 
Thinke you ‘twere preindiciall rorhis Crowne ? 
Bast. No: for be could not fo refigne his Crowne 
Bur chet the next Heise fold fecceed and reigne, 


'd be thall be,in 
“TinporthySoubeepower |) 
s note 

Of Effex, Nosfotke, Sufolke,por of Kene, 
Which makes thee thus preft 

Can fer the Duke vp in defpighe 
Chfferd, Kung Heary,be thy Title right or 
Loed Clifford vowes to fight in thy 3 
May tha | Bere gepe.and (wallow mealue, 
Where I thal koeele co hien that (lew my Father. 


Whac mutter you,or whee coofpire you Lords ? 
ware. Doe right vnto this Princely Duke of Youke, 
Or I will fill the Houle with armed men, 
Aad over the Cheyre of State, where now he fits, 
Write vp his Title with efarping blood, 
He flampes with bis foot and the Sonlders 


s. 
Hamy. My Lord of Warwick,heare but one wotd 
Levens foe chit tay ile (ims signe us King. , 

Plas, the Crowne co me and to mane Hei 
And thou (halt reigne in quiet while thou lisR. 

Bary. Vac coment: Richard Plantagenet 
Enioy the Kingdome ofser my deccafe. 

Clified. Wher wroog is this ynto the Prince, your 

Sonne ¢ 


warw. What good is this to Eagland,and himfelfe ? 
swrfirs. Bale,feasefulland ri di Paget 
» How haf thou iniar’d both tby felfe and ws? 
m. I cannot Rey to heare thefe Anycles. 
Nertbumb. Nor 1. 
Chfferd. Come Coufin, let vs tcil cre Queene thefe 


wreftm. Ferwell faine-hearved and de ae King, 
In whofe cold blood no {parke of Honor bides. 
Nortbemb.Be chou a prey vato the Houle of Terky, 
And dye in Bands, for chis vamsaly decd. 
cleft tn dreadfull Warremay’ft thoa be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandon'd and defpis‘d. 
Warw. Turne this way Heary,2od regard thee not, 
Exuer. They fecke reuenge, and therefore will not 
id. ° 
Hew. Ah Exit. 
Waw. Why thoold yoo figh,roy Lord? 
Heary. Not for my felfe Lord werwick,but ary Schoe, 
Whom I ynnsturally thal dif-inherite. 
Bat be ic as ic may: I here emayle 
The Crowne to thee and to thine Heires for euer, 
Conditionally, thee beere thou take an Oath, 
To ceafe thie Ciuill Warre : and whil'ft I Live, 












And by Tresfoe aor Hoftiiicie, 
To to perme downe,snd {elfe. 

Pleat. This Oath I wiili will performe. 
Raia Leng line King : Plaxagena crnbtace 


Hheary. And lang Hive thou , snd chefe thy forwerd 
Soancs. 


Plax. Now Tare and Lescaffer are reconcil'd. 
Exe. Accurii be be ther feekes to make them foes. 

. Sense. Here they conse downs. 

* Plow. Farewell my gracious Lord, Ile to my Cafile, 
Ware. had liek : London with avy Sooldiers. 
Nef. Aad ico wich my follower . 
Alam. Aad | vnto the Sea,from whence I came. 
Baary. And | with griefe and forrow to the Court. 


Re Reale swey. 

Hewy. Exesa fo will I. 

cana Rad |. dado bp-sall va ep y at 
, : oo ere ° 

Thad dy'de a Mud? 

Aad newer feene chee never borac thee Sonne, 

sng thoe heft prow'd fo vonacorell a Father.\ 
Hath he deferw'd to loole his Birth-righe thus ? 
Hedf chow bat low'd hic halfe fo well as 1, 
Ov feix thas paine which I ded for him once, 
Or averith: bins: 


Scane,end me, 
Yorks Goch head, 
by chew Sefferance. 
Whee is it, bar to make Sepulcher, 

And creepe tate ix rer he prsyeild 
Warweckss Chencelot sod the Lord of Callice, 


had gfe nao dhe Hoefe of 7 


d {pred they fall be pour latent 
Ad to thy foule 
nd veter reine of the Houfe of Yorky. 

dee I leane chee: Come Seane, let's sway, 
O Ascny is ready ; come, wee'le afcer cham, 






Te third Part of Henry the 


Sixt. 















































eveng'd may 
Whofe haughtie Lind es with defire, 
Will cof my Crowne,sad like an emptic Eagle, 
Tyre on the fieth of me,and of my Sonne. 
The loffe of thofe chree Lords torments eny hesrt : 
The write unto them, and entreac them faire 3 
Come Coofin.you fhall be the Meflenger. 
Exe. Andl,i bope thal reconcile theme. Exit, 


Flr, Execr Rickard, Edward, and 


CM amague. 
Richard. Brother, though 1 bee youngefl, giee eee 
Edward. Leafs tat Maxtepier yx 
Adeue, Bur i have ceafons flcong and forceable. 


Eater the Duke of Terke. 


Yorks. Why how now Sonnes,and Brocher, o¢ 8 firife 
What te your Qpsrrell ? how began it firft? 


- No but a flight Contention, 
rou Meats 


Rab. About chat which concernes your Grace and ¢ 
The Crowne of England Facher, which is yours. 
Yerky. Mince Boy? not ill Kiog Henry be desd. 
Ricbard. Your Right depends nor on his life,or deset 
Edvard. Now you are Heice therefore emoy it now: 
By giving the Hoole of Lencaffer leaue to breathe, 
t¢ will ear-runne you,Father,in the end, 
Terke. 1 cooke on Octh, thee bee fhould quic 
reigne. 
F dvard Bes for a King dome soy Ooch may be broker 
I wauld breake s choufand Oarlies,co reigne enc hair 
Ruchard. No: God forbid your Grace fhould be fo 


{wrorne, 
Yorig. 1 thall be,if 1 clayme by open Warre, 
‘ oo [le proue che contsary, of you'le heare 
yale. Thevw cant not,Sonne : it is iempothible. 
Risbard, An Oath is of no moment being not tooke 
Before o tree snd lawful Magiftrate, 
Thas hach auchoricle over hum chat {weares. 
Hanry bed none, but did viarpe the place. 
Then feeing ‘twas he chat made you ro depofe, 
Your Oath ery Lord, is vame and frivolous. 
Therefore to Armes : and Facher doe bus thinke, 
How {wees a thing it is to weare s Crowne, 
Wishen whofe Circuit is Eiizom, 
And all thet Poets faine of Bliffle and Toy. 
Why doe we linger thes? I cannot reft, 
Vou the White Rote chat I weare, be dy'de 
gre eines ese Pious: Kec aan 
Torkg, Richard ynoagh: | wi ing,or dye. 
Brother chou fhalt to London preienal : 
Aad whet on Warwkk tothis Enterprite, 





50 
Thou Richard thal to che Duke of Nocfolke, 
And tell him priuily of our incene. 
You Edward thall erto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentifbmen will willingly nif. 
In chem i ruff for cbey sre Souldiors, 
Witte courteous jiberall, full of fpint. 
While you are thus imploy d, whac retteth more? 
But that I feeke occafion how to nfe, 
And yetthe King 00t privie to my Drift, 
Nos say of che Hoafe of Lascafter. 


Exser Gabrol. 
Bat fsy, wher Newes? Why comm’ thou in fuch 
? 


Gabriel. The Qucene, 
With all che Nostherne Esrles and Lords, 
Incend here co beGege you in your Caftic. 
She ks herd by, with cwentie thoufsnd men: 
And therefore fortifie your Holdumy Lord. 

Forty. 1,with any Sword. 
What? chink'R chou, chst we fesre chem ? 
Cdward and Richard, you (hall ftsy wich me, 
My Brother A€aswag ar (hal) pofte to London. 
Ler Noble chef obbars and whe refi, 
Whom we haue left ProteAtors of the King, 
With Pollicie then chemielues, 
And eruft not imple Heery,nos his Osthes. 

Slama. Beorher, I goe: lle winne chem, feere k not 
And thas mot humbly | doe rake my icaue. 

Ext Mesnagw. 


bere Moria oid bes Brecher . 


Tork, Sis laha,wod Sis Hagh Adertimer mine Vackles 
You tener co Sandell in a happie houre. 
The Armie the Queene mesnc to bebege vs. 
leon. Shee thal not neede, weele mete her in the 
Geld. 
Yorks. Whas,wich fiue choufend men? 
Richard. I, with Bue hundred, Facher,for aneede. 
A Woman's generall: what (hould we feare ? 
A Mach dave G. 
Edward. | heace thets Drummes : 
® ets (ev our men in order, 
And Wve farth,and bid Sipalreanrreg Fa ‘i 
Torks.Puee men to cwemie: though es be great, 
I doubr noe, Vackse,of our ViGiorie. 
Mony a Battaile 


Why thould [not now beue the like facceffe ? 
Aleram. Exit. 


Eater Rutland, aed bu Tao. 
Runlaed. Ah,vePicher fhall 1 flye,to cape cheir hands 


Ab Tutor,looke where bloody Clferd comes. 
Emer (ford. 
Clifford. Chaplaine away thy Pdefthood faues chy Ie 
As for che Brat of chis ac Duke, 
Wiehe Oem oy ate ee 
Tutor, Aad | my Lord, will besre him cormpany. 
Cifferd. Souldiers away with him, 
" aor this innocent Child, 
ofGodend Men = Ents. 


Tren Ab 
Les choa be haced 


The third Part 


Henry the Sia. : 
Clifford. How now is he dead alreadse » 

Or is it feare,that makes him clofe his eyes ¢ 

OT pected looks che rerch 
R So Lyon o’ 

Thac wemblies ender hus i cleat 

And fo be walkesynfalting o're his Prey, 

Aad fo he comes ,so rend hi rysereige 

Ah Clifford, kill me wich thy Sword, 


He is a man,sod cope with he 
Cliferd. Hed | chy Brethren bere, cheir ines and shane 
Were noc renenge bent for me : 
Poppi, bet de bao ania 
And hung their rotten Coffins vp in Chegnes, 
It could not flake mine ire,sor esfe my heart. 
The Sight ef any of the Houle of Torky, 
Is as 9 furie to torment my Soule ; 
Aad till I root out their eccerfed Line, 
And leace not ene alive,| live in Hell. 
oe 
Rasland.Ohb let me pray before I cake my desth : 
Fo thee 1 prey;(weet Chifond me. oe 
¢ Such pitty es my poine afferds. 
Rutland, 1 newer did thee berme: why wilt chow (ay 


me? 
Cliferd. Fecher beth. 
Rasland. ths Maingate Ome 

Thou heft one Senne, for his fake = 

Lesft in revenge thereof, Gch io uf, 

He be as miler Qewe es 1. 

Ah, let me live in Prifonall my deyes, 

Aad when I give occsGan of offence, 

Then lee me dye,for now thou hs# no caufe, 
Ciferd. No cause? tay Peches flew ony Fathesthere- 


f 
"pel. Dy facia anki fm fe oa 
Clifford. Planagenat, | cote Plawagenst : 
hed dis Oy Seameeeoe ete 
shal raft spon ay Weapen. tt Ot 
Congeal’d wish this doe mewigeo both Exe. 
eAasm. Baw Richard, Dale of Taig. 


Yorke. The Arway of the Queene hath got the Geld: 
My Vochles heerighey totes spe rel 20h 


And all my foll che foe 
Ture be ckyend diye ike Ships before the Wiada, 
Or Lambes parfa'd by ag lah Welses, 


Like men borne by Life os Death. 
Three cimes did meke a Lane to me, 
And chrice cry’de outs 
And fall es oft came Edeard to my 

Wit co che 




















The therd Part of ei the Sixt. is 
A Scepter,or an Eartony Sepulenee. Aad chat valiane Prodigie, 


Wich chrs we charg’d againe : bu out oles, Dicky yoor Boy ,chae with his : : 
We bodg'ds car have feene o Swas Was wont co hus Dad in Mutinies? 













































With booulefie Labour fuumme again8 che Tyde, Spbetalaistiry waniint Acer * fe wreved 
And fpead her ftrength with over-mstching Waues, Looke Yorke, | @aya'd this Nepkin blood 
A feet Alarum wtlm. Thee valisos Cldfer d, with bis 2 porn, 

Ah hearke.the facall followers doe partie, Made sfiue from che Bofome of the Boy. 

Aad I sm feinz,and cannot Aye their feric: Aad if thnnc eyes cam wacer for his death, 

Aad were I ftreng,] would nox fhunne theu furie. I give thee this to dere chy Cheelres wrthall 

The Sands are numbred,chac makes vp my Life, Alcs pours Tort, buc chaz | hace chee deadly, 

Here meft I Ray nod here ay Life muft end I thould lermen: chy miler able Nace 

Iprythee gri make me merry, erty. 
Eater the Qucves,Ciferd, Nort veabe lend, Whar thy fterie heart fo parche chane entrayles, 
the young Pronce and Seutdsers Thet not a Teare can fol for Reclowds death ? 
Why art thou pauent,man? thos fhowld Abe mad; 

Come bloedy Clifford, cough Neri bamberlaed, And Ico make thee mad,doc mock chee ches. 

I dare your quenchleffe faric co more rage . Stompe.raue,and fret,thac ] may fing and dance. 

J am your Butt,and I sbide your Shox. Thou would’f be fee'd.t {ec,co make me (port : 
Nerteemb, Yceld vo our mercy, proud Pla ageert, Yorke canner {peake,valeffe he wease a Crowne. 
Chfford. 1,20 bach mercy,as his ruthlefle Arme A Crowne (or Yorke ; snd Lords, bow lowe so ham 3 

Wah downe-right payment thew'd wncomy Faches. Hold you his hands, whuleft 1 dos (es 1 on, 

Now Phartes hath cumbied from his Carre, I marry See, now lookes he like a King . 

And made sn Eueoing at she Noone-cide Prick I ches 1s he that tooke King Aesrss 
Torke My athes,as the Phormiz may bring forth And chis is he was hes adopted Hews. 

A Berd, hat will revenge epon you all : Bur how is n,thec grees Plavteganrt 

Aad mn thac hope, I throw mine eyes 10 Hesaen, Is crown’'d fo foone,and broke his folemne Oath? 

Scorreng whac ere you can af me with, As I bethinke me you fhould not be King, 

Why come you not? whae, altitudes and fes re ¢ Tul owe King teary had fhooke hands with Desh 
CLE. So Cowsrds fight, when they con Aye uo furuner, | Aad will you pale yous head in Hrerses Glory, 

Se Dowes doe peck the ons prercing Tallons, Aad rob his Temples of the Disdeme, 

So defperase Thecues,all hopelefte of thei Lives, Now on his Life, againft pour holy Oach? 

Breache out Inucives ‘gaint the Officers. Ob ‘tis 2 faule t00 too a donable. , 
Yorke. Ob (Viferd, ber bethinke thee once againe, Off with che Crowne; and with the Crowne,his Head, 

And in uby thoughe ore-tun my former ume : And whileft we breathe,take cime ro doe him dead. 

Aod sf chou canit for blufhing, view this fece, Clifford. That is wy Office, fos my Fathers fabe. 


Aad bre chy congue,thas flanders bien wich Cowardice, Quyeme Nay fay, lee's tease the Orizons hee 
Whole frowne hath made chee faine and flye ere this, makes 


Clifford. 1 will nos bande with thee word for word, Torke. Shee-Woile of France, 

Bur backlee withchee blowes cwice two for one. Bec worle then Wolues of France. 
arene. Hold valiant Clifford, for s thoufsod canes =| Whofe Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth : 

1 would prolong a while che Traytors Life: How th-befeemuing is it in thy Sex, 


Wrath makes tum deafe; (peake thow Nerrbumber Lord. Toeriemph like sn Amazonian Trull, 

Nerthuasb.Hold Clifferd doe not honor him fo much, | Vpon ther Woes. whom Fortune captimaces ¢ 
To prick thy finger, chough to wound his hears. But thac thy Face is Vizard-lke,vachangiog, 
What valour were 1c,when a Carre doch grinne, Made impudent with v(c of euill deedes. 
For one to thruft his Hand berweene ins Teeth, ] woeld allay prowd Queene,to make thee blah. 
When he anghs fpurne him with his Foor away ? To tell chee whence chou cam 'ft,of whom denu'd, 
Ie in Warres prize,to take all Vanteges, Were thame enough, co fhame chee, 
Aad tenne to one ,1s no mmpeach of Velour. Were thounoc thameleffe. 

« Céferd, 1,1, fo firiwes the Woodcoche with the | Thy Father beaces the type of King of Napics, 

Gyeee, Of both che Sicils.and lerufslers, 

Nerthaws So doch the Consie Rruggie in ihe | Yet occ fo wealkbie as an Englifh Yeoman. 
Nex. Hath chae poore Monarch taught thee co infule ? 
Terk. Socriumph Theeues 6a their conquer’d Booty, | Ic ncedes not nor it bootes chee not,prowd Queene, 
cs 











So True men yeeld with Robbers, fo o're-matchs. Valefle che Adage matt be verify'd, 
Natkanb What would your Grace haue done uno | Thar Beg gers mounted, runne there Horfe to death, 
ban now > "Tie Beaute that doth off make Women prowd, 
Quese. Breve Wernors,Chiford and Noribeabertend, | But God he knowes,thy there thereof 1s {enall 
Coan make hem (land vpon this Mole-hill here, Tis Vertee,that doth make them moft adeou'd, 
hat raughc at Mountaines with our-Arecched Armes, The contrary.doth make chee woodred at. 
Ver parted bot the Shadow with his Hand. Tis Government that makes chem feeme Dinnoe, 
har ,was x you chat would be Englands King ? The want thereof, makes thee sbboauneblc. 
ant you shas rewell'd un our Parliament, Thou ert as ke to euery good, 
nd made 4 Preachment of your high Defcen: > As the Aatpades ue wmnove, 
here are your Mefle of Sonnes,to back you now Or as che South to the Sepeontreen. 
be wanton Edward.sad the lufle Coorge ? Oh Tygres Heart, wrapt in s Womans Hide, 

















152 The third Part of Henry the Sext. 
Tobid the Farher wepe bis eyes withall, The reft ftand all eloofe,end berke stbim, - 
And yet be feene to bgere « Womans face? So fas'd ous Father with bis Enemies, 
Women ere (oft, milde, pitcifall,and flezibles So fied his Enembes my Werlike Father: 
Thoo. Rerne,obdurste,Gintie,rough,: . Me thinkes ‘tis prine enough to be his Sonne. 
Bidft chou me rage? why now thou heft thy with. rid pattherday shen pi Srisgk ines egy 
Would'ft hace me weepe? why now thou heft thy will. | Aad tekes her the Sune, 
dh nt depute does lie How well refeenbles it che of Youth, 
And when che Rage silayes,the Raine begins, Trimav‘d like s Yonker, co his Louse? 
Thefe Teares are my fweet Reclands Ob fequies, Ed. Daslemine eyes,os doe] fee three Sunses? 
And every deop cryct v for his deeth, Rich. Three ove e perfe& Sanne, 
‘Gainft thee felt Clifford, and thee falfeFrench-woman, | Not ed with the racking Closds, 
Northam. Bethrew me, but his paffions meaes me fo, | But feuer’d ine Unapbiremnpary Jase 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Teares, See, fee,chey ioyne crabrace,and to kiffe, 
Yorke. That Face of his, Asif they vow'd fome League inaiolsbie. 
The hangry Caniballs would not have roucht, ‘Now are they but one Ligtt,cae Sue: 
Woald nor have ftayn‘d with blood: Jn chis,the Heauen a Figares event. 
But you ere mote inhomenemore inexorable, & "Tis wondrous firange, 
Ohytenne times more then Tyger of Hyrcanis. The like yet never heard of. 
See,rurhleffe Queene hep! ¢ Fathers Tesres: Ithinke it cites vo(Brother)co the Geld, 
This Cloth thou dipd’tt in blood of my {weer Boy, Thac wee,the Sonnes of brave P - 
And I with Teares doe wath the blood away. Each one sireadie blazing by our 
Keepe thos the Nephi oe bosft of this, Should norwithftanding toyae our 
And if thos cell ft the heasie florie right, And ouer-fhine the Earth,es this che World, 
Vpon my Soule,tbe hescers will (hed Teares: ‘What ere it bodes, hence-forward will I beare 
Yea,cuen my Poes will thed faft-falling Teares, Vpon my Terguet three faire fhining Sennes. 
And Lay, Alas, it was a pictious deed. Rubard. Ney. beare three Denghters: 
There,take che Crowne,and with the Crowne,my Curfe, | By your leaue, I fpeake it, 
And in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, - You loue the Beeeder betzes chen the Male, 
As now] reape at chy too cruel band. 
Hard-hearted Ciifferd,take me from the World, Ester ene blowing, 


My Soule to Heauen,my Blood vpon your Heads. 
Norrbamb.Had he been (laugbter-man to all my Kione, 
I fhould not for my Life buc weepe with him, 
To (ee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soale. 
Qaeen, What weeping ripe,my Lord Nerthenuber land? 
Thinke bur epon the he did vs all, 
And that will quickly drie thy melting Teares. 
- dala Heere's for my Oath, beere’s for my Fathers 
each. 
. Qupene. And heere’s to right our gentle-hesrted 
in 
Torte. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, 
My Soule Ayes through thefe wounds, co feeke out thee, 
Qucens. OF with his Head, and fet it on Yorke Gates, 
So Yorke may ones-looke the Towne of Yorke, 
Flour ifs. Exnt. 


A March. Enter Edward, Richard, 
and shew power. 


Edvard. 1 wonder how out Princely Father {cap'c: 
Or whether he be fcap’s away,or no, 
From Chifferds and Nert 
Had he been tne, we fhould have heard the newess 
Had he beene flaice,we fhould heve hesrd che newes: 
Or hed he fcap’tme ite we psig heve heard 
The tidings of his efcape. 

How fs say Brothas? ai he fo fad? 
Rechard. 1 cannot iog.vnrill 1 be refolu’d 

Where our eight valiant Father is become, 

I few him in the Battaile range about, 

And watche him how he fingted A be forth, 

Me choughe he bore himin the ¢ j troupe, 

As doth a Lyon ina Heard of Nest, 

Or as 2 Beare encdewpafs’d round with Dogges 


vit? 


casi alep in asinanealaren shanties 
Some dreadfull hanging on thy T engue? 
Me. prepare bea ppbe sy data 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine, 
Your Pri Father,sod my Lord. 

Edvard, Oh {peake no more, tor I beue heard toe 


mach, 
Rebord. Say how he dy'de,for I will heare ix all. 
AMcf. Bauirooed he was with many foes, 
esa, sa eirobasesty sabe. 
Againft che kes,thet would haus eacred Troy, 
Bat Hercules hienfelfe omukt yeeld to oddes: 
And many ftroskes,:hos 
Hewes downe and fells 
By many heads your Fether wes 
Bot onely Qaught'red by he ircfall Arme 
prebabsisiary ba the Queens: 
Who crowa'd che gracious Duke ia high delpight, —. 
Lough’d in his face: ond when wich grefe’be wept, 
The ruchleffe Queene eu hien,to dry hie Cheeks, 
A Napkin feeped in the herancleffe b 
Of (wees young Raslead,by roagh Ciferd Oaice s 
And after many fcornrs, many fowte counts, 
They tooke his Heed,and on the Gares of Yorke 
They fet the feme,sod there it doch remside, 
The faddeft (pedtacle thar ere I view'd. 
Edward.S aicet Duke of ¥ orke,our Prop to leene vyen, 
Now thou ert gone, wee hane 00 no Seay. 


ai iegr, slaenkp fort coe ga 


And trec haft hoe venquitht him, 
Fer hand to he would hove venquithe chee. 
Now my Soules Pallace bs becomes Prifon: 
Ah, would the breske from hence, thet this my 
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Bight wn che ground be clofed vp in reft : 
For newer henceforth (hall | joy egeiaer 
Never, ob ocver fhall | {ee more ioy. 


my 
Nor can valoede my hearts berthen, 
Ree aes mabe ee ato 


His Dokedome, end bis Chaire wich me ts left. 
Rich. an Lady iegheatherr hl arte Ars oes 


Sunne: 
and Kingdome 
Eicher thac is chine, or elfe chou wer’s not hes. on 
Mach. Ene Vawicke, Ma gufe Memame, 


mally 
Warekk, How vow faire Lords ?. What faice? Whas 
yc. Grese Lord of Werwicke if we fhovid vecomsp 
we 
Our balefall sewes , end st each words deliecrance 
Stab Ponlards in our Aieth, till all were cold, 
The werds would adde more eben the weunds, 
O valiam Loed,che Duke of ¥ orke is flaine. 
Bde. OWarwicke, Warwicke, that Planepout 
Which held chee deerety, 93 his Soules Redemption, 
Is by the flerne L ord Clifford done to death. 
War. Tea dsyes2go, drown'd thefe newes in reares 
Aad now co adde more mesfere to your woes, 
le ome to sell you things fich then befsine. 
After the bloody Frey et Wakefield fowghe, 
Where your brase Father bresth'd bis lateft gaspe, 
Tydings, as feviftly 2s the Poftes could runne, 
Loffe, eed bie Depert. 


Teoachiag King Heavies Ooth.end your Saccefsion 

ouc 8 
Shon T date tae, wees- Aber 

Ouw Boctai "d, sad hercely fought » 
Bus whether ded dor coldnefie of the King, 

Whe look’d full pencly on bis warlike 

That robb'd avy Soldiers of uheic heared Spleens. 

Or whether ‘twas report of ber (ucceffe. 


Theie Weapons like to Ligheni 
Our Sooldsers like the Night.Owles lezie fgh«, 
Or like a lazie Theethes with a Flaile, 


ife of ba aod Rewards: 
10 vaine, eae hentia fight, 
Aad we (i= them) no hope to win the day, 
So that we fled - the King ento che Queene, 
Lord George, yous Brother, Nocfelke, and my Selfe, 
















Henry the Sixt. i 
Inhafte, pot hafie, ere Cometo with you; 
erased pase waar ha at a 
pari canapubiarselees cea a 
Ed. Whereis the Duke gentle Werwick? 
And when come Geergs from to England? 
war. Some fix miles off the ts with che Soldiers, 
And for your Brother be was lately fear 
From your kinde Aunt Duccheffe of 






Wich ayde of Sogidiers co this needful W arre. 
Ruch, T wes oddes belike, when vations Warwick fied; 
Ofc hewe J heard his praifes in Purfuie, 
Bat ac're till now, his Scendell of Retire. 
war. Notnow my Scandal 
For thou thal: knew this 
Can plocke the Disdem from 
And wring the swefall from his Fift, 
Were he as famous, and as in Worte, 
As he is fern'd for Mildneffe, Peace,and Preyer. 
Rich. 1 know it well Lord Warwick, blame me not, 
Tis lowe | beare thy glories makeme {peoke : 
Bet inthis croublous time, what's cn be done ? 








tight hand of rine, 
¢ 
Heuries beod, 










Tell our Desotion with revengefull 
Affe ee aS yh cena betes 
‘ore Warwick came to feek you eut, 










moe proud Birds, 

the cafie-mneling King, ke Wax. 

He (wore content to your Sueceffion, 

His Oach enrolled in the Parliament. 

Aad now to Lendon all the crew ere 

Tofreftrace both bis wher 

Msy mabe cebehngre lean siny 

Their power in thoulead frong 3 

New, if the g of Norfolkoand feife, 

ladder erdgions oe moet of Mazch, 

eihenen can 

Wilts sassaan to fies cad teensy seated 

Why Vis, to Londes will we march, 

pr boos rape Ssbegdenespan. inte 
onee Cherge om > 

eehaelp. nasi OF sures bechauad Gps. 

















Ed. Lord Werwicke, on thy thoulder will I leane, 
And when thos falft(esGed forbid the houre) 











thos be proclaim 
In Burrough 0s we pefic slong, 
jibe een empl ag hapa Ee ’ 
Shall for the Foeke maake feefcie of his bead 
King Edward, valiant Richard Mom: 3 
Say wee enpe, reaming of Reno 
But found the aboot our Taske. 
Rich. Thenc were thy heart as hard as Stecie 
As thou halt thewne it Gintie by thy deeds, 
I come co pierce it, or to giue thee mine. 
Ed. Thea trike ep Drome,God and S. George as 
*¢g ( -— 
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cpr belanesag ab How it doth grecue 


war, How now? what 
Adef. The Dake of Norfolke fends you word by me, 
The Queenc is comming with a psiffent Hoaft, 
Aad craves your company for (peedy couafell. 
Wer, Why cheniz forts, brave W atriors Jet's away. 
Exam Omeet. 


Flearf, Enter be King she Cliferd, Nertkam- 
adYou pi sage palin 
Trampeties. 


fs, Welcome my Lord.to this brane town of Yorke, 
th polarepers abithirs ith yous 
x“ co be inc with yous 
Doth not the obie& cheere yous heert,my Lord, 
To ke cirkes my : 
With hold rocage (deereGod) ‘cis not my fault, 
Nox wittingly cpr psa ret hlenicy 
Clif. aciouws Li is (o@ mage 
And karmfcifpicty matt belayd slide 
To whom do Lyons caf cheis gentle Lookes f 
Not to the Beaft, thac would viurpe their Den, 
Whole hand is that che Forreft Beare doth licke ? 
ay ence pa map foce. 
Who {capes the lurking Serpenes mortal] fling ? 
Not he that fers his fooe vpon ber backe. 
The fraslich Worme will curve, troden on, 
And Doues will pe cke in fafeg ard of cheis Brood. 
Ambitious Yorke, did leeeli x thy Crowne, 
Thou bea a while he kn his angry browes. 
He bats , would haue his Sonne a King, 
And raife his iffue like a loving Sire, 
Tocca ee oodly fonne, 
Did’ft yeeld coafens co diGoheris him : 
Which argoed thee  mo@ valoaing Fether. 
Vareafonable Creatures feed their 
And though mans face be fearefull co their eyes, 
Yer in proredtion of theic tender ones, 
Who hathnot feene chem even with chofe s 
Which fometime they have ve'd wich fearfall di 
Make warre with hin thet climb'd ynto their 


Io ergamencs of mi 3 
Bat C, tell me, did'At 
Thee ill got hed 


ony my 
And weuld ay Fochet had left meno more: 
For ali the reft is held at fuch a Rate, 
As brings a thoufend fold more care to keepe, 
Then ia pofleffion any ict of, 
Cofin Yorke, would chy bet Friends did knapy, 


ee thee cay bead is 
a. My Lord cheere v Spaits,our foes 
Pier Spee Myo bolemarGae, 
You promifi seigiihesd to our forward fonne, 
your : 


Vofbesth forord sed db bien prefenely 
wne. 

. Edward P , acife a Kaight, 

oe My codes Fay eae 

ase ee your Kiagly 


to 
Andia chat quarrel, vic it to the deach. 
Cif. Why chet is fpoken like 2 toward Prince. 


thet defences 
Volbeath your Gavtdighed Fisher Cr7§ Kicstig: 


March, Exer Ednard 
Nerfelhg Ah onst agus and Soldiers. 


Bho. Now periun'’d Hany, wilt chou kneel for grace? 
And {ec chy Diedemn vpoa oxy’ 
Or bide the mortall Fortune of che field. 


Before thy Souersigac,send thy lawfull King ? 
&d. Hon ue Kise, nad be Broeld bow ht have 
I was sdopted Heire by his content. 

Cla, Since when, his Ooch is broke: for as I beare, 
You thee are King, though he do weare the Crowne, 
Haue cous'd him by aew AQ of Parliement, 

LL red praise aba ala 


° too 
Whe thestd foccrede the Farber, but the Sonaa, 
Rich, Are you there butchers? O,1 cannot fpeake. 
Cif. Pe bec te raat 


Or any he, the proudeft of 

Rich. Tae: pauchuchilld poop Reseed ieaslened 
Cid. lend eld ¥: yet not Gacished, 
war. hihi bidaiecaoreg 

Wil: choa (you tpeale 
Qe, how sow dé Woerwicke, dare 


Vpen thes Cliferd,chac cracil 
Cag. 1 Dew thy Pather,caPR thou hima Child ? 
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Rich, ikke a Deftard hereus Coward, 
hss lorem Bers Rolo, Alerum, Excerfens, Emer Warwickg. 
B Sunfet. lle make deech 
"Keer. Pass dane wich words (ray Loeds) and heace wea. tba aoe vdeo tal dar os Ramners with » Race, 
T bey me downe a litle while to breach 











w. Defic chem chen,or cls hold clofe chy lige. ‘Por ftrokes receia'd,and m blowes repald, 
. I prythee give no limits co my Tongue, Have robb'd my ftroog kois finewes of cheir frength, 
“dto fpeske. And (pight of {pight, oceds maf J reft e-while, 
Chf the wound that bred chis meeting bere 
pare becer'd by Wordstherefore be fll Ester Edward reaming. 
Rack. Then Executioner vathesth tby (word : Ed, Saude genile hesuen, or frike vagencle desch, 
K ; buen thas aasde vs sll, [ am refolw'd, ictus world Rowse and Faved eons. acael: 
at Ciiferds Manbood,}yes vpon his congue. war, How now my Lord, wha beppe? what hopeof 
eam acormlipgrtt hake i good 
men broke cheis roe J Ester Clarence. 
ac're thall dine, mnieffe thow yeeid the Crowne, Cla, Our hap isloffe, oor hope bur fad difpaire, 
War. If chou deay,their Blood vpon thy head, Our rankes are broke, and ruine followes vs. 


Pr.E4. sleep or asa a Ed. Boodefic is t, they follow vs with Wiegs, | ° 
vvrong,bus euery ching ls right. And weake we are,and cannox fheo purfarte, 
war. vegans ake chester hy hes Rsuds, 


well I veat ches Mothers tongue. Enter Richard. 
sheaf peepee like chy Sire ner Darnane, Rich. Ah Warwicke,why haft} withd-swn thy felfe? 
; a foule aifhapes , Thy Brothers blood the thirfty casch hoch drank, 
‘dby che bean fe eocided, Broech’d with the Steely of Clfferds Lannce; 
svencens Toades, ec Lizards dresdfyll Ale And in che very pangs of atch wera: 
Rech. IronofNeples,hid with Enghhh gilt, Liketo 2 difnall heard frosalor ferre, 
Fasher beeres the Tule of o King, Warwicke, Diphal, os ocher revenge my death, 
‘Asif Channel thould be call'd the Ses) So vadernesth the belly of their Sceeds, 
sai pba whence thow srt extrsught, | Thex flain’d their Feclockes in his {moaking blood, 


The Noble Gendeman gsue vp che ghoft. 
war. Then let che easth be drunken with our bloods 
Te kill evy Horfe,becaufe | will noe Aye: 
Why ftand we like foft-hearted women heere, 
Wayliag our loffes ,whiles the Foe doch Rage, 
loskerpen: as if che Tragedie 
Were plaid in cht, by counterfetting AQors. 
Heere on my knee, | vow to God above, 
Ibe never pawle ogsing, ocwes fend full, 
| Tilleisher death hath clos'd thefe eyes of miae, 
regi have hapa hoc gly im he dy, Or Fortune grucn me meafure of Revenge. 
Bax when he cooke a begger to his bed, Bd. Ob Warwicke, I do bead my koce wich thine, 
ad grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridal dey, And in this vow do chamesy foale to thine : 
a then chet San-thine brew'd s fhowre for him, And ere my knee rife from the Earths cold face, 
ac wafht his Fathers fortunes forth of Prence, aap ait Ages eel dr pi ger hag 


tongue dered 
"ei Pde Uheed os ahs sca Coe 
¢ this fhamelefie Callet know her feife: 


oe Yorke in aflice pun's his Armour 00. Whats coanfaile give you? whether thal we flye? 
=~ of Greece was fasee then chow, | 
| 


And besp’d (edition eo his Crowne at home : Thoe fetter vp, snd placker downe 
Fo: whas hath broach’d this cumult bec chy Pride? Be leaching thee (if wich thy will i Bands) 
Had Rt thow bene mecke our Title full had flepe, That te my Foes this bedy auft be prey, 

d we in pitty of the Gentle King, Yer chat chy bresen geres of heaven may ope, 
Had flpt ous Claime, wnzil] snother Age And weet paflage to my fofell fosle. 

Cle. Bac when we law eal Soothes made thy Spring,| Now » take leave wmills we meete sgaine, 


Where ere it be, in heaven,or in earth. 


e t our met w 
ta eogh the cg bh omen iow epic eer erwes t 
Weel araer leave, till we hase hewne thee downe, I thas did aever with wo, 
bach'd thy growing, with our hesred bloods. Thac Winter fhonl cat off out Spriog-tiun fo. 
Ede. Aad inthis refolution, | defie chee, We. Awsyawsy: 
williag avy longer Conference, Once more {weet Lords ferwell. 

Sence chou denied’ the penile King co fpeake. Cle. Yer ler vs sleogether co our Troopes, 
Soune TcuuPers lec our bloody Coloars wene, And give chem leave to flye, thet will aot tay: 
nd exbes ViGorie, at elles Graue. And call them Pillers chet will ftend cove : 
Re. Stay Edward, And if we thrive, promife them fuch rewards 
ce fo es As Vi@ors weare st the Games. 


8 sermes heres 
Excmt ovmts. as Foyer wbeped Li od Vid 


156 
oreflow noloager, meke wehenceameine. Exemst 


Reb. No Tcoifag\faes tagicd ss toa 
w 
Sappofe ches arme is for the Dake of Yorke, 

d this for Rutland, boch bound to renenge, 
Wer't thow inuiron’d with a Brazen wall, 


cif, 
see aor a Ge Babb’ d chy Facher Yorke, 


And fo have as thee. Cliferd fies 
Fiche prarwicke comes, 5 
Rick Ne arwicke,fingle ant other Chace, 
For I my felte will hunc this Wolfeto death.  Exemst. 


Alarwm. Eater King Heary aleve. 
Hee, This barrell fares liketo che mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend, with growing light, 
What time blowing ofhis nailes, 
Can neither call it dey, nor nighe. 
Now fwayes i this way, likes Mighty Sea, 
Fore'dby the Tide, to combet with the Wiades 
ow fwayes it chat wey, like the felfe-faene Ses, 
Fore’d toretyre by farie of the Winde. 
ometime, the Flood preusiles and chan the Winde : 
Now, one tbe better: then,anotbes beft ; 
Both tagging to be ViGors, breft to bret: 
Yer neither eeror, nor Conquered. 
ols ah erre. 
Heere on ole-hill will I fit me downe, 
To whom God will there be 4 chfeden 
For are ene,an too 
italberer from che Bartell : Swearing both, 
They profper beft of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead, if Gods good will were {0 ; 
For what is in this world, buc Greefe end Woe. 
Oh God! ene thinkes it were 8 life, 
Po be no berrer then a homely Swaine, 
To fic vpon shill, es 1 donow, 
To carwe out Dialls point by point, 
Thereby to fee the Minates how they runne : 
How many mekes the Houre full compleste, 
How Hoares brings ebouc the Day, 
How many Dayes will finifh vp the Yeare, 
How many Y eares,2 Mortal] man may live. 
When this is knowne, then to divide the Times: 
So many Houres, mwft Icend my Flocke 3 
So many Howres, muft I take my Reft : 
So many Hoares, muft Conremplete : 
So many Houres, muft I Sport my falfe: 
So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong: 
So many weekes, ere the Fooles will Eane: 
So many yeares, ere I fhall theere the Fleece: 
So Minures, Houres, Dayes, Monthes,ead Yeares, 
Paft ouer to the end they were created, 
Would bring white haires, vato a Quiet grave. 
Ah! whac a life were this? How fweet? how lovely? 
Tesh the Hawthorne pincer) hie thade 
° heards, looking on theit filly Sbeepe, 
Then doth arich Imbro-der’d Canopie 
ToKings, that feare their Subiedts creacherie ? 
ree fos it doth; a thoufsnd fold it doth 
te conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 
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His cold chinne drinke out of his Leather 

His wonted fleepe, vnder  fteth trees thede, 

All which fecure, and fweerly he enloyes, 

Is fasre beyond a Princes Deticates: 

His Visnds {perkling ia a Golden Cup, 

His bodie couched in 8 curious bed, 

When Care, Miftruft, and Tresfon waits on hive, 


Aleem, —Eatera Senne tha hatbbil'd bis Faber 
on ders: ands Father tha barbie db Gages 


Sen, Ill blowes the winde chee 


Aad perdon Father, for I knew not thee. 
My Teares fhall wipe away chefe bloody markes : 
gay Pg esd al hewe flow d their Gil, 

. Opicteous cle! O Times * 
Whiles Lyons Warse,sad baccaile for their Dennes, 
Poore harmleffe Lambes abide their enanity. { 
par dba ashe thee Teare for Teare, 
And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Werre, 

Be blinde with ceares,end bresk ore-charg’d with griefe 
Enter Father poariog of bes Senne. 

Fa, Thou that fo hath refiited me, 
Gtoe me thy Gold, if chou Gold: 
Por I have bought it with on blowes. 
Baclet me fee : Is this oer Foe-mans face? 
Ab,no,no,no, it is mine onely Sonne. 
SO ed sy Ie beet o cies, 

w vp thine cye : fee, fee, what fhowres arife, 
Blowne with the windie Tempeft of any heart, 
Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heart, 
O pitty God,this miferable Age! 

Seragems¢ how fell? how Burcherty? 


Erreoneous, mutinous, and vanacerall, 
This desdly querrell daily doth begec! 
rey be Pacher gaue thee life coo foone, 
Aad hath thee of thy life toe lace. 
King. Wo sboue wo:greefe,more the common greefe 
peal sealord ene deeds : 
> ry 4 ven 3 
The Red Rote sad che White are-on his face, 
The feral Colours of ou: ftriuing Houfes: 
The one, his e Blood nght well refembles, 
The other his pale Cheekes (me chinkes)prefereth : 
Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourith ; 





Ifyou concent, s thoufsnd liaes muft wither. 


Sea, How will my Mother, for a Fathers death 
Take on with me, and ne're be {atisfi'd? 
Fa, How willmy Wife,for flaughter of my Sonne, 
Shed feas of Teares, and ne‘re be farisf'd? 
Kiag. How will the Country, for thefe woful chances, 
Mil-thinke 





Mit-chinke the gadact be facished ? 
San. Was coer fo rew'd « Fachess death? 
Fach, Wes cnet Father fo bemoen'd bis Senne? 
Has. Wee evct fo greean'd for Sabietis wee?; 

ingen tines fo uch. 


Le beare thee bence,2nd let them 
Bor I howe asarthered where I 

Hen. Sad-heerred-ence, mech overgene with Care; 
Fisere fas a King, more wofuil chen you are. 


Aiea, Excurfeer. Eater the Dusen phe 
Prince sad Exeter, 


Prin. Fly Fazher fie : for all Friends are fied, 
as Wardaae cee Cael 
Away, for death doth bold v9 in perfake. 

a. Moen you my Lord, towards Barwiche poft s- 


epaine ; 
Edvardand Richard lite s brece of 


the fearfall ying Harein fight, 
rag Seiya fe very wreth, 
And bloody fiecle prafpt in their yrefell hands 
eee ee hence emsine. 
Exe. Awty: cane 
BE, ny catia cxpeRcdatc: aake freed, 
Or effe come after, lle wey before. 


More then ty Bodies perting with ery Soule: 
eyo rriog ihn Se 


confet, 
That Phesser fhould checket oo 
ang Carre neser had fcorch’d the earth, 
Pippin, Wey oars pa Soba “werd 
Or as thy Father tod bis Father did, 


couraing 
thew this é 
gh etepnrgLcan itos a roast bl bor ta 


Coree Torkg and Richard jvarwichy,sad che re, 

1 Geb’d your Fathers bolomes, Spit ny bref. 

Miran Raven, Emer Edvard 9 anvicss Rickerd. 
Seldiors , Ademtague § Clarence, ~ 


perfec Qeesse, 
That led colmse feary, he were o King, 
hs dosh Sale Fd wh eroing Ga 
Commend an Argofieco ferme che Wours, 


ended, 
gracly vied. 
Revoke that doome of mercy Sor ‘tis Clifford, 
bf eadinade-tervonrgrclar te «sbeebs 
n hewing Rutland, when forth, 
ng knife : ope 


Ed. Bring forth chat fecal] Schreechowle to our houfe, 
Thac nochin 6 ne but death, to vs and ours : 
Now death i hop bis difrne!! threatrang found, 
And his ill-boading toagae,no more thall (pcake. 
war. \chinke is undecftanding is bereft 1 
Speaks Ciiferd dof chou low who fprakes we chee? 
arkec death ore- (hades his beames of life, 
gare! » Nor heares ve,whac we (ey. 
: woold he did, aad [0 ( peshaps jhe doch, 
Tis but his pelicy to councer fer, as 
Becaafe he asold fech bitces cauunes 
Which in the cime of desch be gowe our Father, 
Cla If fo thou think’, 
Vex him wich os Bre ues 
Ried. € mercy tsine No grece. 
Ed. Chfferd,repent in boorleffe 
war. Cafed, deeile exceles for thy felts. 
Cla. While we dewife fell Torrures for thy feules. 
Rich. Thos didd'R love Yorke,and { am foa to Yorke. 
Ede. Thou pitted’ Raciend,] will pitry sbec. 
Cla. Where's Captaine (Margaret ,to fence you sow? 
War. They mocke chee Cliferd, 
Sweare as thow was't wont. 
Rie. Whar,not a0 Orch? Nay chen the world go'shard 
When Clifford ceanot {pare bis Priends sn oath 3 
Lknow by chee be’s dead,sod by my Soule 
If chis right hand would ewo boures fe, 
That I(in all defpight) might rsyle st hisw, 
This band thosld it off : 8x wich the iffaing Blood 
Safle the Villsine, whofe vaflenched thirft 
Yorke,sed Retlead could sot fariefie 
War. 1 bee *s dead, Of with the Traitors head, 
And reare ic in the place your Fathers ftands, 
Amn1 now to Lendon with Tcamraphare merch, 
3 There 



















































158 be third Part of K ing Henyy the Sext. 
Thereto be crowned Englonds Royal! King : pe Tyger will be mide, pe doth moune ; 
From whence, (hell Warwicke cut che Ses to France, And Neve wilt be cainted remorfe, 
died woke Oe Lotte Semis Ot a Toheare and fee her plaints, her Brinith Teares. 
So fhale thou finow both thefe Lands together, 1, bur thee's come co begge, Warwiche co gine : 
Aad France thy Friend, thoo thats not dread Shee on his left Gde, crauing syde for Heese 5 
The fcattred Foe, thet hopes to rife agarme : He on his right, asking 8 wife for Edward 
Far though they caanot greatly fting to bert, Shee Weepes, and fayes, bet Howry is depos d: 
Yer hooke to heue chem buz ro chine cares : He Smiles, and fayes, his Edmard is inftaul’d; 
Farft, will I fee che Coronation, That the (poore Wretch) for farsa cen ipeake nomseore. 
Acd then co Bricenoy Ile croffe che Ses, ___ | Whiles Waswicke tels his Title, fmooths the Wrong, 
To effe& chis marriage, [0 it pleafe my Lord. Inferrech srguments of mighty Arength, 
Ed. Buen os thou wik fweet Werwicke, let x bee : Aad in conclafion winnes the King her, 
For in thy fhealder do I builde my Seace 5 With promife of his Stfter, sad what elfe, 
And neuer will I vadertake the thing To ftrengthen end cepts King Edwards place. 
Whereia thpcounfaile end confenc is wanting: O Adargares, thus ‘twill be,and chou (poore foue) 
Richard, | will create thee Duke of Glowcefter, Arc then forfsken,ss thon wenr'ft torlome. 
And Gearge of Clarence ; Warwicke as our Seife, Ham, Say, wbat art chou talk’ of Kings & Qaece 
Shell de, aad wade as him pleafeth bef. Kieg.More chen | iceme,sad leffe chen 1 wesborn te = 
Rech. Lec rac be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter, | A man at leaft, for leffe I thould not be : 
For Glofters Dukedome is t00 ominoss, Aad men may talke of Kings,and why not 1? 
war, Tex, thas's a foolith obfesustion : Ham, 1,but choo talk'tt, as ifthou wer't s King, 
Richard be Duke of Glofter : Now to Londoa, Kung. Why fo 1 am (in Minde)and that’s 
To fee thele Henors in poflefiioa. Exnst Ham. Kut if chou be a King, where is chy Crowne? 
King. My Crowne is in my heart,not on rey bead : 
Emer Stukjoand Hansfrey with Crofe-bewes Not deck’d with Dismonde,snd Indian ftones 
esthew bands. ’ Nor to be feene : my Crowne, is call’d 
(ovr felaes: | A Crowne itis, chat ildome Kings enioy. 
Sink, Vader this thicke growne brake, weelthrowd | Has. Well, ifyoube a King crown'd with Concenr, 
Fer through this Lasnd spon the Deere will come, Your Crowne Coorent,and you,muft be coarenced: 
And ia chis covert will we make our Scand, To go slong with vs, For (as we thinke) 
ulling che principal of all che Deere. You are che king Edward tvath depos'd: 
Ham. lie Rey sboue the hill fo both may fhoor. And we his worne io all Allegeance, 
Siok, Thaccannor be, the noife of chy Croffe-bow Will apprehend yous hie Bocmie, 
Will (care the Heard,and fo my fhooc is loft : Krag Bux did you newer {weace,and breske an Oath, 
Heere ftand we both, snd syme we ec the beft: Yam. No,neuer (uch en Oath, nor will pot sow. 
And for che time thall not feeme cedious, King .Where did you dwell when I was K 
He cell thee what befell me one day, Hans, Heere ia this Country, where we sow semaine. 
In this felfeeplace, where now we mesne co fend. Kuog. | was annoiored King oc nine comes old, 
Sisk, Heere comes aman, let's May till he be palt: My Facher,snd my Grendfatber were Kings: 
Enter the King wah a Prayer books, And you were ferorne true Subiedts rato mez 
Hea. From Scorland ain I Rolne euen of pure love, And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaches ? 
To greet mine owne Land with my wifbfull fighe : Sin No, for we were SubieGs,bat while you wer king 
o Harry, Havy, ‘tis 00 Laad of thine, King. Why? Am I dead? Do [ not breath a Man? 
hy orpladine hese! | Scepter wreng from thee, Ah fimple men, you know not whar you {weare 3 
Thy Beime wethe off, wherewith thou was Annointed: | Looke,at I blew this Feather from my Face, 
Ne bending knee will call thee Cefarnow, And os the Ayre blowes it to me ageine, 
No hunable fucers preafe to (peake for right : Obcying ithe winde when I do blow, 
No, aes aman comes for redreffe of thee : And yeelding to another, when it blowes, 
For how can I helpe them,end not my felfe? Commanded alwsayes by the greater guft 
Sink, 1, heere’s a Deere, whofe skin's a KeepersPee: | Such isthe lightneffe of you, common reen. 
is is the qaondam King ; Let's feize vpon him. But do sot breake your Osthes, for of thet Gane, 
Hea. Let me embrace the ower Adua fasies, My milde iorreacie thall oot make you guile. 
Fes Wile men fay, it is the wileft courfe. Go where yoo will, che king thal! be commanded, 
Bam. Why linger we?L et vs lay bands vpon him. And be yoo kings, com and Ile obey. 
Sak, Forbeare a-while,wee'l heare a lntie more. Sukle. Weare true Subjeds to the king, 
Hea. My Queene and Son are gone to France for aid: | King Edward. 
And (as I heare)the great Commanding Warwicke King. So would yoo be againe to Haris, 
I: chither gone,to craue the French Kings Sifler Ifbe were (eated as king Edwards. 
To wife for Edward. If this newes be true Sarkle. Wecbarge you inGods name & the Kings, 
Poore Queene,end Sonne, your labour is ber loft: To go with vs vneo che Officers. 
For Werwickeis 2 febrile Orator : wg. InGods neme iced, your Kings name be obeyd, 
And Leva a Prince foove wonne with mouing words : And what God will,shet let your Kung performe, 
By this ecconm chen, Aéagaret may winne him, And what be will, I humbly yceld vaco. © cad 
For the’s s woman to be piccied muuch - 
He fighes will make a bett'ry in his bref, Enser K.Sdwerd Glofer Clarence Lady Grap. 






Her cesses will pierce into a Marble heart : King. Brother of Glofter az S. Alboas field 




























Which wee in Iuftice cannot well deny, 
Becoule ia Quarrell of che Hoafe of 7% 
The worthy Gensleman did lofe his Life. 
Rech. Your Hi ghaeffe (hall doe well co graane her fair 
Ic were difhonor to deny it her. 

. It were no leffe,bur yet Ihe meke 3 pewle. 

- Yea, is it fo: 


(Clarenss. Hoe knowes che Game, how ewe hee keepes 
the winde? 
Rich. Silence. 
Kag. Widow, we will confider of your fuic, 
Aod corse fome acher time co know our mende. 
gracious Lord, I canner brooke delay : 
May it plesle your Highneffe to refolee menow, 
And what your picafuse is,fhall facisfie me. 
Rech, UWidow? then Ile warrant you al! your Lands, 


And if whet plesfes yt Gon ure you: 
Fight clofer,or food far sake catch ; Blow, 
Clarence. 1 her not,voleffe the chance co fall. 
_ ~ Rich. God forbid thac,for hee'le cake vantages. 
King. How emany Children haft chou, Widow? tell 


me. 
Clarence. I chinke be reeanes to beg ge a Child of her. 

















Rick Nay chen whip me : hee'le giue hertwo. 

brid. Theee,my tacious Lord, 

Rech. Yov thall heve lt pelea sapere 
achers 


Kong. “Twere pictie they thould lofe their 
Laode, 


wd, Be prrifull,dresd Lord,sod graunc icthen. 
Kang. Leeds gwe vs leave, De trye this Widowes 


wit. 
Ruck, I,good leane haue you, for you will haue leaue 
Till Youth take lesue,and leave you to the Cretch. 
Kou. Now tell me, Madame, doe you loae you 
Childrea ? 


wid. } fall os desrely 251 touc my &lfe. 
- Aad would you oor doe much to doc them 


Od. To dee them good, I woeld fultayne fome 
Kéeg. Thee get your Husbands Lands, co doe them 


wid. Therefore I came tno your Maicftie. 
King. The ceil you how thefe Cea usbees 

So fhall you biod me co yous Highneffe fersice, 
xig. What feruice wilt chou doc me, if 1 give them? 
wad. - Whee you commend,thst refis in me to doe. 
of Buz you will cake exceptions co wy Boone, 

No, gracious Lord,except I cannot doe it. 
Pe {but chou cant doe what I meane to aske. 
Wid, Why then I will doe whet your Grace com- 


Rees Hee ples ber bard, end much Raise weares the 
Cle. Asred os fire? asy then, her Wax muft mele. 
ee Prey ee tal I not heare oy 
e? 
» Anesfie Taske, ‘tis but to loue a King. 
That's foone perform'd, becaufe fama Subica 
ait: Why then, thy Husbends Lands 1 frely gue 





wid, Veake my leave wich thoufsad thanites, 
Rech. The March ie made, thee feales ic with » Curhe, 
Keg. But fay chee, cis the frvits of love I meane, 
. The fruits of Love,I mesne,my louing Lidge. 
ge. 1,buc I feare me in enocher fence, 
What Loue,chink’ft chou,! fee fo mechto ges ? 
Wd. My love till death, my hermble chenk s,my prayers, 
That loue which Vertue begges,end Vercue graunes, 
at No,by my troch, I did act nveane fuch loue. 
Wid. Why then you mesne notes I thoaght you did. 
Keg. Bac now you partly may perceive my minde, 
Wid. My minde will never grsant what | perceice 
Your Highneffe syrnes st,if [ syrne aright. 
Keg. To cell chee plaine,! zymeto lye with thee. 
Wid, Totell you plaine, I had raches fye in Prion, 
ae Why then chou thelt noe have chy Husbands 
$s 


Wd. Why then mine Honcftie thall be my Dower, 
For by that loffe,! will not purchafe thers, 
tby Children mighetly, 
Wid. Herein your H e wrongs both them Seme; 
But mightie Lord, chis inclination 
Accords not with the fadneffe of my furt : 
Pleafe you difmiffe me,eyther with J,or no. 

Keng. 1,:f chou wilt fay 1eo my requeft : 
No, if thou do'ft fay No co my demand. 

Bid. Then No,my Lord: my fuit is ac sn end. 

Rich. The Widow likes bim nor, thee knits ber 


owes. 
Clarence. Hee is the blenseft Wooer in Chriften- 


dome. 
. Her Looks doth argue her replece with Modefty 
ner Words doth thew her Wit incapable, : 
All her pesfeGtions challenge Soweraigntie, 
One way,or other, thee is for a King, 
And thee thall be my Loue,or elfe my Queene. 
Say that King Edward eske chee for his Queene? 

Od. Tisbercer feid then done, my grecioes Lord: 
Lama fobied fic co ies ft withall, 
But farre vofit to bt a Soucraigne. 

Kang. Sweet Widow, by my State ! fwesre to thee, 
I fpeake no more then whac my Soule incends, 
And that is,to enloy thee for my Love, 

Wed, And that is more then | will yeeld wneo: 
Iknow,] am eran Oe Queene, 
And yet too gaod to be your Concubine, 

ns You ceaill, Widow,! did meane my Queene, 
you F 


Br 


"Twill grieve yous Grace, my Sonnes hoald call 


King. No more,then when my Daeg hers 
Call thee Mother. 
Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children, 
And by Gods Mother, I being but « Batchelor, 
Haase other-forme. Why. tis a hsppy thing, 
Tobe the Facher vnto many Soanes: 
Anfwer no more, for thou thalc be my Queene. 
Rib. The Ghofly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Clarence. When hee was made s Shriver, twas for thift. 
eg Brothers, you mufe what Chee wee twe haue 


Rich, The Widow bikes ic not, for fhee lookes very 
Km. You'ld thinke it Arange, if I thould c 

et. 
Clar:nce. To who,my Losd? 


King. Why Clareuce to my elle. 
gals acai Bich 


The third Part o 


Rah. That would be terme dayes wonder at the lest, 
Clarence, That’ss day longes then 3 Wonder lafis. 
Roch. By fo much is the W onder in extremes. 
ing. Well iealt on Brothers: J can tell you both, 
Hes (uit is grawnced fos her Husbaods 





Borer a Neble man, 


Neb. My gracious Lord, Howy your Foe is taken, 
And real. yout Prifones to yous Paliace Gare 
Kang. See ches he be coaucy'd voto the Towers 
Aad goe wee Brothers to the men that cooke him, 
To of his spprebenfien. 
Ww got you along: Lords vfe her hovcarable. 
Exout. 


Manet Richard, - 

Rech. J, Edvard will vfe WW omen honourably: 
W ould he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all, 
That from his Loynes no hopefull Branch may fpring, 
To croffe me from the Golden time I looke for; 
And yer, betweene my Sonics defire,and me, 
The (ofa Edwards Title buryed, no 
Is Clarence. Henry 200 tis Sonne E d, 
Andall che valonk'd-for Iflue of dei Radics: 
Totake their Roomes,ere } can place wy feifes 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 
Why chen I doe bert dreame on Souerzigncie, 
Like one thas Rands Yas a Promontonie, 
And (pyes a farre-off thore,where hee would tread, 
W iftnog his foor were equall with his eye, 
Aad chides che Sea, that funders him from thence, 
Saying hee'le lade it dry,ro hane his way : 
So doe ! with the Crowne, being fo farre off, 
And fo 1 chide tbe meanes that es me from it, 
And f0(I fay) Sle cut the Canfes off, 
Flottering me with impoffibiliues : 
My Eyes oe quicke,my Heart o're-weenes too much, 
Vilefle ny Hod and Seren gth could equall then. 
Well, fay chere is no Kingdome then for Richard - 
Wha other Pleafure can the World sffoord ? 
Ile make my Heaven in: Ladies Leppe, 
And decke my Budy in gay Omamenis, 
And ‘witch (wert Ladies with my Words and Lookes. 
Oh miferable Thought! and more enlikely, 
Tnen co accoropiith cwencie Goiden Crownes. 
Why Loue forfwore me in my Mothers Wombe : 
And for 1 fhould not deale in het foft Lawes, 
Shee did corrupe frayle Nature with fome Bride, 
To thrinke reine Arme vp like a wither'd Shrub, 
Tomake an ensious Moantaine on my Back, 
Where fits Deformitie to mocke my Body; 
To thape my Legges of on voequall fize, 
To dif. rtsoo me in part: 
Liketon or anvn-lick'd Beare-whelpe, 
Thet ao wnpeeffion hke che Demme. 
And ara I chen a man to be belou'd? 
Qh monftrous faalt,to harbour fech athoagbe, 
Then (ince this Eartb affoords no Joy to me, 
Bur co command co check,t0 o're- beare fuch, 
As are of beteer Pesfoa then my felfe : 
Te make my Heauen,to dreame vpon the Crowne, 
Aad whiles | jioc,t account this World bor Hell, 
Vauitl my mus-thap d Trunke, chac beaccs this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne, 
And yet I know nat how ro get the Crowne, 
Far many L wes ftand betweene me and home : 


ing Henry the Sixt. 
And I, like one loft ma Thoraie Wood, 
That rents the Thornes,and is reat wich the Thornes, 
Seelang a way and {trsying from the way, 
Not knowing howto the open Ayre, 
Bat coyling ap Pais to finde it oc, 
Torment my (elfe,co catch che Pnghth Crowne ; 
And from that torment I will free my felfe, 
Or bew my way oot with a bloody Axe. 
Why I can faule,and marther whiles | {mile, 
And cry Content,to chat which griewes my Heart, 
And wet my Cheekes with aruficsall Teares, 
And frame my Face to all occahoas. 
He drowne more Saylers then the Mermaid hall, 
lle flay more gezess then the Bahliske, 
Ile play the Oracor as well as Nefer, 
Deceiwe more flyly then Viger coald, 
And ltke a jtoke enocher Troy. 
J cen adde Colours to che Camedson, 
Change fhapes with Prasew, for adaants 
And fet the murtherous CMarben/l to Schoole. 
Can } doe this,end cannot get a Crowne? 
Tur, were st farther off,lle placke ndowne. Exes. 





Fina. 
Eecor Lewis the French Keng, bse Seftor Boma. bas 
Adruwrah. cal d Boarbas - Prince Edward, 
aver sand the Earte of Oxford. 
Lewes fits and rifeth tp ageme. 


Lewis. Faire Qpeene of England, worthy Maysrec, 


" Sicdowne with vs ; it ili befics chy Stace, 
And Birth, chat chou fhould’?t (tend while Lewes doth fic 


Mag. No,mightic King of France: now Margerss 
Moft Rrike her fayle,and leacne a while to ferue, 
Where Kings conmmand, 1 was(| moft confefie) 
Great Albions Qaceng,in former Golden dayes: 

But now mifchance hath trod my Title downe, 
And with dif-honor Isyd me oo the ground, - 
Where] muft take like Seas wnso my fortune, 
And to my bumble Seat conforme my felfe. 

Leon. Why fay, fare Queene, whence fprings chus 
deepe defpaire ? 

Maz. Prom fuch a canfe,as fils mine eyes with ceeres, 
And flops my tongac. while heart 1s drown’d in cares. 

Lewis, What cre it be,be chou fill tke chy feife, 
And fit thee by our fede. Seats ber by bam, 
Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoske, 

But let chy dauotleffe mindc fhil nde m triumph, 
Over all mifchance. Sie a 
Be plaine, Queene Mfargartt and cell thy priete, 
I be aon Fours con yeelds os 

Adery. Thole gracious wards 
Reviue my drooping thoughts, 

Aad give my tongue-ry'd forrowes leaue to fpeekes 
Now be te hnowne ro Noble Lewis, 


T That Hewy,fole poffeflor of my Love, 


1s,0f a King, become a baniffx man, 

And fore’d co liue in Scotlend a Forlome ; 

While prowd ambitious Edward, Doke of Yorke, 
Vfarpes the Regall Ticle,and che Seat 

Of Englends true snoynred lawful King. 

This is the caufe char Lpoore CMargeret, 

With this my Sonne,Prince Edward. Hearws Heire, 
Am come to craue thy tuft and lawful ayde 

And if thou failc vs,a0] ous hope ts done, 

Scotland bach will co belpe, bar cannot helpe : 








The third Part o 


Out People,snd our Peeres, are both mis-led, 

One Treafere feiz'd,our Souldiors pur to flight, 

Aud (a8 chow (euft ) our felues in beauie pli 
Lewes. Renowned Queene, 

With patience calme the Scorme, 

While we bethinke s meanes to breske It off. 


Adarg. The more wee ftsy, the fronger growes our 


Foe. 
Lewl. The wore I fisy, the more Ile faccour chee. 
Marg. O,but impatience waiteth on truc forrow. 
Aod {ce where comes the breeder of my forrow. 


Ester warwickd. 


Sees What's hee spproscheth boldly to our pre- 
e? 
Mag, Our Earle of Warwicke, Edwards greateit 


Lewk. Welcome brave warwicks, what brings thee 
to France ? Hire defeends, Shee orsfeth. 
Alay. Lnow begins s fecond Scorme to rife, 
o this is hee that manes both Winde and Tyde. 
ware. From worthy Edward, King of AlbNon, 
My Lord and Soveraigoe,end thy vowed Friend, 
oe eee ray 
to to opsii Perfoo, 
And chen to craue 8 of Amite: 
And laftty,to confirme that Amitie 
With Koot,if thou vouchfefe to granne 
That vertaous Lady Bevs,thy faire Sifter, 
° King, in lawful] Marriage. 
May. \f chat goe forward, Hewriss hope is done. 
" dat cbiars ousMsdame,  § Sprakuy to Bene, 
our ) 
lem crapearerseauhie? her} leave and feuor, 
umbly vo kiffe your Hand, sad with my Tongue 
o tell the paffion of ary S s Heart; 
There Fame,iate entring at his heedfull Bares, 
Hath plac’d thy Besucies Image,and thy Vervue. 
. King Lewsand Lady Bonheur me fpeake, 
Before you antwer Warwick. His demand 
ings net from Edwards well-meant honett Lous, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceffitie: 
Forhow can Tyrants fafely poesin home, 
Vetleffe abroad they purchale pret allyance? 
ehim Tyrant,this reafon msy fuffice, 
liveth Adal: bue were hee dead, 
Yer here Prince Edwerd ftands King Henrss Sonne. 
Looke therefore Lewis that by this League and Masisge 
Thou draw not ou thy Danger,and Dis-houor : 
For chough Vfarpere fway the rule s while, 
Yer Heau'ns arc iaft,and fuppreffcth Wrongs 
were. laurious Margaret. 
Edm. Aad why not Sale ? : 
Warw. Becaufe thy Fac to did wfurpe, 
Aad thou nomore are Prince,then {hee is Queene, 
Oxf. Then warwickg difagulls great fobs of Gaunt, 
Which did fubdue the gresceft part of Spsines 
Aad sfter fobs of Gaunt, Hewy the Fourth, 
Whofe Wifdome wasa Mirror co the wileft s 
And sfeer thas wife Prince, Henry the Pife, 
Who by his Proweffe conquered all France: 
From chefe our Hewry lineally defceods. 
Warw. Oxford, how haps it in chis (mooth difcousfe, 
ou told now,how Henry che Sixt hach loft 
All chet,which erry che Fift hed gotten : 



















































- Me thinkes chefe Peeres of France fhould finile et chet. 
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But for che reft: you cell s Pedigree 
Of chreefcore ead two yeeres,a lilly cime 
To make prefcription for a Kingdomes worth. 
Oxf. Why Warwicke cen thou {peak againg thy Liege 
Whom thou obeyd’ft thirtie and fix yeeres, 
And not bewrsy chy Treafon witha Bieth? 
Were, Can O thac did ever fence the sighs, 
Now buckler Ealfehood with a Pedigree? 
For (heme lesue Henry 20d call Edward King. 
Oxf. Call bien wf King, by whofe iniurious deome 
My elder Beother,the Lord e-tubrey Vere 
Was done to death ? artd more then fo,my Father, 
Euen inthe downe-fall of his mellow’d yeeres, 
When Nature brought him to the doose of Death? 
No Werwicky,no: while Life vpholds this Arme, 
This Arme vpholds the Houle of Leacaffer. 
ware. And! the Hoole of Forks. 
Lawu.Queene Margaret Prince Edward and Oxford, 
Vouchfafe ac our requeft,to Rend afide, 
While! efe further ee with Marwicke, 


Morg. Heauens graunt, that Wwerwickes wordes be 
witch him not. 
Lew Now Sarwickg,tell me even vpon thy confcienct 
Is Edward your true King? for] were Joth 
Telinke with him,chae were not lawfall chofen. 
prarw. Thereon I pawne my Credits end mine He 


nor. 
Lewis, Buc is hee gracious in the Peoples eye? 
Warw. The more,that Heary was vaforcansce. 
Laww. Then farther : all differmbling fet afide, 
Tell me for eruth,che meafure of his Love 
Vato oar Sifter Bone. 
wa. Such ic feernes, 
As may befeeme a Monarch like himéelfe. 
My (elfe haue often heard hin {sy,end fweare, 
Thst chis his Love was en externell Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fixt in Verwves ground, 
The Leaves and Fruic maintaitt’d wich Beaotes Suane, 
Exempt from Bouy, but aot from Difdsine, 
Voleffe the Lady Bove quit his paine. 
Lowa, Now Sifter, let vs heare your firme refolue. 
Bena. Your graant,or your denyal) ,fhall be mine. 
Yerlconfeffe,chatoftenerechisday, Speaksse We 
When I haue heerd your Kings defert recounted, 
Mine care hech cempred iudgement to defirt. 
Lewis. Then Werwicks, thus: 
Our Sifter fhell be Edwards, 
And now forthwih thall Articles be drawne, 
Touching the Ioyocure that your King muft make, 
Which with her Downe be counter-poys'd: 
Draw daa Margaret ond bes wi tneffe, 
That Bona thal be Wife to the Englith King. 
Pr.kdw. To Edward, bx not to the En lit King 
Mare, Deceitfull Warwicke,it was thy deaice, 
By this alliance co make vold my fais: 
Before thy comming, Lows wes Henrie! friend. 
Lewis. Aod fiillis friend to him,and Adergaref. 
Bur if your Title to che Crowne be weake, 
As may appeare by Edwards good facceffe : 
Then ‘tis but resfon,chet I be celeas'd 
From giuing syde,which lace f promifed. 
Yet (hall you have all kindneffe at my hand, 
That your Eftace requites,and mine can yeeld. 
Warw, Hrary now lives jn Scotland,st his cafes 
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Where hauing minty. . nothing can he lofe. 

And 9 for you your feife (our quondsm Queene) 

You hase a Facher able to maintsine you, 

And bercer “were, you troubled him, theo France, 
Mar, Peace themeiefle W s:wicke, 

Prood fercer vp, ond puller downe of Kings, 

I will not hence, cill with my Talke aad T esres 

(Both full of Truth) 1 make King Lewis behold 


Thy flye conueyance,snd thy Lords falfe love, 












Lewes. Warwicke,this is fone pofte to va,or thee. 
Eater the Potts 





Thefe Letsers are for you. 
Sent from your Brother Merqueffi 
Thefe from spa ers9 stad your Maiefy. 
And Msadam,chefe for you 
From whom, I know noe. 
They a8 reads shete Letters. 

Oxf. Tlike ic well, thet our faire Queene and Miftris 

Smiles at her newes, while Warwety frownes st his. 





Te Lewes 








netied. I hope,sil’s for the beft. 
Low. Warwicke,whar ase thyNewes? 
And yours, faire Queene. 






¥/ar, Mine full of forrow, and hearts difconcens. 
Lew, What? has your King married the Lady Grey? 
And now to footh your Prey: and his, 
Sends me s Paper co perfwade me Patience ? 
Is this ch’Alliance chat be feekes with France ? 
Dare he prefume to feorne vsin this manser ? 
Mar. cold your Maicfly ss much before 
This proveth Loue,and Warwickes honefly. 
war, King Lewes, \ heere protel in fight of beauen, 
And by the hope I haue of heavenly biiife, 
Thac I am cleere from this mifdeed of Edowrdr, 
No more my King, for he difhonors me, 
But moft himfelfe, if be could fee bis (hame, 
Did I forget, thas by the Houfe of Yorke 
My Father came wncinely to his death? 
Did I let paffe th’abufe done to my Neece ? 
Did I impsle hie wich che Regall Crowne f 
Did! put Henry from his Native Righe ? 
Andem I don'd as the left, evich Shame ? 
Shame on himfelfe, for my Defert is Honor. 
And to repaire my Honor loft for bim, 
T heere renounce him,and returneto Henry. 
My Noble Queene, let former grudges paffe, 
And henceforth, I am thy true Seruieour s 
I will reuenge his wrong to Lady Bone, 
And replant Harry in his former fate. 
Me. Warwicke, 
Thefe words haceturn’d my Hate, to Loue,’ 
And I forgive, a0 quite f old faules, 
And joy that chou becom’ft King Henrie: Friend, 
Wer. So mach his Friend, Ibis vnfained Friend, 
That i(King Lewis vouch{sfe to furvith vs 
With fome few Bands of chofen Seldiours, 
Tle wndertake co Land them on our Cosft, 
And force the Tyrant froen his fear by Warre. 
Tia noc his new-made Bride thall fuccour him. 
And ss for Clarence, 08 my Letters cell me, 
Hee’s likely now co fall from him, 
For ing more for wanton Laft,then Honer, 


































The third Part o 


Or then for 


Poff a borne Within. 
Fer both of you sre Bieds of clk tune Pesiher 


Te Mazen 


Prence Ed. Nay marke how Lewes Rampes as be were 


Mar. Mine fuch,as fill my heart with vnhop'd ioyes. 





ing Elenry the Sixt. 
and (aley of oer ; 
Ber by thy nape ss seed Ccene ne 
tot ? 
Mar. Retowned Prince, bow thal! Poore 
Valefie ee spieodingaben — difpaire? 
Bees. My it Englifh Queens 
Wa. And reine feire Lady Besicne sakeear 
Lew. And mine,with hers,and thine snd Dar garete, 
Therefore,st laft, I firmely am refolu'é 
You thall hevesyde. 
Adar. Let me give bumble thankes for all at once. 


Lew. Then Englands Meflenger,returne in Pole, 
And tell falfe Edward, thy Sonpole 
Thee Lows of France, is fending over Maskers 
To rewell te with him,and his new Bride. 
oe = viet ptft,go fesse chy King withall, 
ena. Tell hin bee'l proue 9 widower thordy 
I weere the Willow Gatised for his fake. 
Ade. Tellhim,my mourning weeds are lsyde ahde, 
And ! ara ready co put Armor on. 
Wa. Tell him trom me,thet be hath done me wrong, 
And therefore ile va-Crowne him, es’t be long. 
There's thy reward, be gone, axa Pf. 
Lew. Werwicke, 
Thou sod Oxford, with five thoufand men 
Shall croffe the Seas,and bid faNt Edward batalla: 
Aad as occefion ferues, chis Noble Queen 
And Prisce, thail follow with s freth Supply. 
Yet ere thou go, bus anfwer me one : 
Whar Pledge haue we of thy firme Loyalty ? 
We. This thall sffuse my conftenc ry, 
That if ous Queene,sod this young Prince agree, 
lle ioyne mine eldeft dsaghierand my loy, 
Tohim forthwith, inholy Wedlocke bands. 
ter. Yes, 1 ogsee,aad thanke you for your Motion. 
Sonne Edward, fhe is Faire and Verwwoes, 
Therefore delay not, give chy handto Warwicke, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irrewocable, 
That onely Werwickes daughter fhall be thine. 
Prin.Ed. Yess] accept her,for the well deferuesk, 
And heere to pledge my Vow, | giue my hand, 
He gives ins band to Warw. 
Lew. Why fisy we now ? Theie foldiers fhaibelemed, 
Andchos Lord our High Admirall 
Shall waft them over with our Royall Fleete. 
Tong till Edward fall by Warres mifchance, 
For mocking Mastiage with s Dame of France. 
Exemn. Mant Warmcks. 
Wa. T came from Edvardas Ambaffedor, 
Bas I recurne his fworne and mortall Foe: 
Morter of Marriage was che charge he pase me, 
But dreadful! Warre fhatl anfwer his deresnd, 
Hed he none elfe to makes fisle buc me? 
Then none but I, thall curne his Ieft ro Serrow. 
I was the Cheefe chat rais'd him to the Crowne, 
And Ile be Cheefe to bring him downe againe s 
Not chac I pitty Howrees mifery, 
Bus feeke Revenge on Edwards mockery. 


Exter Richard, Clarence, Semcrfet, and 
Mouatag ve. 


Rich, Now cell me Brother Clarruce whee chinke you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray? 
Hath not our Brother made 6 worthy choice? 


Cla. Alas,you know,tis fare from hence co France, 
How 


fxn. 





Mow dagrorbr piss by rtesivhs made reverne ? 
Sem. My Los 
King. 
Kater lionkich Grey Penbroeky.Staf. 
Pl Cate 


»forbeare chis talke : heere comes the 


Rich. And his well-chafen Bride. 
Clarence, | minde to tell him plainly whse I thinks, 
ing. Now Brocher of Clarence 


Whuch are fo weake of coursge,and in 
Thec they le cnn taiec 
Ksag. Suppofe chey take offence without a eaufe 
They sce bus Laws and Manwicky,\ om 
Your King and Warwickes, snd rout have my will. 
Reb. And thall have your will, beceufe our King : 
Ves haftie Marriage feldeme proueth well, 
xt Re rrcees Aeceasnte Fou ebended too? 
» Nocls nor 
God forbid, chat I fhould with chem (ener'd, 
Whom Ged bath ioyn'd together: - 


Rich. And Warwicke doing whee ia charge, 
Isnow rier at this new Mariage 
ne. Lewis and warwick be sppeas’ 
By {uch insencion as f can dewife ? 4 
Menat .¥ ct,c0 haue ioyn’ 


elewhere 
Kiipens Gases thie. wie 
are malecement f I will prouide thee. 


Clarence. In chufing for yous felfe, 
Which ving alles yor fh 
ich bei you me leone 
To rir bate in Abie pea whe 
tot thorely minde ro leeue 

King. Leade me,or tarry, Edvard willbe King, 

‘-— be ae sis sir abs will. 
Gy. ords, Sefore it pless'd his Maieflie 

Te reylecay Scxie vo Title of 3 2 
Doe me but right and you moft efle, 
That I was noc igooble of Defcent, 
And meaner chen my felfe haue had like fortune 
Sut ea this Title honors me and mine, 
So your diflikes,co whom I would be ples 
Doth cloud my ioyes with danger, snd with forrew, 

King My Loue,forbeare to fawne vpon their frownes 
What danger,or what forrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward \s thy confant friend, 
And cheis true Soucraigne,whom they muft obey ? 
Noy,whom they thall obey, and loue thee too, 
Voleffe they feeke for hatred at my bands: 
Which if they doe, yet will I heepe thee (efe, 
And they (hall feele the vengeance of my wrath, 

Rich. lheate, yet fey not much, but thinke she 


Setar 4 Poste, 
Kiag, Now Meffenges,whst Letrers.os what Newes 
from ? ne 5a 


«_ Poff. My Soversigne Liege,no Letters, & few 
But (achyss J (wichou your fpecial pardon) 
Dare not relate. 

« Goe coo, wee pardon thee : 
Thesefore,in briefe,tell me cheis words, 


Asoeere es chou canh 
Lown voto our Letters ? 

Poff. At were his very words: 
Goe tell falfe King. 

That Lewis of France is fending over Maskers, 
To reaell ic with him,end his new Bride. 

Kiag. 1s Lewis fo brave? belike he thinkes me Haary, 
But what faid Bena to.my Merriage ? 

Poff, Thele were her words, vet'red with mild difdaine 
Tell him,in hope hee'le prove a Widower fhortly, 
Ile wesre the Willow Garland fos his (ake. 
King. I blame noc her; the could (ey little leffes 
She had che wrong. But what {aid Hewries Queene? 
For I hase heard, that the was there in place, 
Poff. Tell him(quoth the) 
My mourning Weedes are done, 
And ! am resdie to put Armour on, 

xmg. Belike fhe minds co play the Amazon. 
But what fsid Warmiche to chife iniaries ? 

Pot, He,more incens'de your Meiefiie, 
Then all the reft,difcherg’d me with thefe words: 
Tell him from me,that he heth done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile vacrowne him,er’t be long. 

i erp the Traytor breach out fo prowd words? 
Wel 4 will acme me,being thos fos thei aah 
all have Werres,and pay for cheir prefurnption. 

HA 119 Warwickg friends wah Magan! 

Pof. I, eres Souersigne, 
They sre fo link'd in friendthip, 
Thac yong Prince Edward marryes Warwick: Daughees. 

Clarence. Belike,the elder ; 

Clarence will hae the younger. 





Now 
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‘ow Brother King farewell, ead fit you fall, 
For | will hence to Marwsckes other Daughter, 
though I want e Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not proue inferior to your felfe. 
You thec loue me,and vba follow me. 
Exit Clarence and Seine: fat follawes, 
Rech, Not 1: Ke Mf 
M pest, Sete hae ther matter: 
J they net for the loue of Edvard,but the Crowne. 
Keng. Clareoce and Somer{ar both gone to Werwieky ? 
Yer ain I asen'd ageing the worft can " 
And hafte is neeofull in chis defp‘rate ca 
Prabrooks ond asa ea in our behsife - 
Goe leuie men,and make prepare for Warre 5 
They ore alresdie,or quickly will be landed: 
My felfe in perfon will ftraight follow you. 
Exeme Peobrooke and Stafford. 
Buc ere ! goe,Faffings apd 24 
Refolue my'doubt : you twalne,of all che reft, 
Ace neere to Warwick: by bloud,and by allyance s 
Tell me.if you loue Marwecke more then me; 
If ic be fo,then both depart cohim : 
|} rather with you foes,then hollow friends, 
Bat if you minde to hold your crue obedience, 
Give me sfferance with fore friendly Vow, 
That I mey never bave you in fafpedd, 
Meant. So God helpe (AMomategue, as hee proogs 


erae. wr 
Halt. And HeStings,es hee fauours Edwards caufe, 
. Now, Brother Recbard, will you ftand by vs? 

ich. 1, in defpighs of all chat fhail withfiand you. 
King. Whyfo: chen am I fore of Vi@orie. 

‘ows iheselors let vs hence,and lofe no howre, 

Till wee meet warwickg with bis forreine powre. 


Later Warwichy and Oxford as England, 
with French Senldsers. 


Werw. Truft me,my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 

The common people by numbers fwarmetovs, =” 
Enter Clarence and Sonstr/st. 

Bue foe where Somverfes and Clareece comes : 
Speske fuddenly my Lords,are wee all friends? 

Clear, Feare not that,my Lord, 

Warw, Then genile Clarence,welcome vnto Marweks, 
And welcome Semuerfs : lhold it cowardize, 
To ret miftruftfull wheres Noble Heart 
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in figne of Lowe; 
Eife might } chinke, that ( Lareuce, Edwards Brother, 
Were buts fined friend to our proceedings : 
Rat welconve (weet (lerecce,my Daughcer fhall be thine, 
Aad now, what refts? bur in Nights Couertere, 
Thy Brother being cereleffely encamp'd, 
His Souldiors luskiag in the Towne about, 
And but ettended by « Grmple Guard, 
Wee may (erptize sad take him at our pleafure, 
Our Scouts have found the aduencure very ealies 
That os Vipfes, cod Rout Diemeds, 
With fleight sad manhood (tole to Rhefas Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal Steeds 5 
So wee, well cover'd with the Nights black Manele, 
At vnawares mey best downe Edward: Guard, 
And (cize hieafelfe: I fay setae Og him, 

Tlncend but onely to furprize him, 
ou that will follow me to this atcemprt 


The third Part o 


ing Henry the Sixe 


Applaud the Neme ot Heary, with your Leader. 
Tey af cry. Neary. 
Why then, lev’s on our way in filenc fore, 
Fos Warwickg and hus friends,God and Saint Georyr, 
Exean. 


Barer three Wratchonen te guard the King: Trt. 


3. #'ated.Come on my Meftcrs,esch man cake tus (tan: 
The King by chis,1s fer hia downe to (leepe. 
a. watch, What ,will he noc to Bed ? 
1.Wach. Why,no:for he hath madea felemne Vor 
Never to lye and cake his naturall Ref, 
Till Warwiche,or himéelfe,be quite cree 
3. Watch. To morrow then belike be the day, 
if — be dec os men feport. 
3. Watch, Bot fey,] pray, what Noble men is 
Tha with the Ki hare eeficch te bis Tact? a 
vee Tis che Lord Hafmngs, the Kings chiefeft 


frien 
3. Wath. O,is It fo? but why commands the 
Thec his chiefe followers lodge in Townes abou: him, 
While he himfelfe keepes in che cold field ? 
2. Watch, ‘Tis the more honows,becaule more daage- 
sous, 
8. Watch. I,but giue me worthip, sad quietneSe 
T like it beteer thant danprooes tl : 
1f wWarwicky knew in what eftace be fends, 
"Tis to be doubsed he would waken bim. 
1.Wach. Valefle ous Halberds did that vp his pef- 


3. Wateb, I: wherefore eife we his Royall Tene, 
But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes 2 


Ester Warwieky, Clarence ,O Somer ft, 
and Freech Seuldior: figs ab. 


warw. This is his Tent,and fee where,(tend his Gassdr 
Courage my Mafters: Honor now, or neucs 3 
But follow me,end Edward thal! be ours. 
.Wateh, Who goes there? 
2. Watch. Scay, or chou dyeft. 
Warwicly and the 68, Warwiche Warwis ky. 
and fer open the Gisard seks fiye crying, Arent, Airwe , 
Warwicke and the reft following them, 


The Drewnmec playing, and har pel lama 5 
Eater Worwicks,\emer{et and eh 1h emerm tee Kies 
out om bus Gowns, fiteng in aChanre : 
aed Haff ongs fipes oucr the Stage. 
Son. What are they that Aye there? 
Ware. Richard and Haftngs : ler chemo goe, heere is 


Duke. 

K.Ede. The Duke? 
Why warwicts, when wee parted, 
Theu call'dft me King. 
Plt oe a cafe is alter’d, Poe 

enyou ¢'d mein my Embaflade, 
Then \ degruied you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of Yorke. 
Alss.how fhould you gouerne sny Kingdome, 
That know not bow to vfe Embaffadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wile, 
Nor how co vfe yout Brothers Brotherly, 
Nor how to ftudie for che Peopica Welfare, 
Ner how to throwd yous felfe from eam 








» The third Part of K ing Henry tbe Sixt. 


K. Ede. ¥¢a,Brocber of Clasence, 
Art thou here tao? 
Nay then J (ee,thar Edwerd aceds malt dewne. 
Yet Marweke, dcfpvghe of all mifchance, 


Takes off bea Crowne. 


But Heary now thall weare che Eaghith Crowne, 

And be tree King iodeede: thow bur che fhadow. 

My Lord of Somerfet, st my ‘ 

Sec chat forthwith Duke Fdverd be conuey'd 

Vate avy Beother Arch-Bithop of Yorke : 

When | hewe fought with Pandy coke and his fellowes, 

Tie follow you, ond cell what anfwer 

Leos and che Ledy Bova fead 10 hw. 

Now for a-whule farewetl good Duke of Yorke. 
They leads boas ont forcvbty. 

K Ed. Whee Faces rapole,that men mafi needs sbidr 
ks boots not to refi Bech winde end tide. Excm 
Oxf. What ow remaines my Lords fos vs to do, 

Bact masch co Lendon wth ous Soldiers ? 
War. 1 chas's the firfl ching cher we have to de, 
Tofree King Heavy from impnfonment, 


And fee bun teaced in che Regall Throce. exe, 


Ester Reners pnd Lady Grey. 


Ree Medan, what makes you in this fodein change? 
Gray. Why Brochcs Rowers ace you yet to leasng 

W hac lace ems fortune 1s befaine King 4? 
Ros, What loffe of fome prcchs batsell 


Aguoh Marwnte? 
Graz. No dur che loffe of his owns Royall perfon, 
Reus. Thents my Sosersigne (laine ? 
Gray. Lalmott lame, fos be 19 tak en prifoner, 
Esher betreyd by falfhood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe furpeca'd at wnawares : 
Aad as I farther hawe to vader ftand, 
Is new commiced to che Bifhop of Yorke, 
Fell Warwickes Brother, and by thst our Fee, 
Rus, Thefe Newes I mult confetic are full of greefe, 
Yer grscioes Madam, beare it 18 you may, 
acwicke may boole thee now hath wonne the day. 
Gray. Toll chen, faire hope mult hiader lives decsys 
Aad | che caches wine me from difpaise 
Fos lowe of Bdwards O€8-[pring 10 nvy wembe: 
This is ic thet makes me bridle pathon, 
And beare with Mildnefle any misfortunes crofic : 
1,!, for chis | draw sn many 6 teare, 
And flop che nfing of blood-fecking fighes, 
Leaft wih may fighes ot ceases, } blaft or drowne 
King Edvwds Frusce, true heyse co th Log! th Crowne. 
Re. Bar Maden, 
Where is Warwicke then become > 
Grey. 1 ora mforan'd that he comes towards London 
To fer the Crowne once more 00 Heures head, 
Gucfle thow the reft. King Edwards Friends awh downe 
But te prewert the Tyrants violence, 
(For trult not hsm thet hath once broken Fasth) 
Ile hence ferthwita vato the Sandtuary, 


Conceiue; when after many 


167 


To feuc (at leaft he heive of Shards right: 
There thall I re@t fecure from force and Fraud : 
Come therefore lec vs Aye, wine we msy fire, 
IF W srwicke take vs, we ate fure to dye. 


Eater Reshard Lord Hafl ngs and Sir wilian 
Stanley. 


eas 
e 


Roch. Now my Lord Haflings and Siz soretsem Se 
Leaue off to woader why { drew vou hither, 
Inco this cheefeit Thicker of the Parke. 
Thes flaad the cafe : you know our Kin 
Js prfoner co the here, ac whofe hauts 
He hath good vfage,end greet liberty, 
And often bec sctended with weake guar 
Come hunting this way 10 difport himfel 
I baue eduertis'd him by fecret meones, 
That ifaboue this hoore he wake this way, 
Vader the colour of his vfeall game, 
He Chall beere finde his Friends with Horfe sad Men, 
To fet him free from his Captisitie. 


Eater Kang sci aty 4 Fem fmen 
we 


Hunt{mes, This way my Lord, 
For thos way lies the Game, 
Keng Edw. Ney this way man, 
See where the Huntimen Aland. : 
Now Brother of Glotler, Lord Haftings, end the reft, 
a bar lel clofe so fleale the Belbops Deere? 
. Brother ,the time ond cafe,requireth baft, 
Yous hosfe lands ready st che Parke-coroer. 
Keg Ed. Bute whether thall we chen? 
Heft. To Lyn my Lord, 
And (hips from thence to ce 2 
icd. Wel belecue me,for thet wae my mrening 
hed pis aill requite thy fetwicdnelia 
Rech. Buc wherefore flay we? ‘tis 00 time to colke. 
K.84, Hancfmen, whas foy'f thea? 
Wilt chou go along ¢ 
Hentf. Berner do fo,then carry end be heng’d. 
Rich, Come then awsy Jets ha no more deo, 
K.Ed. Bithop farwell, 
Sheeld chee from warweckes frowne, 
And prsy that J may re-poficfle the Crowne. 


Floarfh. Enter Koug Honey the fixt, Clereece, ©. 
Sencer fet, young Heavy, Oxford, Meamagne, 
ard Leemteuans. 


K.Hom. M.Licurenant,now that God and Friends 
Have thaken Edvard from che Regall fexe, 
And wrn'd ay capsiue Rate to hibertie, 
My fease to hope, my forrowes vntn 10y¢%, 
Atour enlas: what are thy duc Fees? 
Leen Subsets may challenge oothing of theis Sou'raie 
Buc, if on humble prayer may preusile, 
I then csaue pardon pf your Maeftie. 
K.Hen, es what, Lieutenant >For well cing me? 
Nay .be thou fure, lle well reqasce thy kiadnefle. 
For chat it made my unprifoamenc,s pleafare; 
1, fuch a pleafure,as inceged Buds 
moody Thougha, 
Ac laft, by Noces of Houfhold hermonie, 
They quae forget thes loflc of Libertie. 
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Bar Warwwke aftes God,thoa fec'ft me free. 
And chucfely therefore,! thanke God,and thee, 
He was the Aachoe,thou the [nlirament. 
Therefore thes I may conquer Porrencs fpighe, 
By liwing low, where Forcune cannot hert me, 
And thas che people of this bicfied Land 
May not be puaifhe with my thwarting Aarres. 
Wervnk, h my Head (hil weare the Crowne, 
J here ony Gouernment co chee, 
For thou art fortunate in all chy deeds. 
warw. Your Grace hath ftul beene fern 'd fos vermmous, 
Aad now may feeme as wile 96 vertuous, 
By fpying and soording Fortuacs malice, 
For few men reginly temper with the Scarres: 
Yet in shis one ching let me blame your Grece, 
For chufing me, when Clarence 1s sn place. 

Clar. No Warwxke chow ort worthy of che fwsy, 

Te whom the Heae'ns to thy Netiuicic, 
Adwwdg'd 00 Olrue Branch,and Lewreli Crowne, 
As likely so be bleft in Peace and Warre : 

Aad wherefore I yeeld chee wy free confent. 

warw. Aad | chufe Clarence encly for ProteQor. 

Key Warwek ond raphpath, asen both your Hands 
Now soyne Hands, & with your Hands your Heasts, 
Tha: no diffenuon hinder Government : 
| meke you both Procedtors of this Land, 

While | my felfe will lead s prinace Life, 
And m devotion (pend my latter dsyes, 
To Ganes rebuke,and my Cressors pray fe. 
werw. What enfwcres Clarence to tus Sovecraignes 
will ? 

Clar. That he confents, if Paorwerky yeeld confent. 

For on chy fortune I repofe rey felle. 
Ware Why theo,chough loth, yet mul I be concent : 
Wee'le yoake together, like a double fhadow 
To Hears Body,ead (upply hus place 3 
| meane in beanng weighc of Government, 
While be enroyes the Hoaor,and his cafe. 
And Clarence, now then tt 13 more chen needfull, 
Forthwich thas Bdwara be pronounc da Teaytor, 
Aad all hts Lands and Goods confifcace. 
€ler, Whee elfe > sad chat Secceffion be decerrnined 
were, 1 cherein Claresce thall not want his par. 
Keg Buc with the ficft,of all your chiefe afawes, 
Let one encrest (for I command no more) 
Thar Adargaret your Queene, and my Sonne Edward, 
Be fens for,to revarne from Freace with (peed 
For till | fee chem here, by doub: full feare, 
My toy of libersie is helfe eelsps'd. 
Clar. Ut (hall bee done, my Soucraigne , with al 
fpeede. 
” Kong My Lord of Somerfet,whae Yoush is thet, 

Of whorn you feeme to hsue fo render care? 

Somerf. My Liege, « s young Heavy, Easic of Rici 
aond ; 

Keg. Come hither, Englands Hope : 

Layer bu Hand on bu Head. 

Mf fecret Powers faggeft but cruch 
To my diwining thoughts, 
This preteie Lad will prove our Countries bine. 
His Lookes are full of peacefel Maicftie, 
| Hus Head by oacure fram'd to wease a Crowne, 
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and bimfelfe 
Likely in cameco bleffe a Regall Throne. 
Make much of hum my Lords , for this ts hee 
Maft helpe you more, then you ase burt by mee. 


The third Part of 


ing Henry tbe Sixt. 
Eater a Pehle. 


Waw. What rowes, ay frend? 

Pofte. That Edward » elcaped from your Brother, 
Aad fled (a9 hee beares face) to 

srk Vafancrse newes . but how made he efcape / 

- He wasc "d by Rethard, Deke of G - 

And the Lord Hafing.. eho astended hum 
$a fecre e@buth.on the Forreft fide, 
Aad from the Bulhops Hvarfasen refce‘d bun . 
For Henting was his dayly Exercife. 

Warw. My Beocher was too careiefe of his charge. 
Bat let vs hence,my Sowersigne,te prowde 
A ialuc for any fore,that mey betide 


Alaort Souer{et , Rictmead and Oxford. 


Sem.My Lord,l ble noe of ches Hight of Edoards. 

For dowbeieffe, Bory andr will yeeld hun helpe 
And we thall hase more Worres befor t be loag. 
As Henress lace prefaging Prophecie ~ 
Did gted ey heart, wich hope of tht young Recbacend : 
So doth my hear: mif- ge me, thet Contd, 
Whar may befa!l hiew,10 his barme and ours, 
Therefore, Locd to preuenc che werft, 
Forthwith wee'le fend him hence to Brittanie, 
Till Rormes be paft of Civil Enenitie, 

Oxf 1: forif Edward re-poffelic the Crowne, 
"Tus babe tac Rocbmeend,yvnch she reft hall downe. 

Sem Ic thall be fo. he hail ro Berrtan:e, 
Come therefore,Jet's about sr {peedily, E rreus, 


Flearfa. Eater Edward, Richard, Hoftenrgs, 
and Seuldewr:, 


Ercan 


Ede Now Brother Ricbard,Lord Haflesgsand the efi, 
Yer chas farre Fortune maketh vs smenids, 
And feyes,that once more I thall enter change 
My wained face,for Heures Regall Crowne. 
W ell howe we pafs'd, and sow re-pafe'd che Seas, 
And brought deGred helpe frem But 
What chen remunes.we beme ches arria’d 
From Raven{purre Hoven, before the Getes of Yorke, 
Buc that we enter,as inco owt Dukedome ? 
Rech, The Garces made fof? 
Brocher, I hke net this. 
For macy coen thet ftamble at the Threthoild, 
Ace well fore-rold chaz danges lashes withis. 
Edy Toth man,ebosdmencs muft n0¢ now affright rs. 
By faire or foale meanes we muft enses in, 
For hither will our friends repeire to vs. 
Haft, My Leege, De knocke once moreso fammos 


Gucer on the Walls, che Maier of Torty, 
and bu Bratres . . 
EP aden ard mares 
e were fore-warned coraming, 
Nad (iw the Gates for (shrase of our flere 
For now we owe alle vate Hew). 
_ Bde. if Hoary bc your King, 
Vet Edword.az tne heaft,is Duke of Yorke. 
a Tree, my good Lord, I know you for ao 


nothing ba: my Dukedowe, 
the® alone. 
Ref Buc 


Edw. Why, sod I chal 
As bewg weil content 
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Heete foone fiade meaom co make che Body follow. 
Haft, Why, Matter Masor,why ftand you m a doubt ? 
Open che Gaces,we are King Hearees frends, 
Dian. 1, fay you fa? Ce ee opened. 
He 
Reb. A wile Rowe Captaine sad foone perfwaded. 
Haff The good old man would faine chac all were wel, 
So ‘twere not loag of him: bec enued, 
1 doubsc et I.but we thall foone perfwade 
Both him,sad al] bus Brocbers, varo reafon. 


Ester the Maw and two Aidermes, 
Edw. So,Mefter Maror. chefe Gates muft oor be thas, 
But in che Night,or in che cme of Warre, 
What, feare not man, but yeeld me vp the Keyes, 
Takes bas Keyes. 
For Edward will defend the Towne, and thee, 
Aad all tho(e friends, chat deine 10 follow mee. 


Adarch. Ener Moetgoenere pith Drumme 
and Seulderrs. 


Rich, Brocher,chis 1s Sur he Afe stgomera, 
Our cruftie friend, vnleffe | be deceia'd, | 

Ede. Wekome Su Jobe : but why come you wn 
Armes ? 

Ademm:. Tohelpe King Edoard in his ime of Aorme, 
As every loyall Subsc& ough co doc. 

Edw. Thankes good ome? 
But we now forget owe Title co the Crowne, 
Aed ecely clsyme our Dukedome, 
Tull God pleate co fend the ref. 

Adeum. Thea face you well,for J will hence sgaine, 
I came to ferue 9 King,snd not aDuke: 
Dremae firike vp,snd ler vt merch away, 

"The Drumase begons to march. 

Edw. Nay ftsy Six /obs,a while, and wee'le debate 
By whee (abe meancs the Crowne may be recouer'd. 

Ado. Whar calle you of debating ? in few words, 
If you'le noc here prociamse your felfe our King, 
Ie leave youto your forcane,sad be gone, 
Tokeepe them back,chac come to fuccour you. 
Why thall we fight of you pretend no Title ? 

Rich, Why Brother, wherefore ftsad you on nice 
2 


Edw When wee grow fironger, 
Then wee'le make ous Clayme : 
TU) chen, ite witdome ro conceale our meaning. 
ne: Away eth (crepuloes Wit, now Atanes null 


Rech. And feareleffle minds clyme foone!t ene Crowns. 
Beotles,we will procissme you aut of hand, 
The bros thereof will brag yoo msoy friends, 
Edw Then be it 28 you will. torus my right, 
aay este bus viurpes che Diademe. 
owes. | now any Soucrsigne (pcaketh like himfelf. 
And now wll I be Edward: a ah a 
Haft Sound T reropes,Edward (hal be here proclaim’d: 
Corse fellow Souldior, make chos proclamation. 
Flore. Sound. 
Seu! Edward the Foar-b, by the Crace of Ged, King of 
Bog (aed and France and Lord of Ireland, orc 
Mast. And wholod re panfayes King Edwards right, 
By ns I challenge bum co fngle fight. 
Throwes dowse bus G-maties. 
AE Long hee Edward the Fourth. 


Aad cnaakes vnco you all : 

if fortwoe ferwe me, lle requice chis kindaeffe, 

Now for this NightJet's harbor here in Yorke: 
Aad when the Morning Senoe hall cayfe his Carre 
Aboue che Border of this Horizon, . 
Wee'le forward towards Warwaky,sod his Mates; 
For weil I wog that Henry it 20 Souldier, 

Ah froward Clereece how euill it befcemes thee, 
To fluecer Heary, and fosfake chy Broches ? 

Yet as wee may, wee'le mece both chee end 1 
Come on breve Souldiors doubt 008 of the Day, 
And chac once gotten,doubs nos of large Pay fara. 


Serf. Buer the Warwecke, Aleut agus, 
Cisne Oa Somer fet. — 


Wer What counfale,Lordst Edward from Belgis, 
With hatte Germanes,and blunt Hollanders, 
Hach pafs'd 10 (afeue through the Norrow Seas, 
And with his troupes duch march maine to London, 
And many giddie peopte flock to hun. 
Keg Let's leuse men,aad beac hom bache egaine, 
Cler A lutle fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which berag (uffer’d Rivers cannot queach. 
Wer. Io Warwickthure I have teue-bearted fiends, 
Noc mucinous in peace, yet bold ia Warre, 
Thofe will [ mufler vp : and chou Soane Clarence 
Shale Rice vp in Suffolke Nosfoike, and 1a Kene, 
The Krughts and Gentlemen.ro come wih thee. 
Thou Brothes Adem agar,in Bucking hem, 
Narthempron,end in Leicefterfhuse fhale find 
Men well enclin'd co heare what chou command’ft, 
And thou, braue Oxford, wondrous well belou'd, 
Ja OxfordQhure thalt muftes vp thy friends. 
My Souersigne, with the lowing Citizens, 
Lube to his Uand.ggrt in with ibe Ocean, 
Or modeft Dyas circled wub her Nymphe, 
Shall reft in London itl we come co him ; 
Fawe Lords take leaue,and Aland aoc to reply. 
Farewell my Soueraigne. 
Keag. Forewell ary Heller snd any Troyes truc hope 
Clar. In (igne of cruth.! kiffe your Highneffe Hand, 
Ksag. Well rminded Clareace,be thou fortunate. 
Atoms. Comfort my Lord,and fo J take ay leaue. 
Owf. Andthus I feale my truch,end bed adieu, 
Kag, Saect Oxford,end my loving Adcamtaguc, 
And all ac cnce,coce more a happy farewell. 
War. Fasewell {weet Lords,jer's mect ¢ Cavencry, 
Exeunt. 
Keg. Here ac che Pallace wall I reft a white. 
Coeha of Exeer, what thinkes your Lordthip ? 
Me thinkes the Power chat Edward hech infield, 
Should not be able co encoumet mine 
Free, The dowbs is,that he will (edece che reft. 
Keeg. That's aot iy feace,my meed hath gor me func 
| haue not Rope mine esres to cheir dewands, 
Nor pofted of there feses with flow deleycs, 
My pittic hach beene balme to hesle their wounds, 
My euidoeffe hath allay'd their (welling grtefes, 
My metcte dey’d theis wacer-flowing teeres. 
Thaue nor been defirous of thew wealth, 
Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidies, 
Nor forward of reuenge,chough they mech err'd, 
Then whw thould chey lowe Edwerd more then me? 
No Bsote thete Graces challenge Grace + 
1 3 
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And whoathe Lycee fewees vpon the Lambe, 
The Lambe will newer ceafe to follow him. 








Shest woben, A Lestafier, A Landfer. 
riney Hearhe, bearke, ay Lord, whee Shoucs ere 
? - ~ - 
Beet Edward and bis Sealdiers, 


wer. Ware \s the Poft chat carne from valiant Oxford ? 
Bhs larva bance thy Concer Dace ee 
Mes. By chia oc , marching hitberwatd. 
Wer. How facre off is ous Brother Asenurague? 
Where is the Poft chat came from Ademwagee ? 
aiof.2. EC ere 


iB cuted a Gpray eel Soane ? 
ad'6y toy packs bo igh la loeeceoe 
Somers. At Southam | did leave hin with his forces, 
Aad doe expe&t hic here fome two howres bence. 

War. Then Clarenes\s a1 hand, I heace us Dramane. 
Somer, kis noc bis ny Locd,here Southam lyes : 
The Drom your Honor beares,marcbeth from Warwicke, 
war.Who thould chat beebeishe vnlook'd for (rrends 
Somers. Tbay eres hand,and you thall quickly know. 


te 
Ede. Gate en Wills and found a Parle. 
Rech. Soe how the fusly Wermucke mans the Wsil. 
we. Oh vabid fpighe,s {por:full Edwerd come? 
Where flepe our Scouts,or how are they feduc'd, 
That we could heare no newes of bis repayre. 
Ede. Now Marmncty, wilt thou ope the Citse Gates, 
PP words,and humbly bend thy Knee, 
a his baods begge Mercy 
And he thall peedon thee thefe Ourrages 
war, Nay rather wilt thou draw | 257 
cones who fer chee vp,and ae thee downe, 
Patron,snd be 
fill remaine Duke of Yorke. 
re elatbetea pid hil) 
Or did he make the leaf egsioft his will ? 
War. bob tires Gate eee 
A ee 


pray hal pada ar pars 


we Twas I thet gace aye Le ciseaie dy te 
Gdw. Why chen ‘tis mine, if bet by Warwiches gift. 






































Henry the Sit 


war, Thos art no Atlas for fo great a weighs : 
Aad Weakeling, ‘Yarmicks cakes his gift 


Aad Hewry is my , Warwecke his Sadrect. 
Edw. Bat Keng is Edwards Prifopsr. 
Acd gallanz pialitons doe but anfwer this, 


Whar is the Body, when the Head is off? 
Reb. Alaszhat warwick had 00 more fore-caft, 


Bat wrhiles he choughe to fleale the Tea, 
The King was flyly finger’d from the 


You left Meh poe ey os Boars Palle, 
aay ste Papel pase res hac dara 
is cutu fo, yet you are Warwrcky fill. 
Rub. Come att 
Take che time, knecle downe, knecle downe: 
Nay when? ftrike now,ox effe the Iron cooles. 
Wa. Lhed racber chop chis Hand off at a blow, 
And with the other. apres 
Leaphart 
ie how chose cant, 
Hose W e end Tyde thy friend, 
This Head, feft wound about thy cosle-bisck 
Shall,whiles chy Head is warme, and new cus 
Write ia che daft this Sentence with thy blood, - 
Wind-chaaging Warwicky now can change no more. 


Emer Oxferdgra Dremene and Coins. 


Par. Oh chearefull Colours, (ce where Oxford 
rch Oxford. Oxford, for Lancaftcr. 
Rech. The Gares are open let vs enter too. 
Edw. So cher foes mey fer vpon our backs. 
Stand we in good artsy: for cbey no doube 
Will fue our againe, and bid vs bacraile; 
If aor, che Cirie bac of {roel} defeace, 
Wee'le quickly rowsze the Traitors in the fame. 


War. Oh welcome Oxford,for vee want thy belpe. 
Eater Meunagus with Dremu aed Colours, 


Ester Somerfet with Drwamme end Colears, 


Sous, Senserfet Somer [et.for Lancafter, 

Rich, Two of thy Name,both Dukes of Somerfer, 
Hane fold their Lives vato the Hoole of Yorke, 
And chow fhak be the third, if chis Sword hold. 


Ester Clareece with Dreauene and Colours. 


War. Aad loe,where Geerge of Clarence fweepes along, 
Of force enough co bid his Brocher Bartsile : 
With whom, in epsight seale to rig 
More then the nature of a Brothers Loue. 
Come Clareace,come: chou wilt,if Parwicts call. 
(Clev.Facher of Warwick, know you what this meanes? 
Looke here,I throw my infamie sc thee : 
I will not ruinate my elit Houfe, 
Who gaue his blood sect a the fones ¢ 
And fet vp Leacafiv trowel? chou, Waronks, 
Ther Clarence is 0 har (h,fo blunt.vneacerail, 
Tobend the facall loftromencs of W asre 










Agri? 
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soft his Brocher,and his lewfall 
D maps thon waved isd coy holy Ouet 
o heepe thee Oath, were wore ienpi 
mn Lephab, when he fecrific’d his 


As I will meet chee, if thou Rirre abroad ) 
o pl: thee, far thy foule mis-lesding me. 
ad fo,prowd-hesrted warmrecly.t defic thee, 
od to may Brother carne evy biafhing Checkes, 
Pardon me Edmerd,i witi make amends: ° 
d Richard,doe ast frowne spon my faules, 
or I will henceforth be no more enconfisnt. 
Edw. Now welcome more sad ten times more beleu’d, 
pen sf cheu never had@ deferu’d our hate. 
Ruch. Welcome geod Clarenes,this is Brother-like. 
Warw, Oh palfing Traycor,periur d and rnreft, 
Edo. What Warmcks, 
ihe ee ee 
Or fhall we beac the Scones abou Esres? 
ware. Alss,l am not coop d bere for defence t 
will away towards Barnet prefendy, 
And bid chee Bactaule, Edward.if thou dar’. 
Edw. Yes Warwecke Edward doces,snd leads the way: 
oeds to the field: Sain Geerge,snd Vilterie. Exvemne, 
March. Warwekhs avd bu compants fellowes. 


odlarum, aed Exrur fens. Enter Edward bringing 
pe saa onsite a) 


Edw. So,lye thou there: dye thou,snd dye ows feare, 
os Werarscke was 3 echat fear'd vs all. 


w Bones mey keepe thine compenie. 
Exe. 
Ware. Ah,who ts nigh? come co me, friend, or for, 
j cell me who is Vidior, Torke,or Warwicke ¢ 
py eske } chec ? ny meagied fhewes, 
D en a 
mat pets eed oO a 
Aad by my fall,the conqueft to my foe. 
hue yeelds che Cedar to the Axes edge) 
ed rere the L : fepe 
odes ramping Lyon flepr, 
a arty cae ea Tree, 
Aad Shrubs fromm Winters pow’ Winde. 
now ace dien‘d wich Desths black Veyle, 
beene es as the Mid-dey Sunne, 
resfons of the World: 
Browes,now Gil'd with blood, 
: 


bodies length. 
esgne,but Berth end Daft? 
ad lose we how we can, yet dye we ma, 
Suter Ouferd aud Semerfee. 


Sem Ab Warwietg yy. wert chow 25 We 
a agin acess ah oc ol coer ro 


would wath chis cold | 
The gkecay Lippes,snd piestines Gene 


noe bedi 
1 well might beare, delisered with 8 greene, 
Oh farewell Marwieky. 

ware. Sweet reft his Soule :" 
Flye Lords, snd {eve your felacs, 

Ou ie. ered ae to enect ia Heaven. 

, Away sway ,to meet . 

Here they beare away bis Body. F geae 


Fleerfle. Enter King Edward in wriauph, with 
oe pam kt a 

Kase. Ths ect forrune k an 
Aad = sre ‘d with uaviewee 
But mn che eudft of chas bright-thining Dey, 

I (py a bisck (elpicious threerning Cloed, 
Thas will encounter with our Sunne, 
ee en terne Bed: 
Tmeane,m ds,thofe ers chez rhe Queene 
Hath cays’ 10 Gallia,haue arrived our Cool 
And,es we hease,march on to fight wab vs. 

Clar. A Uccle gale will foone difperfe thet Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence u came, 
Thy very Beemes will dey thofe Vopoets vp, 

For every Coed bet a Seorme. 
Rich. The 


Rraighe, for willingsefic 
Aad ss we mazch,our Arength will be segmented : 
In every Cowntie ss we gee along, 
Saike vp the Dramme,cry coussge,sndaway. Zaveut, 


Flart. Maree, Basar the = 
Edward, Somer fer, O 
Seutdiers 


«. Great Lords, wife men ae’r Gt and waile theie lofle, 
Bac beeke how to redrefle cheis hermes. 


-Anchor lof, 
rtetls'd in the Bod? 
Yee liees our Pilot Aill. Is’t meet,chec bee 
Should lesue the Helae,end like a fearcfull Led, 
With eserefull Eyes adde W acer to the Sea, 


And halfe our Ssylors 


Ah whee a thome,ah what s 
Say Warwets wee ows Anchor: whet of thet? 
q3 
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And Mosstague ovr Top-Maft: what of hima? 
Our Mlaught'red friends,che Tackles : what of chefe? My tesres gaine-{sy : for every word { Speake, 


Why is not Oxford here, another Anchor ? my eye. 
Aod Seuwrfet, nother goodly Mat? Therefore no more bur this : Henry your Seuersigne 
The friends of France our Shrowds and Tecklings? Is Prifoner to the Foe, his Stace vfurp'd, 
And though vnskilfull,why not Ned and 1, His Realmes flaaghecr-houte, bs Scbeeétsfleine, 
His Scacuces cancetI'd,and his Treafure {pent : 


For once aliow’d the skilful! Pilots Charge? ’ 
We will not from che Helme,cto bt and weepe, And yonder is the Welfe,that makes this : 
You fight in Iuftice: then in Gods Name. 


Bat keepe our Courfe (though the rough Winde {sy a0) 
From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten vs with Wreck. Be valiant,and gre fignall wo che fight, 
As to chide the Waues,es fpeske them fare. Alaram, Retreat ,Excon fous, 

And what is Edward. but a cuthleffe Ses? 

What Clareace, but a Quick-fand of Deceit? 

And Richard, buc a raged fatall Rocke ? 

All thefe,the Enemies to our poore Barke 

Say you can (wim, alss ‘tis but a while; 

Tread on che Sand why there you quickly finke, 

Beftride the Rock, che Tyde will wath you off, 

Or elfe you femsth,that’s a three-fold Desth, 

Thiefpeaks 1 (Lords) to let you vaderftand, 

If cafe fome one of you would fiye fromvs, 

That there’s no hop'd-for Mercy with che Brothers, 
More chen with ruthleffe Waues, with Saods and Rocks. 
Why courage then, whac cannot be suoided, 

T were childith weakeneffe co lament, or fease. 

Prince, Me thinkes 8 Woman of this valianc Spiria, 
Should if s Coward heard her (peske thele words, 
Infufe his Breaft with M imitie, 

And make him, naked, foyie aman at Armes. 
1 {peake not chis, as doubting any here: 

For did] but fulpe& a fearefull man, 

He fhould hauc lease to goe away betimes, 
Lesft in our need he might infe& another, 
Aad make him of like {pirte co himfelfe. 

if soy fuch be here, as forbid, 

Let him depatc, before we neede his helpe. 

Oxf. Womenand Children of {0 high s courege, 

And Werriors faint why twere perpewall fhame. 
Oh brawe young Prince; thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live agsie in thee ; long may'ft chou live, 

Te beare his Image and renew his Glories. 

Sem, Aad he thar will not fight for fuch a hope, 
Goe home co Bed and like the Owle by day, 

If he anfe, be mock'd and wondred at. 

Qu, Thankes gentle Sommer far Sweet Oxfard thenkes. 
Priver. And teke his thankes, that yer hach nothing 


elfe, 
Enter a Meffenger. 


Moff. are you Lords for Edvard is at hend, 
Readie whe he: chereforc be refoture. 

Oxf. Ir eno leffe : st is his Policte, 
To hafte chas faft,co finde vs vaprouided. 
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Flaerdh. Enter Edward, Rechard, Qupcos, Clarence, 
Oxford, Somerfer 


Edw. Nowhere s period of tumaituous Broyles. 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caftte fraght . 
For Somurfer,off with his puiltie Head 
Goe heare them hence. 1 will not heare them [peake. 
Oxf. For ry part, Iie n0t trouble chee with words. 
Sem. Nor },bus ftoupe with patience to my fortune. 
Exnes 








2a. So part we fadly in this trooblows Wosid, 
To meet with loy in fweet lerufalem. 

Edw. 3s Broce mede, That who finds Edwurd, 
Shall have a high Reward,and he his Life? 

Rich. Ic be,and loe where youchfull Edmerd coraes. 


Esser the Prince. 


Edw, Bring forth the Gallant,let vs heare him fpeabe. 
What? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick ¢ 
rena facrsfeGion cant chou make, 

t bearing Armes, for flurring Sabie &s, 
Aod all the woebie chau hah er dine to? 

Prince. Speeke like a SubieA prowd ambitious Tarte. 
Suppofe that 1 am now my Fathers Mouth, 
Refigne chy Chayre, and where I ftand, kneele thou, 
Whil'(l | propefe the feife- (ame words to thee, 
Which(Trayter) thou would’A have me anfwer to, 

Qe. Ah, thac thy Ferber bed beene fo refolu'd 

Rab. That you mighc fill haue worne the Petocese, 
And ne're heue Rolne the Breech from Lastafler, 

Prince. Let fable in a Winters Nog, 
Hil Corrith Roddles forts nox with this place. 

cb. By Heaven, Brat, lle plogue ye for thar word. 
I,thou waft bome ro be a plagac to men. 

Rech. For Gods feke,take away this Ceptive Scold. 

=. Nay, cake away this {colding Croole-bache, 
racher. 
Edr. Peace wilfull Boy, or 3 will charme yous tongue, 
Cla. Vawnord apis art coo melapert. 
Prrace. | know my dotie,you sre ell vaduufull 5 




































































Som. But hee’s decein'd, we are in rcedineffe, Lafcivious Edward,end thou perer'd 
Qs. This cheares my heart,to fee your forwacdnefle. | And thou mil. thapen Dicks,] cell ye all, 
Oxf-Here puch ous Baceaile,hence we will nor badge | J are your better. Trayrors as ye are, 


And thou vferp'ft my Fathers right and mine. 
Edy, Take that,che likeneffe of ahr heve, 
hem. 


Reb. Sprewi'R thou? take chet,to end thy agonec, 
Cle. And ther's for twitting me with penurie 
. abe hem 
&s. Oh, kill me too. 
Rich Marry.end thall. Offers to kB ber. 


dn. Hes paced on relent eee 








Sleurfe and march. Ester Edward, Richard, 
Clarence, end Souldecrs, 





Edw. Braue followers yonder ftands che thornie Wood, 
Which by che Heauens effiftance,and your firength, 
Muft by she Roots be hew‘ne vp yer ere Nigh. 

I aeed ace adde more fuell to your fire, 

For well | wor, ye blaze, to burne them out: 

Gunes Ggnail co the fight,and to it Lords. 
























The third Pars of K ing Henry the Stxct. in 
Rich. Why thould thes lies, co Gll che World wah | The Officer 


werds. 

Ede, Whee? doth fhee fwowne? vle meenes for her 
recoucrie. 

Rich. Clarence excofe me co the ng my Brother : 
Tle hence co London ons macter, 
Ere ye come there, be fure to heare fome newes. 

Wheat? what ? 

Anh Tower,the Tower. Exe. 

Qu. Ob Ned,(weer Ned, fpeske co thy Mother Boy. 
Can‘ft chou out (peake? O Traitors, Murtherers ' 
They that Asbb'd Cafar,hed no blond at alll : 
Did noe offend, ner were not worthy Blame, 


No,no, my heart will burft,and if | (peske, 

Ad 1 eit) fpcake, chat fo my heart may bur fl. 

Betchers and Villaines, blowdy C aniballes, 

How fweet a Planc have you vnumely he i 

You haue no children (Butchers) if you had, 

The thought of bem would hage ftirr’d vp cemorfe, 

But sf you euct chance to haves Childe, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut of 

As deathimen you haue rid this fweer yong Prince. 
Kung Avery with her.go beare her hence perforce. 
Qa. Nay, never beare me hence, difparch me heere t 

Here thesch thy Sward, He pardon thee my death: 

Whar? wilt thou nor? Then Clarence do it chou, 
(la By heauen,! will not do chee fo much esfe. 
Be Good Clarence do: (weet (Tareacedo thou do it. 
Cla.Did'it chou nos heare me (weare | wosld not do 1? 
Qu. 1, buc thon vfeft to forfweare thy lelfe. 

°T was Sin before, bus now “tis Charity. 

What wile Fnac? Where rs that diue:s buccher Recbard? 

Hard Ssuoc'd Richard? Rechard,where art thou ? 

Thou arc not heere; Murther is thy Almefedeed : 

Petitioners for Blood, thou neve pur’ ft bache. 
Ed. Away I fay.) charge ye beare her hence, 
Bp. So come to you,and yours,as cothis Prince, 


Ex Queree 

Bd Wheres Racberd gone, 

Cla. To London sil in poft snd as} gueffe,! 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower, 

Ed. He's fodaine Ws thiag comen in his head, 
Now march we hence, difcharge che common fore 
With Psy and Thankes,and tec s away co London, 
Aad {ee our gentle Queene how well the fares, 


By chis (T hope) fhe bath 9 Sonne for we. Ext. 
Emer Hewy the firt, and Richard with the Lientomant 
on the Wakes. 


Rb. Good day, my Lord, whet at your Booke fo 
hesd? 
Hea. I rey good Lord myLord I fhouldfey rather, 

Tis Hane co Alacter, Good was ntcle beter 

‘Good Glofter.and good Dewill, were alike, 

Aod both prepotterous therefore, net Good Lord. 
Rich, Swrre, leave vs co ovr (elves, we mul conferre. 
Hea. So fires the wreakleffe thepherd from § Wolfe ; 

So fisft che havrmlefle Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 

And nexc his Throate, vato the Burchers Kaife, 

Whar Scat of desth hath Rofisay now to AGe f 
Asch. Salpition alwayes howncs che guilty misde, 


_ Omay fech purple ceeres be alway 
downfall 


an ° 
Hen, The Bird thes hath bin timed in s bath, 


Wish wings mifdewbseth beth; 
And I che hep 10 one fwent Bird, 
Haue now the fetall Obic& in m 


eye, 
Where my peor yong euludien caught.and bill'd. 
Rach, Why what a peeuith Foole was thar of Crees, 
Thas tanghe his Sonne the office of aFowle, 
Bed ye all bas wings, the Foole was drown'd 
ew. I Dedains, my poore Boy /cara:, 
Thy Facher Adswes, thee dem'de our courte, 
The Sunne that fear'd the wings of my fweet Boy. 
Thy Brother Edward, and thy Selfe, che Sea 
Whole enuious Galfe did (wallow vp his Ife: 
Ah, kill me with chy Weapon, nox with words, 
My breft can beccer brooke thy Da point, 
Then con my cares thee Tragiche Hiker. 
But wherefore doft thou come? Is't for my Life ? 
Rich. Think’ft chou I am en Executioner? 
P Hen. A Perfeanor! galy-tdaleortade 
If murchering Innocents be Executing 
Why then thou actan Executioner. 
Reth Thy Son kill'd for his prefumprion, 
Hea. Hadft thou bin kill'd,when fic} didft prefeme. 
Thou had’f not liu'd to kill a Sonne of mine : 
And chus | prophefie, that many s choufand, 
Which now miftruft no parcel of my feare, 
And many so old mans fighe, end maay 3 Widdowes, 
And many an Orphans warer—flanding-eye, 
Men for cheir Sonnes, Wiues for their Hasbeada, 
Orphans, foc their Parente timeles death, 
Shall rve che houre chac ever chou wast bome. 
The Owle fheieh'd a¢ chy birch, an evil Aigne, 
The Night-Crow cry ‘de, aboding luckiefle time, 
Dogs how!'d,and hiddeous Tempeft thook down Trees 
The Raven rook'd her on che Chimaies top, 
And chatt cing Pies in difmall Difeords fung : 
Thy Mother felc more then a Mothers peme, 
Aad yet broughe forth lefle chen a Mothers hope, 
To wie. anindigefted and deformed lumpe, 
Nos like che fruse of fuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth had'f thou in thy head, when thou wart bere, 
To figaific, thou cam’ co bite the world: 
And if che ret be crue, which I haue heard, 
Thou cam? 
Rich. Ile heare no more: 
¢ Propiet in thy {peech, 
Fer this (amon ‘Wehe refty wes t ordain’d. 
Hea, 1,0nd for much more (leughses after chis, 

O God forgive my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes 
Rich, What? will the afpiting blood of Lancafter 
Sinke in the ground? I thoughs 1< would have mounted, 

See how mv (word werpet forthe poore Kings death, 


From chofe chat with che of our heufe. 

If any (parke of Life be yet remaining, 

Downe,downe to hell,end (sy I fent thee thither, 
Stabs ben ogame. 

I thas have neyther pitty lowe net feare, 

Jadeed ‘tis crue thot He told me of : 

For I have often heard my Mother fay, 

1 case into the world so ny Legace wet’ 

Had | noc reafon (chinke ye haft, 

And (eeke theis Raine. that vfecp’d ovr Right ? 

The Midwite wonder'd, and the Women cide 

O Iefus blefle vs,he is berne with ceath, 





Ssabbes bm, 


Aad 





: Thos heue we (eps Saf ion from our Seate, 
Ai arg And made our Foecftook: of Securiry 
Come hither , end let ne kiffe my Boy : 
Kong Nod, fox thine Vockles,and my {clfe, 


Went all afoote in Summers (calding beace, 


Thes chou might"R wrens the Crowne in peace, 
Aad dieu Laboerst thal reape the gsine. 

Rich, Ie bisft his Harveft, if your head were Laid, 
For yer I am not look'd on in che world 
This thoulder was ordain ‘d fo thicke, tohraue, 
And heaue it fhall (ome waighe, ot breake my backe, 
Worke thou che way ,edd that thalr execute. 

King. Clareace snd Gleffer lowe my lovely Queena, 
And ‘tis your Princely Nephew Brothers both, 

Cla, The duty chet I owe ento your Maiclty, 
I Seale vpon the lips of this fweet Babe, 

Cle. Thanke Noble Clareace,wonhy brocher thanks. 

Reb. And that I love the tree fré whence 5 (prang'R 
Wuneffe the louing kiffe I give the Fruice, 
To fay the cruth,fo Judas kifl hus mafter, 
And cried all haile,when as he meaar all harme. 

Kg, Nowam I feaced as oa foule delights, 
Having my Countries peace and Brothers loues. 

Cid, What will your Grace have done with Mayers, 
Reward ber Father,to che King of France 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and lerufalem, 
Aod hither have they fenc it for her ranfome 

Keng. Away with her, and waft her hence to Franee - 
And now what tefis, but thar we {pend the time 
With ftstely T riumphes, mirhfull Cormicke fhewes, 
Such as befics the plesfure of che Court. 
Sound Drums and Trompety, farwell fowre annoy, 
For heere I hope begins our leAling oy =“ Exyeew commas 






























1 hase no Brother, | asm li 
And chis word (Loue)} which Gray-beards call Diaine, 
Be refident in men like one another, 
And not ia me: | am my [eife alone. 
Clarense beware, thou heept'ft me from the Lighs, 
Bar I will fort  pitchy day fos chee : 
For } will busze abroed fuch Prophefes, 
That Baw fhall be fearefull of his life, 
And chen ro parge his feare, Ile be chy death. 

Hey, ond the Prince bis Son aresgone, 
Clarence thy ture is next, and then the reft, 
Counting my felfe but bad, cill 1 be bef. 
fe throw thy body in another roome, 
And Triumph Heay,iathy day of Doome. fxn 


Plaryh. Ester King Qa Clover Richard Fer, 

















































ag. Once more we fir in Englands Royal! Throne, 
Ro-purchac'd wich the Blood of Enemies : 
Whar valient Foe-men, like co Autumnes Corne, 
Hawe we mow’'d downe in tops of oll cheir pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somesfet, threefold Renowne, 
For aad endowbted Champions : 
Two C as the Fecher sad the Sonne, 
And rwo Northamberlends : two brauer men, 
Ne‘re d theie Courfers at the Trumpets found 
With the two brace Beares Warerch & Afentague, 
Thes in cheis Chaines ferter d the Kingly Lyon, 
And made the Forreft tremble when they roard. 
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The Tragedy 


with che Landing of Earle Richmond, and the 
Bartell ac Bofworth Field. 





eAtlus Primus. Scones Prima. 


Ese Richard Duke of Glofter folas. 


et Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 

NO Semmet by chis Son of Yorke: 
BNE Andall the clouds thar lowr'd vpon our houfe 

MOTSS In che deepe bofome of the Ocean beried. 

Now ere our browes bound with Viorious Wreathes, 

Our bruifed ermes hung vp for Monuments ; 

Our flerne Alarums chang’d to merry Meetings; 

Our dreadfull Marches, co delight full Meafores. 

Grim-vilag'd Warre, hath fmooch'd his wrinkled Front: 

And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 

To fright the Soules of fearfull Aduerfaries, 

Re capers ntmbly ina Ledies Chamber, 

Tothe lafcivious pleating ofa Luce. 

Bur J, chat em not (hap'd for fportiue trickes, 

Nor made to court en emorous Looking- glaffe: 

I, chat ara Rudely Rampc, and want loves Kaietty, 

To ftrat before a wonton ambling Nymph ; 

1, chat am curtail’d of chis faire Proportion, 

Cheared of Feature by diflembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vn-finith’d, fenc before my time 

Into this breathing World, Scarfe halfe made vp, 





And chat fo [amely snd wnfsfhionable, 
That d eke ta nt Aude 
Why I (in this weake piping time of Peace) 


Haue no delight to pafle away thetime, 
Voileffe to fee my Shadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne Deformiry. 

And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, 
Toemertaime thefe faire well {poken dayes, 

I am determined to proue a Villsine, 

And hace the idle pleafures of chefe dayes, 
Plots have J laide, InduGions dangerous, 

By drunken Propheftes, Libels,and Dreames, 
To fet roy Brother Cleraces and the King 

In desdty hate, the one againft rhe other 3 
And if King Edeverd be 2s crue andiuft, 

As1 am Subtle, Falfe,and Treacherous, 

This day thould Clarence clofely be mew'd eps 
About a Prophefie, which fayes char G, 

Of Edwerds heyres the martherer (hall be. 


Dive thoughts downe to my foule.here Clavance comes. 


Eater Clarewe and B. guarded. 
Brother good dey : Wha: meanes this armed guard 


ites vpon your Grace? 

Cle. His Nucl endsng petfone fefery 
Hath appoinced chis co consey me co th'Tower 
pon whee canfe ? 

Cla, Becaule my nome ws Grovge. 

Alacke my Lord,chas faelt is none of yours : 
He fhould for chat commit your Godfathers, 
Obelike, hus Maiefly hach intent, 
That you thoald be new Chriftned in the Tower. 
Bus what's the maccer Clarence may | know ? 

Cla. Yea Rucbard, when I know : bat I praceht 

yh weeded Bur as f can learne, 

He hearkens afcer Prophefies end Deeames, 

Aod from the Croffe.row pluckes the hercer G : 
And fayes,e Wizard rold him,that by G, 

His sue diGoherired fhould be. 

And for my name of Ceorge begins with G, 

It followes in his thought .thac I em he. 

Thefe (as I leerne)and fuch like coyes es thefe, 
Hath moou'd hia Highneffe co commit me now. 

Rech, Why chis 1 is,when men ere rul'd by Women 

"Tis nes the King chat fends you to the Tower, 

My Lady Grey his Wife, Clarewce vis thee, 

Thac cempts him co chis harth E stsemuty. 

Was it not fhee, and chac good man of Worlhip, 
Atheuy Woedeulle het Beocher there, 

That made him fend Lord Hafmgs to che Tower ? 
From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ? 

We are not {afe (dorancs, we are not fale. 

Cla. By heaucn,! chinke there 1s no man fecure 
But the Queenes Kindred,and aight-walkiag Heralds, 
Thac trudge bet wont the King and Mifleis Shere. 
Heard you not what an hamble Supphant 
Lord Haftong: wat,for het delwery ? 

Rich. Humbly complainung to het Deitie, 
Goumy Lord Chamberlaine his libertie 
He tall you whae,1 thinke itis our way, 

If we will keepe in favour with the King, 

To be her men,end weare her Liuery. 

The jealous ore.worne Widdow,and her felfe, 
Since chat our Brother dub‘d them Gentlewomen, 
Are mahty Gofsips in our Monarchy. 

Bra I befeech your Greces both to pardon ras, 
His Maiefty hath firaightly given in charge, 

That no man fhail haue prioste Conference 
(Of whac degree foever) with your Brother. 


174 b 


your 
ing we fi z 


Vege hc tiakes cea Wee! che 

















We {peake no Tresfon mena ; 
]s wife and vertuous, snd his Noble Queene 
Well Rtrooke in yeares, faire,and not icalious. 
ee ce co ieee 
A cherry Lip, s bonny Eye, s pe(sing pieafing conguet 
pp prliher i haat dlelrps J Folkes. 


How fs? can you all chis ? 
pale a this (my my felfe heue nought to 


co do with Mifizis Shere? 


© pardon me, and withall forbeare 
our Conference yale nerairtr a aid silabey 
We know thy charge Brakewbory , ‘ 
Ser We are the Queenes abieds,and maft obey. 
Brother farewell, | will vmothe King, 
Aad whatioe're will i me i 


youcani 

Qa. know ic plesfeth neither of vs well. 

Rich. Well,your ph Saar thall nox belong, 

T will deliver you, or elfe lye for you : 

Meane time, have patience. 
Cla. Imuft perforce : Farewell. Exnt Cla. 
Rub Go treade the path ther thou thalt ne're return: 

Simple plaine (larrece, 1 do love thee fo, 

t I will Shortly fend thy Soule to Heaven, 

Tf Heaven will take the prefent at our hands. 

But who comes heere? the new delivered Haflengs ? 


Enter Lord Hoftiags. 


Haft. Good rime of day vnto my gracious Lord. 
Rich. As much vate my good Lord Chsmbertaine : 
Well are you welcome to this open Ayre, 
How hath your Lordfhip brook’d imprifonment? 
Haft. With patience(Noble Lord)as prifoners matt: 
But | fhall live (my Lord) to giue them thankes 
That were the caufe of my wprifonment. 
Rich. No doubt,no doubt,and fo thall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemiet,are his, 
And haue preusil’d as much oa him,ss you, 
Haft, More pitty,chat the Eagles fhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards ply a¢ liberty. 
Rub. Whac newes abroad ? 
Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at home: 
The it fickly,weake,and melancholly, 
And his Phyfitians feare him mightily. 
Reb. Now by S.lohn,that Newes is bad indeed 
O he hath kept an evill Diet long, 
And ouer-much confum'd his Royall Perfon: 
"Tis very ous co be thought vpon. 
Where 1s he, In his bed ? 
Heis. 


Heft. 
pee Go you before, and I will follow you. 
Exn 


He cannot live I hope, and mult noe 
Til. Geer ge be pack’d with ler caer to Heauen. 


Which done, God rake King Edvordco hi mercy 

tnreemhsestiaadrabetenr 
Me marry Wsrwickcs yongef ¥ 

Whae h I kill'd her Huosband.and Araya 

The way to make the Wench amends, 

Is to become her Husbaend,and her Facher : 

The which will I not all fo mech for lose, 

As fosenother feeret clofe intent, 


Esser the Cow fe of Henrie the fxt with H, 
Daly hear han te Ce hos gam, 


ofan. Sex downe,fer downe honourable 

If Hooor may be fhromded in a Horie; _ 
WHBIFA I awhile obfequioully lamene 
Th'vatimely fa)! of Verioous Lanccher, 
Poore key-cold ure of sholy King, 
Pale Afhes of the Houfe of Lencafter ; 
Thou bleodleffe Remnant of that R, 
Be ic lawful thar f insocare 
Tohesre the Lamentations of poose me, 

Wife to thy Edwerd, ro thy (leughtred Sonne, 
Seab'd by the felfelame hand chez made thefe wounds, 
Loe.in thefe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I powre che helpleffe Balme of my poore 
Ocorfedbe the hand char Taudetecbeles 
Curled che Heart, thac had rhe heart to do it: 
Carfed the Blood, that let chis blood from henes : 
More diefull hep betide that hated W’: etch 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 
Then I can with to Wolues,to Spiders, Tosdes, 
Or any venom'd thing that lines, 

fewer he have Childe, — be ic, 

Prodigeous. and ymimel ttoligh, 
Whok vely and enasraral Ane 
May fright che hopeful! Mother at che view, 
And thac be Here to his vohappinefle, 
Tf ewer he have Wife, lec her be made 
More miferable by the death of him, 
Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee. 

now towerds C with your bely Lede, 

Taken from Paules, to be interred : 
And fill as you sre weary of this waight, ; 
Reft you, whiles ] lement King Hesries Coerfe. 


Euner Richard Deby of Giofter 


Rich, Stay you that beare che Coarfe, & (cr it down. 

4, te 
To Rop dewoved chari deeds ? 

Rick. Vilaicus fet dewne che Conrfe,or by S. Pook 
The make 0 Carle of him chat difebdeyes. ee 


Blood, 
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Cen. My Lord ftenc becke,nad les che Coftin paffe, That isid their guik, vpoa m7 
ot Vanes Dogge, da. Thou was's prowoked by thy bloody minde, 
Stand’ft thou when | commesnd : Thee neuer dream’ co ought 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then eny bref, Did ft chow net kill chis King 2 
Or S Pal Tie Bike shee 00. Foose, win ph arpatl 
Ogee de pam eeeashch wey yemcll ffl? Then God metoo 
Alas, [bieme yos net, for yeu are Morrell, Thow be demued fer thee wicked deede, 
And eyes connet endure the Divell. O be was ; 
Auant chou dreadfall miniftes of Hell ; Rech, The better for the Kiog of heeuen thee heth him, 
Thos hed’ but power over hie Merrall body, An, Heisia where thou thek newer come. 
Hus Soule chou canft pot have: Therefore be gone, Reh, Lethia ene, that holpe to fend him 
Rich. Svreer Seint, for Charity be sot fo cart. ther: 
An. Foule Dieeil, For he was fittes for chac place chen earth. 
For Gods fake hence, end trowble vs net, fia. And thon vofit for eny place bet hell, 
For thou heft mode the heppy earth chy Hell : Reh. Ves one place elfe,if you will heare meneame k, 
Fill'd ic wich curfing cries sad deepe exci aienes : As. Some cangeon, 
If chou defi ghe se view chy heynouc deeds, Reh. Your Bed-chember. 
Bebold this pecterne of thy Baccheries. atts. Ilreft betide che chember wherethou lyeft, 
Ob Gendemen, dead Henries wounds, = Rich. So will it Modewn, till I lye with you. 
Open cheir d mouthes, and bleed sfreth, Aa. \ hope fo. ; 
Biath.biath, chou lumpe of fowle Deformitie: Rie, 1 know fo. But gence Lady Auar, 
For ‘tis chy prefence that exhales this bloed To lesuc this keene encounrer of our witees, 
From cold end empty Veines where no blood dweis, And fall { imos flower ractbod. 
kes tha Delage toll emereel OfthefeParopemns Hare ond €loerd 
ehis P 2 Henrie and £. 
Saal which ths Blood ened. rovunge bin dear As blamefull os che Executioner, 
O Earth! which this Blood drink’? his deach., As. Thou was't the caufe,end moft eccurft effe&, 
Sither Heaa‘n with pico taper older Rech. Se eee 3 
Oc Earth cate out at heent me in 
Asthou dof faatiow wp tla goed Kings blood, Totucu aetieewea 
Which his Hefl-gowern'd erme hach butchered. So I might lise one howre in your fweet bofome, 
Rese, Lady,you know a0 Rules of ; Aa, If] chat, I cell chee Homicide, 
Which readers goed for bed, for Curfes. Thefe Nailes thould cess thac beauty from my Cheekes 
An kaow’ft nor law of God nor Reb. could not endure § beaucies wreck, 
No Beak fo ferce,bur knowes (ome touch of pitty. You thould not blemish ie, if I food by ; 
Rich, Bet | know aene,end therefore sm no Beat. Asall che wocld is cheared by che Senne, 
An, O wonderfall, when dincis sell the ¢ruch ! So I by thas: Ic is my day, my life. 
wonderfull, whee Angtls sre fo angry As. Blac a Pay tea 
jfrer eran wlehaehr soe Reb. Cafe not thy Celle faire 
givewe ort 
By rip bona pa feife. Am | would I were, to be reueng’d on ches, 
fn. V defas’ infetSion of men) Rich. It is 0 quesrel] mo venarurall, 
Of chefs knowoe enile, but ce gine ene leene To be reueng’d on hicn thet loweth chee. 
Dy ciecumfance, es casie thy carted Scife. ; 4s. 1c iss quarrel) WA and resfonsdle, 
Rich. hyn np eg a Teas’ Baa bees oe Lass of oy Hobe 
Seme patient icylare eo excule my ¢ thas bere& Hasbend, 
As. Foules then heart con thinke thee, te to theese o beceer 
Theos can't make ne excule current, de, His doth not breath vpon che estth, 
Bat cobang thy felfe. Rich, He lives,chas loucs thee beer then he could, 
Rirh. By loch dilpeie, I thould eccafe wy fife. du, Name him. 
pe ate Veaaaases “aan wy men 
i engtence on . was 
The did ea oe Rich, The felfefeme name, ben ene of betacr Necure. 
Rith, Say tha! flew chem net. Aa. Whereishe? 
ate, Then {ay they were pot flaine : Reb. Heere: Spits a bin. 
Bat dead they sre, and diwelith (lave by thea, hsb Dagavivar aloe 
Rich. 1 did sot kill your Wold k wes meal Foy en ot 
fn. Why then he is alive. Rich, Newer came poyfon hoe (o fweets place, 
Rich. Ney,be is desd, endfleine by Edwardshands, | de. Newer hung poyfon on s fowler Toade. 
da, la thy feule theont thes Ly'fi, Our of my fight, thou dof infed mins eyes, 
Queene Utdargares (ow Rich. Thane earl cape -itippreagre 
Thy murd'veus Feulchion in his bleed: As, Would they were fitike thes dead. 
The whuch, they once didd'f ogeiaf her beef, Rech. I would they were,chec I might dye et oncet 
Buc ches chy Beochers beese For now they kill we with a huing death. 


ofide che 
Rab. 1 vas prowoked by her ad seus ongee, Thefe eyes of thine, from mine heve érawne mh tees 
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Ifthe wese desd, what would betide on me f 
Gray. Noothes harme, but leffe of fuch a Lord. 
Qu. Thelofie of fach a Lord includes all harmes. 
Gray. The Heavens have bleft yoo with » goodly Sen, 

Te be your Comforter, when be is gone, 

Qa, Ahi he is yong ; and his mmoricy 

Is puc wnco che cruft of Rirbard Gloafler, 

A man that loves 00¢ me, nor none of 
Zjw. Iss concluded be (hall be ProteGtor ? 
fu. [1 is derermin'd,not concluded yet s 

Bas fo it muff be, if she King mifcarry. 


Exter Buckeghan and Derby. 


Cray Here comes che Lord of Beckingham & Derby. 
Bue Goodtime of dey vnto your Royall Grace. 
De. God make your Maiefty :oyful,as Hp pss bio 
Qu The Counceffe Rychmond, good my Lof Derby. 
To your good prayer, will fcarfely [sy,Amen. 
Ye Bahooandaakng thee's your wife, 
And loues not me, be you good Lord sffar'd, 
I bate not you for her prowd arrogance. 
Der. 1 do befeech you, either nor beleeve 
The exrisrous (landers of bes falfe Accufers: 
Or if fhe be acces d on true report, 
Beare with ber weakneffe, which I chinke proceeds 
From wayward (icknetfe,end ne grounded malice. 
Qu. Saw youthe King co day my Lord of Derby. 
Der Bucnow the Duke of Buckinghem and |, 
Are come from vihtung bis Maiefty. 
Que. What likelyhood of hie smendmenc Lords. 
Buc, Madam good hope, his Grace {peaks chearfully. 
Qu, God grant him healzh,did you confer with bum? 
Buc. | Madam,he defres ro make atronemenc, 
Berweene the Duke of Gloufter,and your Brochers, 
Aod betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlsioe, 
And fenc to wame them to his Royall prefence. 
Qu. Would all were weil bur chat will neues be, 
Ifease our beppineife is at che height. 


Eua Richard, 


Rab, They dome wrong and ! will nox indure it, 
Who is #¢ chat complsines vnto che King, 
Ther rol bese Ge aera ? 
holy F love his Grace bat highsly, 
The él bes esres with fuch tinier Ree ois 
Becaale 1 cannot flaccer,and looke faire, 
Senile in mens faces,frncoth,decelue,and cogge, 
Ducke with Freach nods,and Apith curtefie, 
t cauft be held 3 rancorous Enemy. 
Ceanot 3 plaine man Irve,snd thinke no harme, 
tample croth owt be abus'd, 
Wich Glken,Oye,infinuacing Iackes? 
Grey. To who in all this prefence (peaks your Grace } 
Rech. To thee, that halt nor Honefly,nor Grace : 
When bawe | iniat'd thee? When done thee wrong ? 
Or thee? ot chee? or sny of your Fadtvon? 
A plegue vpon you all. His Royall Grace 
"hom Ged better ihn you would with) 
nnot be fearfe a breathing while, 
Bot you aft rouble him with lewd complaints, 
a, Brother of Gloofter,you miltake the matter! 
The King on bits owne Royall difpofit:on, 
(And nes prowok’d by any Seror elfe) 
Aywing (behhe)at your inerionr hatred, 


LAs hare appre ewes te felfe 
A m Udten, Selfe, 
eneahin, to fend, thec he may lesendche giound. 
Rich. I connot telthe world is growne fo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Bagies dare nor peasch. 
Since ewerie laeke became a Gentleman, 
There's many 8 genue perfon made s leche. 
Qa, Come, come,we know your meaning Brocher 


You enuy my aduancemeot,and my friends: (Glofter 
God grant we never may heue of you, 

Rib. Meanetime,God grants thes } have need of you. 
Our Brother 1s imprifon'd by your meanes, 


My felfe difgrac'd, and the Nobillcie 
Held incontempe, while great Promotions 
Are daly | avai to ennoble thofe 
That {carfe fome two dayes fiace were worth a Noble, 
Qs. Byhim hac cais’d me to this carefull height, 
From that concented hap which I inloy’d, 
I never did incenfe his Maieftie 
Againtt che Duke of Clarence but heue bin 
Anearneft sduocate to plead for him. 
My Lord you do me thamefull inure, 
Falfely co draw me in thele vile {ufpedts, 
Rich! You may deny chat you were not the meane 
Of my Lord Haghiags lace umprifonment 
Rew. She may my Lord, for 
Rich. She may Lord Raners. why who knowes not fo? 
She may do more fir then denying that : 
She may helpe you co many faire preferments, 
And then deny hee syding hand sherein: 
And lay chofe Honors on your high defert. 
What may (he not, the may, I marry may the. 
Ris, What marry moy the? 
Ric, What marrie may the? Macrie with 3 King, 
A Baccheller,and s handfome Aripling too, 
J wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 
Qu. My Lord ofGloufter,] haue toe long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings,snd your bitter (coftes : 
By heaven, I will acquaint bis Maieftie 
Of thofe groffe taunts thac oft I haue endar’d, 
T had rather be a Countrie feruant maide 
Then a grese Queene, with this condis:on, 
To be fo bsized, feorn'd, and Aormed 3, 
Small ioy have | in being Englands Queens, 





Ester dd Dum Mayet. 


Mar, And tefned be chat (raall, God f befeech him, 
Thy honor, fisce,and feate,is due to me. 

Rreb, Wha? chrear you me wich telling of the King? 
I will asouch’c in prefence of the King : 
3 dere sdoenture co be fence to th’ Towre. 
‘Tis time co fpeske, 


My paines are quite forgot. 
Margaret, Our Divell, 
I do remember them coo well : 


Thou killd'R my Husband Herrin the Tower, 
And Edvard my poore Son,at Tewkesburie, 
Rich, Ere you were Queene, 
lor your Husband King : . 
I was a packe-borfe in his greet sMfaires 1 
A weeder out of his proud Adeerfaries, 
A liberstl rewarder of his Priends, 
Toroyalize his blood.! {pent mine owne. 
fice ln ead much better bleed 
en his,or chine. 
8 Reb. 
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Rich. 10 all which ime,you snd Husband 
‘Were fedious,for the Hoste of paar lp oe 
Aad Rees fo were-you ; W as noc your Husband, 

Jo ¢ Margarets Barcailc,st Sains Aides: Meine ? 

Fes ct om Groce Joo ieee 

What you haae beewe ere this, aod what you are : 

Wichall what I hsue bceoe,snd whac I sm. 

. A march rous Villaine, ead (o fill thow art. 
Rich. Poore (Lacece did forfake his Eather svarmusky, 
J,20d forfwore himfelfe (which lela pardon.) 
Q. Af. Which God revenge. 
Rich. To fight on Sdwards partie, for the Crowne, 

And for his meede,poore Lord he is mewed eps 

I woaldto God my heare were Flint ke Edwards, 

Or Edwards (oft and piccifull ike mine ; 

I am 200 childsth foolith for this World. 

2... High theeto Hell for fhame,& teaue chis World 

Thou Cacodemon,there thy Kingdome is, 

Re. My Lord of Glofter: in chofe bufie dayes, 

Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, 

We follow'd chen our Lord, our Sonersigne King, 

So fhould we you, if you fhould be our Keng. 

Rich, If 1 (hould be? Thad rather be 2 Pediler . 

Earre be ic from my heare,che choughe chereof, 
Ge As little soy (my Lord ) 38 you fuppole 

You (bould enioy ,wese yoo this Countries King, 

As lntcle soy you may (uppofe in me, 

Thac 1 emioy, being the Queene thereof. 

M. A litle tox ersoyes the Queene cheseof, 

For T am thee.and strogecher royleffe: 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me,you wrangling Pyrares,chat fall our, 

in Charing that which you have pill'd from me : 

Which of you trembles not, that lookes on me ? 

If not,thac Tam Queene, you bow like Subic As; 

Yet that by you depos'd,you quake Iske Rebells. 

Ah gencle Villaine,doe not carne away. (fAighe? 
Rich. Foale wnackled Witch, what mak ft chou in my 
2M. Bur repetinon of what thou halt mart’d, 

Thac will f make. before I ler thee goc. 

Rech. Were thou noc banithed, on paine of death? 

M.1 was. buc I doe find more paine in baaithmem, 

Thea death can yeeld me here. by my abode. 

A Husband and a Sonne chou ow’ 10 me, 

And thou s Kingdome ; all of you, allegeance : 

This Sorrow thac I haue, by rignt 19 yours, 

Aud al che Pleafures you vfurpe.are mine. 

Ric, The Curfe my Noble Father layd on thee, 
When chou didft Crown his Wartike Brows with Paper 
Aad with thy (cornes drew ft Rivers from his eyes, 

And chen co dry chem, gau'it the Dute a Clowr, 

Sceep’d in che faululeffe blood of pretuc Rutland, 
His Curfes chen, from bitcerneffe of Soule, 
Denounc’d agsinft chee.ave all falre vpon thee: 

AndGod not we, hath plagu'd chy bloody deed. 

Be. SoivhisGad,co nght the innocent. 
Haft. O,wasthe fouleft deed to flay thac Babe, 
And the mofl mercileffe, that ere was beard of, 
Bou. Tyrancs themfelucs wept when ic was reposted, 
‘Def No man bat prophecied revenge for ke. 
Bock, Nevrhumberland then soepihal 8 to fee it. 
. Whae? were you {narling all before I came, 
Ready to caccheach other by the chroar, 

And cerne you all your hatred now on me? 

Did Terkers dread Curfe preasile fo much with Heauen, 

Ths Henares death, roy loucly Edwards death, 


fe and Death 





ichard the T bird. 


Their Kuingdomes lofe wy wofull Bonu 
Should all but anfwer for chat peewsth Brat ? 
we Curfes presce che eres emer Heaven? 
then give way dull sto any quick Curfes, 
Though not by Wacre, by Surfer dye your King, 
As ours by Murther,2o make hie a King. 
Edward chy Sonne,that sow ts Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Soane,chat was Prince of Wales, 
a in his youth, by like wncimely erolence. 
y felfe a Queene, for me chat was 2 Queene, 
Oat-lwe chy glory like my wretched felfe : 
Long mey'ft thou live,co wayle chy Childrens deach, 
Aod fee anocher,es I fee thee now, 
Deck’din chy Righes,as thos are ftall’d in mine. 
Long dye thy heppre dayes, before chy death, 
Aad after many lengch’ned howres of griefe, 
Dye neyther Mother, Wife nor Eoglands Queene 
Revers and Der fet, you were (landers by, 
And fo waft thoe,Lord Hafoyg:s when my Sonne 
Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers:God,! pray hi, 
That none of you may live his nacarell age, 
Buc by fome vnlook'd accident cut off. 
Rech. Have done thy Charme,} haceful wither'd Hagge. 
.M. And leave out chee? Ray Dog.for Q fhalt beare ane, 
If Heaven have any grievous plogee ro fore, 
Exceeding thofe that | can with vpon thee, 
O lee them keepe tr,ull chy Rhaei betipe: 
And then hacle downe their indignation 
On thee, the croubler of che Worlds peace, 
The Worme of Conference Quill begnaw chy Soule, 
Thy Froends (ufpe& for Traytors whule chou liu'lt, 
And cake deepe Traycors for thy deareft Friends . 
No fleepe clofe vp chat deadly Eye of chine, 
Voleffe it be while fome tormeming Dreame 
Adfraghts thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills. 
Thou eluith mark'd, abortive rooting Hogee, 
Thou that waft feal'd in thy Natiuiue 
The flaue of Nature,and the Sonne of Hell: 
Thou flander of chy heaure Mothers Wombe, 
Thos loathed Jflve of thy Fathers Lognes, 
Thou Ragge of Honor, thou det 


































Roch. Margares, 
Q.Af Recbard. Rich Ha, 
Af. I call chee no. 
Rech. \ cry chee mercie then : for Idd chinke, 





That chou hadft call’d me al chefe bircer names. 
Q Af. Why fo | did,but looh'd for no reply. 
Ob let me make the Period to my Carfe. 
Rech. Tis done by me,and ends ln Magee. 
Qu.Thas have you breath'd your Curfe againft your fei, 
Q.*f.Poore painted Queen, vein fourith of my foramé, 
Why thew'ft choo Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, 
Whole deadly Web enfnareth thee sbour ? 
Poole, foole, thou whet'{t s Kaife to kill chy felfe : 
The day will come, that thou fhalt with for me, 
To helpe thee eurfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toade. 












Heft.Falle boding Woman,cod thy framick Curt, 
Leaft co thy barme mouc our petience, 
2.0. Foule theme pon you, you have all woe'd mine. 





Ri. Were you wel feru'd, you would be caught your ducy. 
ee To ferue me well,you afl fhould do ee duty, 
each cae co be your Quyeenc,and yee my Subiedtas 
O ferue me well,and teach your felues that duty. 
a Pcsilaaed not with ber, thee ts lonaricke. 


a Pa bae Mafter Marqueffe, you are malepert. 
Your fite-new Rampe of Howor is fcerce curreet. 
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O that youry pdility could hud 
What wate ohana padi re tials deeds Bneer Coresby. 
They that ftend high, heve to 
And i chey fal, they dath t cloce to peeces. Cates. ne anit hanphareheat ar 
Ruch. Good countsile marry, learne it, leatne it Mag- | And for your Grace, and yours my grecious Lord, 
gueffe. Qu. Cassby \ come, Lords will yoo go with mee. 
Der. Ictoucbes you my Lord,as rouch as me. Ria. We wart vpon your Grace, 
Rich. 1,end more : but I was bome fo highs Barve a8 bt Ghfter, 
Our syerie builderh in the Cedars top, Rich, 1 do the wrong and firft begin to brawle, 
And dailies with the winde, ond fcornes the Sunne. The fecret Mrfcheefes that I fer abroaeh, 















der. And carnes che Sen co fhade : alas, las, I lay vnzo the g recuous charge of oshers. 
Wicnefle my Sonne, now in the Shade of death, Clarence, who | iadeede have caft in darkneffe, 
Whofe bright ouc-fhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 1 do beweepe to many fimple Guiles, 
Hach in evernall derkneffc tolded vp. Namely a Derby, Hafivg: Buckingham, 
Your sycry buildeth in our ayeries Ne@: And cell chem “tis che Queene, and her Allies, 






O God that feef ic, do not fuffer it, That (irre the King ageinft che Duke my Brother, 
As itis wonne with blood, loft be it fo. ‘Now they beleeue it, and wichall wher me 
















Bac. Pesce,peace for fhame : If not, for Charity, To be reueng’d on Risers, Devfer,Orey. 
Adar Vege nenher chstity nor fhame co me a But then I Ggh, and with a peece oTicipand 
Varcharrtably with me heee you desle, Tell them that God bids vs de good for eusl : 
And fhamefully my hopes (by you) are burcher'd, And thus I cloath my naked Villanie 
My Charity 1s outrage, Life my thame, With odde old ends, Rotne forth of holy Writ, 
And ia thas fhame, fa liue my forrowes rage. And feeme a Saint, when molt J play che denill, 
Bae. Have done, baue done, 
Mar, O Princely Buckingham, Ile kiffe thy hand, Enter rwe mertberers. 
In figne of League and smity with thee s But foft, heere comemy Executioners, 
Now faire befell chee,and thy Noble houfe : How now my bardy Rout refolued Mares, 
Thy Garments are not (ported with our blood : Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 
Nor thau within che eomps{fe of my curfe. Ud. We are my Lord,and come co have the Warren, 
Buc. Nor no one heere : for Curles never paffe Thae we may be admitted where he is. 
The lips of chofe chaz breath chem in the syre. Ree, Well thought vpon, | have it heare about me: 
Mar. Iwill nos chinke bat they sfcend che sky, When you haee done, repayre to Cresby place; 





And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace, But firs be fodsine in the cxecution, 
O Beckingham, take heede of yonder dogges Wichall obdurate, do nor hesre him pleades 
Looke when he fawnes, he bites; and when he bites, For Clarence 1s well [poken, snd pernappes 
His venom tooth will rankle co the death, May moue your hearts co pitty, ifyou marke htm. 
Hasse noc co do with him, beware of him, Un. Tut,cat,my Lord, we will not fland to prate, 
Sinne, death, and hell haue fer their mackes on him, Talkers sreno good dooers, be affur'd: 
And all shew Minifters atrend on him, ; We goto vfe our hands, and net our ton 
Reb. What doth the ayy Lord of Beckingham, Rich. Your eyes drop Mill-ftones, hea Pooles eyes 











Bac, Nothing chat I refpe€t my gracious Lord, fell Teares : 

Mar, What doft chou {come me I Gke yoo Lads,zbout your bufineffe firaight. 
For my gemle counfell ? sar rae paler 
And footh the diuell thaedewarne thee from. Ud, We will my Noble Lord, 
O bur remember chis snothet dey : 






hides he fall {plic chy very heart ee : 
Aod [oy (poore Mergare: )was 3 Prop : 
Line eae. dafubledsto his hate, Scena Quarta. 
And hete yours,and all of you to Gods. Reb, 
Bac. My hatre doth Aland an end to heare her curfes, 
Rr. And fo doth mine, I mufe why the's at ibertie. 














Rich. I cannox blame her, by Gods holy mother, Eneer Clarence and Kegper. 
She hach had too mach wrong,and I repent Keg. Why lookes your Grace fo hesuily to day. 
pete pcrrel, cha: | have done to her. Cle. O,thaue paft a miferable night, 
iy Tae Falher iit) co my knowledge. So full of fearefull Dreames, of vgly fights, 
Beh Ver yet Niue yl che vantage of her wrongs Thac as I ars a Chriftian faichfull man, 
Tews tite Het, co tho forme by good, I would nox {pend another fuch a nighe 
Phot © foe cold bo Vio hil of 1c now : Though ‘twere to buy s world of happy dalees 
Ditty oWfor Chenier, be 1s well repayed: So full of difmall terror was the time. 
‘Fhe ve Grenird vp co farting for his psines, Keep. What was your dream my Lord, pray you tel me 
God pardon chem, that are the coufe thereof. Cle. Me thoughes that I had broken from the Tower, 
Ree A vertuous snd a Chriftian-like conclaGon And wasembark'd to croffeto Burgundy, 
To pray for them chaz have done {cath co vi, And in my company my Brother Gloafe, 
ith. So del ewer, being well aduis’d. Who from my Cabin cempred meto walke, 
Speaker tobonfelfe. | Vpon the Hatches : There we look’d toward England, 
For had | corft now, Thad curft my felfe And cited vp a thoufand heavy tenes, 
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During the werres ot Yorke and Lencaner Princes have ber cheie Titles for theis Glesses, 
That had befgine vs.As we psc'daleng Aa cutwerd Hence, for an toward Teyle 
Vpon ebe gris bal the Hacches, And fox vafele I : : 
Bc thaughs ches ftubled,sad ia falling often feele a world of reftiche Cores : 
Scrooke me oe eee ee ey eee eee So chet berweene cher Tities,sad low Name 
Iqco the billowes of che maine. These’s ooking differs,bur the out ward face. 
O Lord, me chooghe what paine ic was te drowne, 
Whas dreadfall asife of wacer mn mine cares, Lue swe MM artharer. 


Wha fights of vgly death within mine 
Me choughes, I {aw a thoulsod fearful ee 
A rege aT chat Pufbes gnaw'd vpeo = 
Wedges of Gold, Aochore, bespes of Pearle, 
Inet tasble Scere arslewed 
All {cascred in che berrome of che Sea, 
Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, snd in che bales 
Where eyes did once inhabit, chere were crepe 
(As ‘twrere io (corne of eyes) reflecting Geenanes, 
That woo'd the (limy bottome of the deepe, 
And mock'd the dead bones chac lay (cortred by. 
Keap. Had you fuch leyfare ta che cane of deach 
To gaze vpon thefe fecrets of the ? 
le, Me though [ had,snd often did I firws 
To yeeld the Gho® : bur Mill the enuious Fleod 
Stop din ay (oule, and would ner '* i forth 
Toped the empty, ¢9@,sed wanu ring syres 
Bet (echer'd it wicbin my pencing 
Who elenoft ber fi, ro belch it in che Sea. 
Beep, Awak'd younot in this fore Agony? 
Clar. No,no,my Dreame was 'd afcer life. 
O chen, began the Teapeft to my Soule. 
I pat (me thought) the Melancholly Flood, 
as that fowre Perry-msa which Poets write of, 
mo the Kiagdome of perpecasll Nighs. 
The frfi chat there did greet rey Scrsager 
Was wy great Facher-in- Law,senowned W arwicke, 
Who (pake slowd ; What {coerge for Periuric, 
Can chs daske Monorchy affoord falle (lerense? 
And(ohe vanth'd. Then come wand'ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angell with bright heyse 
Debbdei'd in blood, and he fhriek'd out slowd 
Clarence is come, falfc ic eting.penur'd Clarence, 
That Rabb'd me in the field by Tewkesbery : 
Serze on him Furies, coke him vaco Torment. 
Witb char (re thought) Legion of foule Frends 
[auiron'd me, and howled in mine cares 
Such hddeoas cries,that with the very Noife, 
I (crembling) wak d, and for a feafon after, 
Could nor belcene, bet chat I was in Hell, 
Such cerrible Imprefsion made my Dreame. 
Ne maraell Lord, though it affri you, 
Lam affraid (me thinkes) co heare you cellic. 
Cle. Ab Keeper,Keeper,I have donc chefe things 
at now giue euldence againft my Soule) 
os Edwards (ake, and [ee bow he requics mee. 
O God' if my deepe prsyres c2onox sppeate thee, 
Bur chou wilt be sveng’d on my mifdecds, 
Yee execute thy wrath in me alone : 
O {pare my guilciefle Wife nad my poore children. 
Keeper, I prythee fir by me s- while, 
My Soule is hesey,end J faine would . 
Keep. will my Lord, God give your Grace good reft 


Encer Brakgubury the Lietenan. 


Bre Sorvow breakes Sesfons,and repofing howres, 
tdakes the Night Morning and che Nosn-tide night: 


Lesage Pasar apt 

would 8 thou Fellow ? 

rape Aad how conm’f 
2-Ctder. I weald (peak wich Clarence, and | come hie 

ther on my 
Gra. Whee lo berefe? 
t. ‘Ths beccer (Sis) chen to be tedious : 

Let bien fee our Comaifion,and ralhke so more. Reads 
Bre. 1 om in chis, commanded to delmes 

The Noble Duke of Caveats to your hands. 

I will act reafon whas is mcans 

Becsafe | will be from the meaning. 

There lies the and there the Keyes. 

Ile co the King ead to hem, 

Thee ches I have refign'd to you my chetge. Bon. 
1 You mey Gr, ‘tis 0 potatof wifedome 

Fas you weil. 

a Whac, thall we @ab him os be 

t No: bee) fay ‘rwes done cowardly ,when be wakes 

® Why be (hail newer wake, varill che grest judge- 


mene dey. 

8 Why then beet fay, we fab'd bin Geping, 

a The of tha: word lodgement, bath bred a 
kinds ofreaaticies: 

t Whee? art chow affraid ? 

3 Noceo kill bim, having « Waerans, 

But to be damo‘d for hillog bem, froos the which 
No Warranx can defend me. 

a | theu hsd'fR ban refoluce. 

3 Solan, tolec hia live. 

» The becke to che Deke of GlouBics,and call bien fo. 

a Nay,! Ray a lerele : 

Lhope cms ¢ bumer of mine, will change, 
Ie wes wom cohold me bur while one sels tweasy. 

1 How dof thou feele tha Zife now? 

a Some certame dre 
ames. : 
z Remember our Reward, when the deed’s Lor... 

a Come,he dies: { hed forgor the Reward. 

a Where's thy confcience now. 

3 O, in che Duke of Gleafets par 

a Whee bee opens his paric co give vs cur Reward, 
thy Coafcience Ayes oer. . 

a ‘Tisno maccer,jec it gee aed wil 
encertaine it. aussi? vt 

3 What ifit come to thee mpaien len ee ” 

a Me not meddle withiy 1 = et | el 
A man cannot ftesle, but i di ee 
Swesre, bec it Checkes him’ apne i ee 
Neighboors Wife, beacude, =e 7 


se 


| a i | 


fhamefac'd {piric, chee matsdes js 6 oo =i ie 


filles » man fall of Obflacies, if tmade fe atce reflere a 
Pur(fe of Gold shac (by chance) | found. Is beggar ery 
man chat keepes tt : Jess turn’d ows of Townes and Civ 
cies for s dangeroas thing, end eucry mae chat aeans co 
lias well, endevours to craft to humfelfc, and lee vviuh- 
out jt- 

t ‘Tas 


of coningnce ae ya wie. | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 


| 
' 
\ 


The Lifeand Death 


a Theneeetn aa eeen: Pe net ce 


che next roome. 
¢ Ocnrcellent device; end makes fop of him. 
3 Soft ,he wekes. 


zs Aman,is you sre. 
Cle. But not as f om Royall, 
2a Noe as we sre, Loyall. 
Cis. voice is Thendes but thy looks sre hurable. 
3g My voice ts now the lookes mine ewne, 
Cl Tow derkdy.snd bow doft then fpeske? 
Your cyes dz menace me : why looke yos pele? 
Who fent you hither? W de you come ? 
aT 
Cle. Touwerther me ? 
Beeb. 1,1. 
Cla. Youf{carfely hene the hearts co tell me fe, 
And therefore cannot haue the hearts co do it. 


Cle. Are you dsxwne forth awerld 
os myobeectt 
W here is the Evidence thes doth sceufe me ? 
Qoeft have given their Verdi vp 
Vase the frowaiag ludge? Or who proacunc’d 
The bitrer fencence of poore Clarence 
Before | be conuidl by courfe of Lew ? 
Te checaten ane with desth, s moh valewhul. 
I charge you, ss you hope for eny goedaciie, 
That you 
Tee 
zr Ada we do,we do commend, 
3 sre racpeea Valle bes pe King of gs 
Cia Erroneous V offals,che great Ki 
bases vais Tele of hes Law eeummnded 
Toc ttau fhslt dopo murther. Will you then 
¢ or be Ed fend (elGl) o Mans? 
holds Vengeence in his hand, 
s heads thas breake his Lew. 
ne Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
Se inetntes 
e the Sacsament, to 
Houfe of Lencafter, 
rater to the neme of God, 
oy oot Vow,snd with thy creacherous blade, 
t bowels of chy Sou raignes Sonne. 
» Whow chow was'tiwome to chernth and defead. 
e How canii chou erge Gods dreadfull Lewto va, 
When thos haft broke it in fech deere ? 
Cle. Alas! for whofe (ake did J that ill deede ? 
He fends yos not te merthes me fos this 3 


ao? Ss. 
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Per in thet nae, he is as deepe ss I. 

1fGod will be awenged for the deed, 

O know you yet,he doth it publiquely, 

Take nec che ell from his arme : 

He needs no indiredt, or lawiefie courle, 

To cut off chofe chat have offended him, 

5 sila epee tile presi 

When gallant (pringing brane Plastagenet, 

Thee Princel Nosice eras ftrucke dead by thee ? 
Cla. My Brothers loue,the Divell,and my Rage. 
1 Thy Brothers Loue,our Dury, end thy Faults, 

Prowoke vs hither now,to flaughter thee, 

Cla. If you do lose eny Brother, bete not mes 

J am bis Brother, and I louc hicn well, 


If you sre hyr'd for meed, go becke againe, 
at vou te coy Beecher 3 


And { will 
Whe thall reward you better for my life, 
Then Edward willlos tydings of my death, 


® You sre decein’d, 


Your Brother Giouftes hates you. 

Cla. Ob no,he loves me, and be holds me deere : 
Go you to him from ave, 

3 1 fe we will 


Cla, Teli hin, when that ous Princely Father Yorke, 
Bief his chree Soanes with his viGonous Arme, 
He papderens. cohpheae duided Friendihip 1 
Bid Gloofter thinke on this, snd he will weepe. 
s 1 MilRiones,ss he icfloned vs to weepe. 
Cle. Odo aor fsader him, for heis kinde, 
3 Right,ss Snow in Haraeft: 
Come, you deceive your fife, 
‘Tishe thac fends vs to deftroy you heere. 
Cla. airperbresaakeopiay sie Laver 
And *d me in his armes,and {wore with fobs, 
That be would labour mny delivesy. 
as Why fo bedeth when he delaiers fa 
From this earths thraidome, to che leyes of heauen, 
3 Make peace with God,for you awit die my Lord. 
Cla. Houe you thet holy feeling in your foules, 
To counfaile me to make rey peace with God, 
od tes ven yes peer expe louse eee 
Thee you will warre with God, by mard’ting ma, 
O Gre cenfider, they that {et you on 
Todo this deede, will hate you fox the deede. 
a What thell wedo? 
Clar, Relent,and fave your foules : 
Which of yos, if yee were 8 Princes Sonag, 
Being pent from Liberry,as I am new, 
If cwo fuch murctherers as your felues came to you, 
Would not intrest for life, a9 you would begge 
Were you ia my diftreffe. 
3 Relent? ac:'Tis cowsrd) sad womenith, 
* Cle. Nosto relent, is beafily, feusge dicellith : 
ee 
O, if chine eye be aoc a Flasterer, 
Come thou on my fide, rebostaenhani 
A ing Prince whet beg get pitties net, 
Py vel Haro you,my Lord. 
3s Take that,eod thes, ifell this will nos de, Saabs bin, 
le drowne you in the Malmefey-But within, Emit. 
3 p blondy deedseod Seiperey Oe 
How cased rekon dipsrenty wath my hands 
Of this moft greewous murther. Rueer 1. Mertheror 
t How now? whac mezo'ft thou chat chou help’h me 
not? By Hesuen che Duke thall know how Nacke you 
hawe beene, 





Take thou tne Fee,and cell hem what I fey, 

For [ repent me thac the Duke is Maine. Exis. 
t. Afr. Sodonstl: go Cowesd as thou art. 

Well, Ile go hide the body in fone hole, 

Till chee the Duke give order for bis beriall : 


Poe chis will out,and chen | muft aot Ray. 


4edus Secundus. Seen Prima. 


Plorif. 
Enter the the Puense, Lord 4. 
Deg Be aie: » Casesby, 
Backingban, Weedul, 







King. Why fo: now hsae I done a good dies work. 
You Peeses, continue chis vnired Lesgue: 
1, every day expect on Embaffsge 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence. 
And mote to peece my foule fhall part ro hesure, 
Since [ havemade jends at on earth. 
Dorfet and Reners, c2ke each others hand, 
obensoy fede nary staon greasing hai 
Kis.By heaven is purg’d from t 
And =i my band I feale sey wer bees ar” 
Haft. So theine 1,03 I truly (weare che like. 
King. Take heed you dally not before your 
Left he chat is ardey ers Kung of Kings 
Confound yout failhood, aad sward 
Either of you to be the others end. 
Haft. So profper les [ Sweare perfed lone, 
Ri. And.as 1 loue Hates with my hesrt, 
. King. Madam,your fel habrodaenay a from this 1 
or you Sonne Derfet, Buckingkars nor 3 
You Seis bead Ovecs Os ageintt thgacher 
Wife,loue Lord Hafteegs let hiro kiffe poor hend, 
And what yoa do,do it shh fei 
fle. There Haftiegs I will never more semeraber 
Our former hatred, fo thriue Iend mine. 
King. Derfet, imbrece him: 
Heffiegs lowe Lord Marqueffe. 
Der. This interchange of love,] heere prove 
Vpon my pare, thall be inaiolabie. 
Haft, os fo {weare I. 
Kseg. Now Princely Becknghem, feale } this league 
With {patdbletinl to my wices ‘Alios 
Aad make me happy in your ny 
% anc, Riso bene doth curne bis hate 
pon your wich ell dutious lone, 
Doth cherith you,end yours, God punith me 
With hate in thofe where J expe& moft leve, 
When I haue moft aced to imploy » Friend, 
And moft sffured chat be is a Friend, 
Deepe,hollow,crescherous,and full of guile, 
Be he ynto me : This do I begge of heaven, 
When I em sae loue,toyou,or yours. Embrace 
ing. Aplesfing Cordiall, Pri Buckieghan, 
Is ebisthy eae ficken bee : 
‘There wanech now our Brother Glofter heere, 
To make che bieffed period of his peace. 
Bar. Andin good time, 
Heere comes Sus Richard Raseidfe,and che Duke. 
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ry would he thar I had laud his beocher, 


Aad when [have my meede,| will sway, , 








Ener Ratchifr, and Glefler. 


RichGood morrow to my Souersigne King & Queer 
eS a 
Gehan ach accacaet aa 
Made peace 


this Pr if 
By hie riacely heape, if any heere 


T hate it,sod defire all good mensiowe, 
Fic Madem, I inereate true peace of you, 
Which J will purchafe wich my dutious feruice. 
Of you ray Noble Cofin Buckingham, 

if ever sny grudge were lodg'd oceweene va. 
Of you ie td Raers and of Derfer, 
That all wishoue defert hsue frown'd on me: 
Of you Lord Wesdsid, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earies, Lords, Gentiemen,indeed of all. 























Rish. Why Madsmbaae I 
To de fo flowted in this Roysll 
Who knowes noc chat the Duke is dead? 
You do bim iniurie co fcome his Coarle, 

Kg, Who knowes not he is dead? 

Who knowes he is? 

Qs, All-feeing heauen, whet a world is this? 

Buc. Looke Ifo pale Lord Dorfet,es the ref? 

Der. | ay good Lord,end 00 man in the prefence, 
Bat his red coloor hath foefooke bis cheekes. 

Kat. Is Clerence dead ¢ The Odie 

. Bet he (poore man) by your firft order dyed, 
And that 8 winged Mercurie did beare : 
Some tardie bere the Count 
That come coo lagge to fee hins buried. 
God grant, thet forme lefle Nobie,and leffe Loyall, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts,and not in blood, 
Deferue not worfe chen wretched Clareues did, 
And yet go current from Sufpition. 


Suter Earle 


. Iprethee peace 
De rv noe nile, rnletle your Highnes 


ee eal a "eh 


sper, 









De. The forfei Goemepecrormy ! 
Who flew to day 2 Riotoes Genelernan, * 
Lately etcendant on the Deke of Norfolke, 

King. Hous I svongue to doome my Brothers death? 
And thall chee congue giue perdon co 2 lave? 

My Brochet kill’d no man, his fault was Thooghe, 
And yet bis penifhmenc was bitter desth. 









Whe 
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Who {wed to me for him ? Who (in ay wrath) 
ridin Per and bid me be adeis’d 2 

Whe (poke of Beothershood? who fpoke of love? 
we told ae how che poore foule did forfake 
Whe eld eta eheld oe Tewkesbery, 


And (aid deare Brother liue,sad be e ¢ 
ehapearhe Wogan acentAed pa id, 
Frosen(almoft ws he did lap me 
Be phi Gacmuaded we birafelfe 
(Al chia and naked) to che cold night? 
All cbis from my Remembrance, brurifh wrath 
Siafelly placke, snd not a mea of you 

Hed fo much grace to put it to my minde. 

But when your Carters,or your pars Aaa 
Haeae dongs drenken Sleeghoer end d 
The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, 
You are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 


Haue : 

Yer none of you, would once beg ge for his life, 

O God! I feare thy iaftice will take bold 

On ae, and you; and mioe,and yours for this. 

Come Hafiiegs belpe me co my Cleffec, 

Ah poore Clarence, Exount foorr with Kf Dues. 
Rich. This is the freics of rafhoes: Masks you not, 

How char the guilry Kindred of the Queene 

Look’d pale, when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Ol they did urge is fill neo the 

God will revenge it. Come Lords will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our company, 


Buc. We waic vpon your Grace, oxen, 


Scena Secunda. 





ehe old 
kaw Datifed Tote, wich the rwe 


Ede. Good Crendam tell v3,1s our Father deed ? 


Dagh Wey ke fo oft 
Why do weepe fo oft? And beate your Bre? 
And cry, O Clarence, my enheppy Sonne. roa 

do you looke op vs,and thake your head, 
Aad call ve Orphans, Wretches,Caftawayes, 
If chet our Noble Father were olive ? 

De, My Cofins,you miftske me both, 
J do lane che fickneffe of the King, 
As loach to lof him, not your Fathers death: 
Ic were loft fosrow co walle one ther’s loft. 


By. Then you conclede,(my Grandem) be is dead: 
The Ki mine Vackic is too bleme forte. 
real revenge ft, whom I will i 
i pra te cher 
etre 
Dut Peace chi eece,the King doth loue you wel. 
lacspesble,and (hallow looscentt, © fe 


Yeucansot guetle who exee'd your Fathers death. 
Bey. Grandem we cam Sor ony good Vakie Glofer 


Warwicke,end did fight for me? ‘ 


Told me,che King provok'd to it by the Queene, 
Deuis'd ee to imprifoa him ; 
And when my Vackle told me fo,he 
Aad pictied me,and kindly kift sn blogg : 
Bad me rely on him, es on my Father, 
Aad he would love me deerely a9 a childe, 
Dee. Ab! chat Deceit fhould fleale fech gencle fhape, 
And with a vertsous Vizor hide deepe vice, 
Heis my foane, I,end therein my fhame, 
Yer from my dugges,he drew not chis deceic. 
Bey. ot Vakle did diflemble Graadem ? 
Det. I Boy, 
Bey. I cannce chinke it. Hearke,whac oolfe is chis? 


Sacer the Queene with ber baive abeor bev carr, 
Riners & Devfet after ber, 


ev. Ab! who thall hinder me to waile sod weepe? 
To chide my Fortune,aad torment my Selfe. 
Ile ioyne wich blacke difpaire againft my Sovle, 
Andco my (elfe, become en enemie. 
Dat, What mesanes this Scene of rude impationce ¢ 
Qa, To make nad of Tragicke violence. 
Edward ay Lord, thy Sonne,our King is dead. = 
Why grow the Branches, when the Rooce is 
Why wither noc che leswes chat went their {ap ? 
If you will lise, Lament : if dye, be breefe, 
That our {wift-winged Soules mey catch the Kings, 
Os like obedience Sebieds follow bies, 
To his new of nere-changing nighe, 
Dat, Ah fo much iorereft have in thy forrow, 
Ast had Tide in thy Noble Husband : 
T haue bewepe s worthy Husbands death, 
And liu'd with looking on his Images: 
Bus now two Mikrors of his Princely fembiance, 
Are crack’d in pieces, by malignant death, 
And I for comfort,have but one falfe Glafle, 
Thae greeues me, when | fee ay (hame in him, 
Thoo art a Widdew: yee thou art s Mother, 
And haf the comfort of chy Children left, 
But desth hach {natch'd ay Huebsnd from ajne Armes, 
And plackt cwo Crarches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence and Edward, O, wher caufe haue I, 
(Thine being bec a moity of my moane ) 
To ower-go thy woes, and drowne thy cries. 
Bey. Ah Aur! yoo not for our Fechers desth : 
How can we syde you with our Kindredtesres ? 
Dang, Our fatherleffe diftreffe was left vamoan 4, 


Your widdow-dolour, likewife be vrnwepe. 


. Glae meno in Lemertation, 
javes rau eiteenecuen 


All s reduce theis currents co mine eyes, 
Thac J being gowern'd by the waterie Moone, 
May Cond forth plenteous teares to drowne the Werld. 


Ah, for my Hesbend, for my deere Lord Edward. 
Chil, Ah fer our Focher, for our deere Lord Clarence. 
Dat. Alas for boch, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
roca hadre dy pte haeep-lae pea. pe 
tl. What ftay hed we bac Clarence? snd he's gone. 
Da. Whee fisyes had morta Aveeest oe” Saad aaa 
m, Was never widdew hed fo deere s 5 
Clit. Were newer Orphans had fo deere 2 loffe, 
Dat. Wes never Motherhad fo deere alee, 
Alas! I sea the Mother of thefe Greefes, 
Theis woes ert parcell'd, mine \s general, 
She for sn Edward weepes,zad fo do} 1 


my felfe hove nought co 


Rcd. co do with Mifizis Shere? 
J cell chee Fellow, he ther doth with her 


bef todo aloae. 
See 








gil de once 

Meane tieve, have 

Cle. Imuft Aveo ener Exit Cla. 

Rub Go treade the path chat thou thait ne're return: 
pleine (larrece, 1 do loue thee fo, 


For ses chat were your Enemies,ase his, 
iI'd as much ca hicn,es ou, 
ore pitty, chat the Eagles (hould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. 

Rech. Whar newes 2 2 

eo No newes fo bad abrosd,as this at home : 

8 fickly,weske,and cena 

Andts his 


ians feare him mightily 
by S.lohn, cher sis bad indeed 
Paro de betel pa eee 
hemp i oe aac 
Wee artait though vpon. 
Haft. He is. 
Rocb, Reo yes balers; and hwil ehow ioe 


He cannot live I hope, and muft noe 
Hema nethpm endo nt dy 


Death o 


Richard the T bird. 


to vrge 
Wah Lye wel etd wich weigh Argon, 
And if I faile not in ny 


Clarence hash not another pare 
Which done, God cake King Edward to his mercy, 
Por tien lo eatey Wereich-s yond 
chen, le Werwickes yongeft 
ue hI er Hosen ar Pacer, 
co make oe 
Ts os becoase ba Hasbasdlcnd her Faker 
The which will I,noc sil fo much for lowe, 
As fonenother fecret clofe intent, 
ber, erhich I reuft reach voto: 


Scena Secunda. 
Exser the Cow i ee guard 
Hoh Anus being tie Ahearan, g 2 
etume. Ser downe henawrable 
If Hooee may be fhrowded ia Horie, ae 
WHhITR I a-while od lamene 
Th’vacimely fail of Vertoous Lancafier. 


Be ic lawfull that I insocate 

Toheare the Lamentations tums, 
Wifeto thy Edperd, ro thy (lsughered Sonne, 
Seab‘d by idicCane hata che made thefe wounds, 
Loe.n thefe windowes imap siete ta 

1 re the helpleffe Balme poore 
Ocerfcdbe the hand thar madethefe holes 
Curfed the Heart, thac had rhe heart to do it: 
Carfed the Blood, that let chis blood from henes : 
More dicefull bsp betide thar hated W’: etch 
Thet makes v5 wretched by the death of thee, 
eee to Wolues,to Spiders, Tosdes, 


enom'd thing chee lunes, 
if, euer rch best Childe. 2 Aberin be it, 


Prodigeous. and yntimely brought tolight, 
Whol vely and wnansaeall Gee 


May fright the hopefull Mother at the view, 
od that be Hegre to bis vabep 
If ewer he haue Wife, lec her be made 
More miferable by the death of him, 
pista pecastet ds Bp young Lord,and thee. 
Come now row ey with your bely Lede, 
Andi yoe se wey of 
weary of this waig’ 
pou wbiles amen, Kang Harts Cour. 


Euser Richard Dakg of Glofter 


Ss that beare the Coacfe, & (er it down. 
pay ad baa rinse dala aca 
devoved chari deeds ? 

gs Vilaiaos 6 deraee (oe Comey EE 
Tle make o Coarte of hien chac difobeyes. pe 
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Cen. My Lord ftanc backe,sad les che Coffin poffe, 
Rick, Vammsaner'd Dogge, 

Scand’ft thou when I commecnd: 

Aduance thy Halbere higher then ny beeft, 
Rhee ec baee Gres ck 

Aes. Whar do yoo meanble? exe you all affraid ? 
Alas, [blsme yos net, for yeu ere Mortsll, 


for bed, Bieffngs for Curfes. 
Z bat a bucwb cre ccd cla. 
No Besh fo ferce,bat knowes forme touch of pitty. 


Bish, Sey thas rel ag 
As. Then fay they were not flaine : 

But dead they sre, and dawellith fave by thes, 
Rich. 1 did sot kill your Husbend, 
F od then he is alive, 


The wach, theo once didd’ bschw roar 
w once A 
Buc chac chy Beochers beese efide che 

Rb, 1 was prousked by her reas tongue, 


[75 


That isid theis guile, vpos m7 guiltiefie Shoulders, 
an. Thou was’t proaoked by thy bloody minde, 
Thaz never dresm’R cn ought but Butchesies: 
Did'ft chow net kill chis King ? 
Rich, I green ye. 
An, Do'ft grant me Hedge-hogge, 
Then God metoo 
O he was gentle, milde,end 
was ; verruous, 
Rech. The better for che King of heeuen chet heth him, 
An, Heis ia heaven, where thou thelt newer come. 
Rech, Lethim ¢ me, that holpe to fend him thi- 


ther: 
For he was fitter for thae then earth. 
fia. And thon vofit for eny place,bet hell. 
Reb. Yes one place eife,if you will heare meneame ie, 
Au. Some dangeon, 
Reh. Your Bed-chember. 
te. Ill reft betide che chember wherethou lyeft, 
Ried. at Haas a aa ta 
Aa. | ‘ 
Rie, Lknow fo. But gentle Lady Aune, 
To Jesue this keene encounter of ous 
And fall f intos flower method. 
ee ify ene rea 
Plastagewss Hearie and 
As blamefull ss che Executioner, pits 
As. Thou was't the caufe,snd moft eccurft effec, 
- Rich. Yous beauty was the coule of that effet : 
our 


do, leiss 


doth not breath vpon the catch. 
Rich, He lives,thas loues thee beer then he could, 
da, Neme him. 


Ata, Why ther was he, 
Rich, The felfefeme name, ben eve of betacr Necure. 
fa. Whereishe? peer em 
le Heere : 
Why dof hoe perme 
in. Would it were mortell foe 


Rech. would they were,thac I might dye et oncet 
For now they kill me with s luing death, 
Thefe eyes of sinne, from mine hove drawne eat eme: 
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Shem ’é thew A [pects wicn ttore of childith drops: 
Thefe eyes, which neuer thed remorfefall teare, 
No, when my Father Yorke,snd Edward wept, 
To here che pictious moane thet Rutland made 
When black-fac'd Céfferd thooke his {word at hia. 
Nor when chy warlike Facher likes Childe, 
— florie of my her eke 

y times, mode pesle co fo 
That lithe flandersby hed wer thet cheehes 
Like Trees bedsth’d with raine. In thac (ad time, 


word, 


Teach not thy lip foch Scome ; for it was made 
For Lady, not for foch comempt. 
If chy rewen: heart cannot forgive, 
Loe beere I lend thee this therpe-poinced Sword, 
Which if choo to hide in this tree breft, 
And let the Soule forth chet adoreth thee, 
I ley ix anked 00 the deadly froke, 
Aad hembly che death ray knee, 
Helayes 5 beef open foe ofr) at with bus foord. 
Nay do aor paufe: Por] did kill King Hewrie, 
resatibabede thet provoked me. 
Nay now dilparch : Twas! that ftabb’d yong Edward, 
But ‘twas thy Hessenly face chez fer me on. 
siesta ward Cuaiee mca She fals the Sword. 
Take vp theS me, 
An. Asife Diffeatbler, cbough leeith thy desth, 
I will not be chy Execationer. 
Rech, Then bid me kill ay felfe,s0d I will do i. 
As. Theuesiready, 
Rech. That was ia chy rege: 
Speake ic ageine,end cuca with 
is had, which fec thy lowe, did kul chy Leue, 
Shall for chy loue,kill s farre cruer Lowe, 
To both theis desths fhale chou be acceflary. 
sir ppd ple Aananie 
» Tis figur’d in my tongee. 
de. 1 fearce me,dboth are falfe, 
Se Wells ipa ere] 
° Pit vp your 
. Sey then cy Peace is mode. 
oe Thee fhsk know 
Resb, Bat (hell | live in hope. 
Ae. Alimen I bope lree fo. 
bes tossing Bec thy Fe 
ith. Looke how incompafieth r 
Seen bo thy Brcfl iaclolech eny poosc heart: _ 
Weare both of them, for both of chem are chise, 
Aad if thy poore devoted Serasot may 
Si par eel 2 Aa eg 
Thou dot confirme his heppinefie for cuer- 
Reb Ths kee ele beane chefe (ad defignes 
it may 9 
Tolima hath wot afte bes Momo, 
prefent yre to Crosbie ee 
Where (after hose ners Corea 
At Chettfey Monaft’ry this Noble King, 
Aad wer his Grave with ray Repencant Teares) 
3 will wich all expedient duty fee you, 
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For dimers vnknowne Reasons, | beferch you, 
St fatty heron 
a. Wi ay moch ie 
Lay hep ehrrapaay aac 
Trefel artiey,g0 slong with me, 
if9 Bid on lowell. 
An. Tis more then you deferue ; 
But fince youtesch me bow co flares yoo, 
Imagine [ hsuc (aide farewell already. 
Exits reo with 
Gen. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord / 
Reh, Not to White Friars,chere attend my 


Exi: Ce 
Was ever woman in this humour woo’d? 
Was ever woman in this hemoer wonne ? 
ile have her, but I will net ber long. 
What? I chet ll'd ber Hasbund,end his Father, 


And Ino Friends ee becke Soite withall, : 
Bac the plaine Diueil,sad 
And yet co wine bez? All che world to oching, 


Hsh! 

Hath fhe alreadic thar brawe Prince, 

Edward, ber whom J(fome three moathes fnce) 
Scab'd in my angry mood, ot Tewkesbury? 


A feeceter, and a louelier Genticman, . 

eset rdreed. oe, zie pie patio 

Yong, Valianc, Wile,end (no doubt)right Royal, 
The fpacious World cannot egeine affoord: 

And will the yet abafe her ey2s on me, 

That the Golden prime of this fereet Prince, 

Halahapicr erst ead simahare is 
nme, ¢ All not equals Edwards Moytie ? 
ee ches ? 

My Dukedome, tos : 

1 ciibehe ey tooth i oka: 

Vpon my life the findes(alhoagh I cannot) 

My felfeco bes maru’llous man, 

Ile be at Charges fora 

And entertaine 2 {core or two of Taylors, 


To findy fatbions co sdorne : 
Siace I am crept ia feveur senbory Bite, 
I will maincaine iz wish fome Licle coft, 


Bat firft Jie corne yon Fellow in bis Grave, 
Aad then recurne lamenting tomy Lowe. 
Shine out faire Sunne, ell } beve a giafie, 


That l sy fee my Shadow 3 I peffe. exh. 





Scena Tertia. 


Sacer the Quesee Mather Lord Kisers, 
aed Lecd Gray. 


Ria. Hue perience Madem,ther’s no doubt bis Malefly 
Will foone recouer bis sccuflom’d health, 
ele Sy chat you brooke ic ill, it makes him worfe, 
for Gods feke encectsine good comfort, 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes 
Qu, Hhe were deed, what would betide on me 
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fhe were dead, what would betide on me f 
Gray. Neo other harme, but lefle of fuch a Lord. 
Qu. Thelofle of fach a Lord,inchudes all hermes. 
Gray. The Hesvens have bleft yoo with s goodly Sea, 
Te be your prtaaeiee = = is gone. 
a, Abt he is yong ; and his mmority 
Is joe: stothe ck of kirerd Gleafer 
A man chat loues 00¢ me, Dor none of you. 
Zya. Isit conchaded be (hall be ProteGtor? 
123s determin'd not concluded yet s 
But fo it mufk be, if che King mifcacry. 


Ester Buckwghan ad Derby, 


Cray Here comes che Lord of Beckingham & Derby. 
Bac Goodtime of dey vnto your Royall Grace. 
Der, God make your Maiefty soyful,as ape pe bia 


«. The Counreffe ba reread my Lof Derby. 
tere ood prayer, will fcarfely fay, Amen. 


Yeu Der nowwithfanding thee's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you good Lord aflor'd, 
J hace not you for her proud arrogance. 
Day. | do beleech you, either nor belecee 
The enuious (landers of bes falfe Accufers: 
Or :f the be accus'd on true report, 
Beare wih ber weakneffe, which I chinke proceeds 
From wayward icknetfe,and no grounded malice. 
Qu. Saw you the King co dey my Lard of Derby, 
Der. Bucnow che Duke of Buckingham sad |, 
Ate come from vibung his Maiefty, 
Deg, What likelyhood of his amendment Lords. 
Bac. Madam good hope, his Grace (peaks chearfully. 
Qu. God grant him healzh,did you confer with him? 
Bac. | Madars he defires co make attonemeag 
Betweene the Duke of Gloufter,and Brothers, 
Aod becweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 
Aad fent to ware chem to his Royall prefence. 
2a. Would all were well, but chas will neues be, 
Ifeare our beppinefic is a¢ the heighs. 


Eua Richard, 


Rab, They dome wrong and I will nos indure it, 
Who is chat complaines vntothe King, 
Thar 1{forfooch) em fterne.and love chem net ? 
deaf Paul, they love his Grace bat ligh«ly, 
All his eares with fuch diffentious Rumors, 
Becaule | cannot flssrer,and looke faire, 
Saile in mens faces, frmooth,decelue,snd cogge, 
Dacke with French nods,and Apith curcefie, 
£ cauft be held 2 rancorous Enemy. 
Cennot 2 pisine man live,snd thinke no harme, 
Bez chu s bis timple croth muft be abus'd, 
With filken,OyeJofinwacing Iackes? 
Grey. To who in ail this prefence (peaks your Grace } 
Rich. To thee, chat halt nor Honefty, not Grace : 
When bave [ iniur'd chee? When done thee weoog ? 
Or thee? ot chee? or sny of your Fado? 
A plague vpon you all. His Royall Grace 
Whom God © bercer then you would with) 
nnot yt ea fearfe a breathing while, 
Bot you muft trouble him with bewd complaints. 
mn eared of per sikal fr eniftake the macter: 
King on hts owne Royall difpofiion, 
(And not prowok’'d by any Suror ele) 
Ayming (belke) a yous inceriour hatred, 


wh 
Thac in your outward action fhewes it felfe 
Ageing my Children, Brothers,and my Selfe, 


Makes him to fend, that he may leamethe ground. 
Reb. I coanot cefizhe world is owne fo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Bagies dare n0¢ peasch, 

Since ewerie laeke became a Gentleman, 
There's many a gentle perfon made a Jacke. 

Qs, Come, come,we know your meaning Brother 
You enay my aduancement,and my friends: (Glofter 
God grant we newer may haue neede of you. 

Rich. Meanetime,God grants that I heve need of you. 
Ovc Brother ts imprifon'd by your meanes, 

My felfe difgrac'd, and the Nobilisie 

Held sa contempr, while great Promotions 

Are dasly given co ennoble thofe 

That [carle fome two dsyes fiance were worth a Noble, 

Qs. By him that cais’'d ene to this carefull height, 

From that contented hap which I inioy'd, 
I never did incenfe bss Mareftie 
Againtt che Duke of Clarence bat haue bin 
Ancarneft aduocate to plead for him. 
My Lord you do me (hamefull iniurte, 
Fal(ely co draw me in chele vile (ufpe&s, 
Rich’ You may deny chat you were not the meane 
Of my Lord Haghings late imprifonment 

Ruts. She may my Lord, for 

Rich. She may Lord Risers, why who knowes not fo? 
She may do more fir then denying that : 

She may helpe you co nany faire prefermencs, 
And then deny hee ayding hand therein, 

And lay chofe Honors on your high defert. 
What may the not, the may, I masry may the. 

Rin, Whee marry may the? 

Ric, What marrie may (he? Marrie wich 3 King, 
A Bacheller,and a handfome Aripling too, 

I wis your Grandam had a worler match. 

Qu. My Lord of Gloutter,] have too long borne 
Your blunc vp braidings,snd your bitter (coftes : 

By heaven, I will acquaint bis Maieftie 
Of chofe groffe councs chat oft I haue endar'd, 
Thad rather bes Countrie feruan: maide 
Then a great Queene, with this condition, 
To be (0 baited, feorn'd, and Rarmed 3, 
Small ioy have I in being Engtands Queens. 


Ester dd Dueme Margen ct, 


Mar, Aodle(oed be that fmall, God I befeech him, 
Thy honor, flace, and feate,1s due co me. 

Rreb. What? threax you me with telling of the King? 
I will asouch’e in prefence of the King : 
I dare sdeentore 10 be fent to th'Towre. 
‘Tis time to {peake, 
My paines are quite forgot. 

Mayarct, Out Divell, 
I do remember them coo well ; 
Thou killd' my Husband Herein the Tower, 
And Edvard my poore Son,at Tewkesburie, 

Rich. Ere you were Queene, 
J,ot your Husband King : . 
Iwas 8 packe-borfe in Bs grest sffaires ; 
A weeder out of his proud Aduerfaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his Friends, 
To royalize his blood] {pene mine owne. 
tinea sod much better bleed 

en his,or thine. 

8 Reb. 
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Rich. 10 all which dme,you end your Hasband Gra 
Were faAious,for che Houle of Levcafher ; 
Aad Revs f were you : W as nor your Husband, 
Jo cRGargarets Barcaile,at Saint Aiden: Maine ? 
Pa mee roe men Sor be 
Whar you base beeue ere this, aed what you are: 
Wichall, what I hsue beeoe, and whar | am. 
. A arth rous Villaine, sad fo fill thou art. 
Rech. Poore (lacece did forlake bis Father warmecky, 
J,a0d forfwore himfelfe (which lela pardon.) 
Q. Af. Which God rewenge. 
Rich. To fight on Edwards parcie, for the Coowne, 
And for hus meede,poore Lord,he is mewed vps 
I woaldcoGod my heart were Flint, like Edwards, 
Or Edwards (oft and piccifull Jike mine ; 
3 am coo childsth foohth for this World. 
2.M.Hightheeto Hell for fhame, & leaue chis World 
Thou Cacodemon,there thy Kingdome is, 
Ra. My Lord of Glofter: in chole bulie dayes, 
Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, 
Wc follow’d then ovr Lord,our Soueraigne King, 
Se fhould we you, if you thould be ous King. 
Rich, If 1 (hould be? had rather be a Pedler . 
Earte be it from my heart,the thought thereof, 
oe Aslittle soy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
You (hould enoy were yoo this Countries King, 
As Intle soy you may fuppofe in me, 
That 1 enroy, being che Queene thereof. 
MM. A litle soy erroyes the Queene chercof, 
For I am thee,and ahogecher roylefle: 
Icanno longer hold me pacient. 
Heare me,you wrangling Pyreres,chac fall ous, 


In peers which you have pill'd from me : 


Which off you trembles not, that lookes on me ? 
If not,chat [am Queene, you bow like Subie@s; 
Yet thac by you depos'd,you quake lke Rebeils. 
Ah pencle Villaine,doe not curne away. (fight? 
Rich. Foale wnackled Witch, what mak ft thou in my 
Mf. Bur repetition of what thou halt mast’d, 
Thac will I make, before I ler thee goe. 
Rath. Were thounoc banifhed, on psine of death? 
1.1 was. but 1 doe find more paine in baailhmenm, 
Then death can yeeld me here, by my abode. 
A Husband and a Sonne chou ow’ft to me, 
And chou a Kingdome ; all of you, allegesnce : 
This Sorrow thac I have, by rignt 19 yours, 
Aud all the Plesfures you vfurpe.are mine 
Rich, The Corfe my Noble Father layd on chee, 
When thou didft Croven his Wartike Brows with Paper 
Aad with thy (cornes drew ft Rivers from his eyes, 
And then to dry chem, gau'ft she Dute a Clowt, 
Steep’d in che faulileffe blood of pretue Rutland, 
His Corfes then, from bitterneffe of Soule, 
Denounc‘d agsinft chee,are all falre vpon thee: 
AndGod,not we hath plagu'd chy bloody deed. 
Qe. SoivNisGod,ro nght the innocent. 
Haft. O,twasthe fouleft deed to flay chat Babe, 
And the moft mercileffe,thac ere was beard of, 
Boa Tyrancs themfelues wept when tc was reported, 
‘Def No man bat prophecied revenge fork. 
Bock Northumberland when prelenc, wepe to Cee it. 
Whar? were you (narling all before I cane, 
Ready to caccheach other by the throat, 
And carne you all your hatred now on me? 
Did Torkes dread Carfe prevaile fo much with Heaven, 
That Henrses death, roy loudly Edwards death, 
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Their Kingdomes le8e,mny wotull Benuthenenc, 
Should all but anfwer for thee peewith Bras ? 
Can Curfes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heaven ? 
Why then give way dull Clouds to any quick Carfes, 
Though not by Wacre, by Surfer dye your King, 
As ours by Murthes.to make bin a King. 
Edward chy Sonne,that aow 18 Prince of Wales, 
For Edward ous Soane chat was Prince of W 
i in tus youth,by like untimely violence. 
felfe 3 Queene. for me chat was es 
Oat-hae thy glory, ke my wretched felfe : 
Loog msy'ft thou live,co wayle thy Childrens death, 
Aad fee another.es J feethee now, 
Deck’‘din thy Rights.ss thos arc (Vall"d in mine. 
Long dye thy heppre deyes before chy death, 
Aad after many length'ned howres of griefe, 
Dye neyther Mother, Wife not Eagtsnds Queene 
Rees and Derfet, you were (aaders by, 
And fo waft thoe,Lord Heftog: when my Sonne 
Was Rab d with bloody Daggers:God,} pray hoe, 
That none of yoo may live his nacorell age, 
Buc by fome vnlook’d accident cut off. 
Rech. Have done thy Charme,} hateful wither'd Hagge. 
M1. And leave our thee? Ray Dog. for } thal bease ane. 
If Heaven have any grievous plague 10 flore, 
Exceeding thofe that | can with v 
O let them keepe tr,call chy finnes 
Aad chen hurle downe cheir indi 
On thee, che croubler of che 
The Worme of Confcience full begaaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends fulpe& for Trayrors while chou lia'ft, 
And cake dcepe Traycors for thy dearef Friends . 
No fleepe ctofe vp chac deadly Eye of thine, 
Voleffe it be while ome tormenting Dreame 
Afrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills. 
Thou eluith mark'd, abortive cooting Hegge, 
Thou that waft feal'd in thy Natiwiue 
The flaue of Natere,and the Sonne of Hell: 
Thou flander of thy heaure Mothers Wombe, 
Thos loathed Iifve of thy Eathers Lopnes, 
Thou Ragge of Honor, chow det 
Rech. Margaret, 
Af Richard. Rich Ha, 
-Af. [call chee nor. 
Rock, | cry chee mercie then : for Idid emake, 
Thas chou hadft call'd me al thefe bitcer names. 
Q Af. Why fo 1 did,bur looh'd for no reply. 
Ob let me make the Period to my Curfe. 
Rech. ‘Tis done by me,and ends in Mazeve. 
Qu. Thos hae you breath'd your Curfe againft your feif, 
QO. Poore painted Queen, vain fourith of ay forwnd, 
Why itrew'ft thou Sugar on chat Bottel'd Spider, 
Whole deadly Web enfnereth thee sbous ? 
Poole.foole,thou wher’ a Kaife to kill chy (eife : 
The day will come, chat thou halt with for me, 
To helpe thee eurfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Tosde. 
Haft.Falfe boding Woman,cod thy frantick Curfe, 
Leafi co thy barme. moe our patience, 
2.0. Foule thame epoo you, you heue all woe'd mine. 
Ri. Were you wel feru'd, you would be caught your duty. 
To ferue me weil,you afl Thould do ae duty, 
each ie co be your Qyeenc,and you my 
O ferve me well,and teach yourfelues thee dey. 
Def. Dilpare nar wich ber, thee is ionsticke, 
or Peace Molter Marqucffe, you sre malepert, 
Your fite-new Rasppe of Hosor:s fearce current. 


upe, 
tion 


Worlds peace, 


















O shat your yong Nobility could judge 
What ‘ewere to lofe u,20d be miferable. 
They that ftand high, heave biefis to fhakechem, 
And if chey fall, chey dafh ¢ joes to peeces, 
Rab. Good counfaile marry, learne it, leatne it Mare 
fle. 
Dee: [ce touches you my Lord,as much as me. 
Rich. Le but I was bome fo highs 
ie buildeth in the Ceders top, 
pede a with che winde, and (cornes the Sonne, 
Mar. And comes che Sun to fhade : ales, eles, 
Wicnefle my Sonne, now in the fhade of death, 
Whofe bright owt-thining beames, thy cloudy wreth 
Hach in eternal darkneffc tolded vp. 
Your aycry buildeth in our ve Ne@: 
O God that fee ie, do not fuffer it, 
As itis wonne with blood, loft be it fo. 
Bac. Peace,peace for fhame: Ifuot, for Charity, 
Ada. Vege nenher chacity nor fhame tome: 
Vacharstably wich me have you deste, 
And fhamefally my hopes (by you) are butcher’. 
My Charity 1 ce 2 Life my theme, 
And in that thame, ftill lue my forrowes rage. 
Bae. Have done baue done, 
Mar, O Princely Buckingham, Ile kiffe thy hand, 
In figne of League and smity with thees 
Now faire befall thee,and chy Noble hoofe : 
Thy Garments are not fported with our blood : 
Nor thou within the eompaffe of my curfe. 
Bus. Norno one heere : for Curles neuer paffe 
The lips of thofe chaz breath chem in lobe 
Mar, Iwill noc chinke but chey afcend che sky, 
And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace, 
O Buckingham, cake beede of yonder dogges 
Locke when he fawnes, he bites; and when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the deach, 
Hase nex co do with him, beware of him, 
Sinne, death, snd hell haue fer cheir markes on him, 
Aad ail shee Miniflers attend on him, ' 
Rech. What doth the fay, my Lord of Buckingham. 
Bec, Nothing chat I cefpe& my gracious Lord, 
dar, What doft thou fcorne me 
For my gentle coanfell ? 
And footh she diuell chaedayarne thee from. 
O bur remember this anothé day : 
When he fhall (pli thy very heart with forrow : 
Aod (sy (poore Mergarrt )was a Propheteffe : 
Lue of yeu che fubiedisto his hate, 
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Rew A vertuous snd s Chriftian-like conclaGon 
ay foe them that hawe done (eoch 10 vs. 
ich. So del ewer, being well aduis’d. 
Speaker to botwfelfe, 
For had I curft now, I had curit my felfe 
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Saver Caredy. 


Cates. Medeor, his Malefty doth call for you, 

And fer your Grace, and yours my grecious Lord. 
Bu. Carsby tome, Lords will you go with mee. 
Rie. We wait vpon your Grace, 


ich, Ido che mitabegea cae 
Rick, dor to Drawie, 
4 abroach, 















The fecret Mifcheefes that I fer 
I lay vato the grecuous charet of others. 
Clarence, who | nes mn in derkneffe, 
I do beweepe to many fimple Guiles, 
noes co Derby, Hofttog, Backjn her, 
And tell hen *tis che Queene, and her Allies, 
Thac Nlirre che King ageinft the Duke my Brother, 
Now they beleeue it, end wichall whet me 
To be reueng'd on Riwers, Derfér,Grey. 
Buc then I igh, and wich s peece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids vs de g00d for euill ; 
And thus I cloath my naked Villanie 
With odde old ends, Rotne forth ofholy Writ, 
And feeme a Sainc, when mo®t J play che dewill, 


Enter two meartherers. 

But foft, heere come my Execationers, 
How now my berdy Rout refolued Mares, 
Are you now going to difpacch this thing ? 

Ud.We are my Lord,snd come to have the Warrant, 
Thac we may be admitced where he is. 

Re. venoms vpon, I have it heare about me: 
When done, repayre to 8 
Bue firs be fodsine in et tea oT 
Wichall ebdurate, donor heare him pleades 
For Clarence is well fpoken, snd pernappes 
May moue your hearts to pitty, if you marke him. 

Ui Tut,cat,my Lord, we will not ftand to prate, 
Talkers are no good dooers, be affur'd: 
We goto vile our hands, and net our con 

Ricb, Y our eyes drop Mill-ftones, her Fooles eyes 
foll Teares : 
I Gke yoo Lads,sbout your bufinelfe ftraight. 


Go,go,difpetch, 
Fr Went my Noble Lord. 



























Ud, 







Scena Quarta. 













K locker your Grace fo bei : 

C7. co your e to le 
Che. O1tae paft if mifersble night, as 
So full of fesrefull Dreames, of vgly fights, 

That as I ama Chriftian faichfull wan, 

I would not {pend another fuch s nighe 

Though ‘twere to buy e world of happy daless 

So full of difmall terror was the time. 












Keep. What was your dream my Lord,] tel me 
gi thoughts hac hd broken from Towen 
And wasembark'd to eto Bur 
And in my company my Brother Fa pared 
Who from my Cabin rempred me to walke, 






Vpon the Hatches ; There we look’d toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand heavy times, 
©2 Deria 
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the werres of Yorke snd Lancaser 
That had befgine vs.As we pac'd along 
Vpon the ef the Hacches, 
Me chavgn chat Rembled,sad in falling 
Serooke me Sere thoughs Lo Py Ne eet noes 
Taro the ing billowes of the maine. 
O Lord, me choaghe what paine it wes to drowne, 
Whias dresdfall asile of water in mine cares, 
What Gghes of ugly deach wichin mine cyes. 
Me choughes, I faw s thoufand fearfall wreckess 
A aresamer aetna secylehlcod ea 
Wedges of Geld, Aochors, beopes of Pearle, 
Ieef easble Sassen revues 
All (cascred in the bectome of the 
Some lay in dead-enens Sculles, aad ta che beles 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crepe 
(As ‘ewere io (core of eyes) reflecting Gemaes, 
Thet woo'd the borsome of che decpe, 
And mock'd the dead bones naan hevceey ds 
Keap. Had you fuch leyfare tn the tiene of deach 
Togese vpon thele fecrets of the va 
Cia Me thought I bad,sad often did | Arius 
To yeeld the Gho8 : bur fill the enuoes Fleod 
Stop din my forle, ay irene i forth 
To the oe wenw ayres 
Ba Covecher'd x wishin my saating take, 
Who elenoft ber ft, ro belch st in che Sea. 
Keep, Awak’d younot in this (ere Agony? 
Clar. No,no,my Dreame was 'd afcer life. 
O chen, began the Teaspeft to my Soule. 
I pat (me chooghs) the Melencholly Flood, 
With chac fowre Ferry-maa which Poets write of, 
Voto the Kingdome of perpetusll Night. 
The firft cha did greet ray Scranger-foule, 
Was wy great Facher-in- Law,senowned W erwicke, 
Whe (pake slowd . Whet fcoerge for Periuric, 
Can chs daske Monarchy affoord falfe Clarence? 
And (ohe vaaith’d. Then come wand'riog by, 
A Shadow like an Angell, with ty oat heyre 
Debbdet'd ia blood, and he fhriek'd out slowd 
Clarence is come, falfc fic cting.perur'd Clarence, 
That Aabb'd mein the field by Tewkesbury : 
Seize on him Furies, take him vno Torm 
Wich chat (me thought)a Legion of foule Frends 
lasicon'd me, and howled in mine cares 
Such nddeous cries,that with the very Notfe, 
1 (crembling) wak d, and for s (eafon after, 
Could rot beleene, bet that! was in Hell, 
Such cerrible laprefsion made my Dreame. 
Ne earaell Lord,chough it affri you, 
Lam affraid (me chinkes) co heare you cell ic. 
Cle. AbKeeper,Keeper.I have done chefe things 
at now give euidence againi my Soule) 
or Edwards (ake, and (ee bow he requirs mee. 
O God! if my deepe prayres ceonot sppease chee, 
Bat thou wilt be sueng’d on my mifdecds, 
Yee execuce thy wrach in me alone : 
© (pare my guilclefle Wife sad my poere children. 
Keeper, | prytbee fic by me s- while, 
My Soule is hesey and I faine would . 


Keep.I will my Lord, God giue your Grace good ref. 


Enur Brakenbary the Liewtenon. 


Bre. Sorrow breakes Sesfons,and repofing houres, 
Makes che Nigh: Mosaing and che Nose-tide aight : 


Princes have bee cheir Ticles for theis Giessen, 

An outward Honor, fer an inward Toyic, 

And fox vafel I i 

Ue ore eenwe of reRiche Cares : 
eene these Tithes,snd iow N 

These’s ootbing differs,bur the outward fune, 


Emer two SM acheves. 


Fevaact antard Pera 

weuld @ theu Fellow ? Aad 

aon how coment 
3-CAdar. | weald (peak with Clarence, and | come hie 


ther oa Legge 
Bra. What berefe? 
t. ‘Tee beccer (Sis ) chen an be tedious : 

Let hem fee our Comantfiicn.end calke co more. Reads 
Bra. 1 om in this, commended to delmes 

The Noble Duke of Clawese to your heads. 

I will aot reafon whas is mcant 

Becaafe | will be from the mraning. 

These lies the and there the Keyes, 

Sle to the King, and to hem, 

Thee chas } have refign'd to you my chatge. Ese. 
1 You mey Gr, ‘tis s potacol wifedemes 

Fas you weil. 
3 Wher, trail we fish him os be 
t No: bee fay ‘rwas done cowardly when be wales 
© Why be (hall newer wake, vacill the grent ludge- 


mene dey. 
8 Woy ih baci Gy, Siasbta ki eso: 
a The vrging of that word ledgement, bach bred 2 
kinde of ta me. 
t Whee? ert chose affrsid ? 
a Noc co kill bim, having a Wsrvens, 
But to be damo'd for killng bem, froce the which 
No Warrant can defend ane. 
5 I cheaghs thou hed'ft bin refoluee. 
3 Solen, colet him liwe. 
9 Me becke vo the Duke of Gleufics,and ecll bien fo. 
a Nay,! ftay s larele : 
[hope chis e bumer of mine, will change, 
Ic wee wont to hold avec bee while one ecls cweary. 
t How dof chou feelc chy Selle now ? 
a Some certane dreggds of conloence se yttur' | 
Q mer. , 
z Remember our Reward, when the deeds 21. | 
a Come, he dies: J had forgot the Reware. y 
gs Where's thy confcience now. | 
a O, in che Duke of Gleeftets par%. | 
s_ When bee opens bis puri ce give vs cur Reward, | 


thy Coafcience Ayes on. . 
a ‘Tisno maccer,jet ut gee Tare. -« aro oe () 
entertaine 1¢. . “een tld | 
a What fit come to thet (pine ft roe. oe : 
3 Le not meddle wichiy 1) er 
A can cannot ficele, bur x ae 
Sweare, but x Checkes him Sf eG. pi 
Neighbors Wife, bac cde os me Te te 
fhamefac'd {piric, chat murutber bo 4 = —= i 


filles a man fel) of Obflicles, frtmade Ma ocr i ciloic a 
Porffe of Gold i !iat (by chante) I found. Icbeggan ery 
men chat keepes t © iss turn’d ows of Townes and Cac. 
vies for s dangerous thing, end every man chat means to 
liae well, endeuowrs to ereft to hunlelfe, sod ue vvuh. 
out it. 

8 ‘Tis 





it Tew nemo eee nes 0® 
a Take che dhoell a thy wlode,snd beleewe bien noe: 
He weuld mfisvste with 


Come, thal] we fall eo 

g Tekebin on che Coftsrd,. with the bikes of thy 
Sword,aad then throw hie ince the Melacley.Batze in 
che next roome. 

@ Ocxcellent denice; end mabe a fop ofhin. 

2 Soft,he wakes. 

2 Serike. 

2 Ne,weel reafon with him. 

Cle. Where ast thou Keeper? Glue ane a cup of wine. 


a You thall hsee Wine eneagh my Lord enen. 

Cle. In Gods name, whac ert thos ? 

x Amen,ss you are. 

Cle. But noc as f om Royall, 

3 Nor youas we ore, Loyall. 

Cle voice is Thender,but thy looks are hurpbie. 
s My voice is sow the lookes mine owns, 
Cl. {iow darkly.z0d bow doft thea fpeske? 


Your cyes do menace me : why looke you pele? 
ree Tn reskanet Westie do you come ? 


Beeb. 1,1. 

Cla, You {carlely haue the hearts co tell me fo, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts todo ut, 
Wherein my Friend: have | offended you? 

3 ve you have not,bunche King. 

Cle, Sthall be reconcil’d vo him againe, 

a Newer my Lord, therefore prepare oo dye. 

Cle. Ace you drvwne forth ameng a world of men 
To flay the innocend W hat ia my offence! 

W here is the Evidence thot doth scewle me ? & 
What Quefl hawe given thew Verda vp 
Vaso the frowning ludge! Or who prosoenc'’d 
The bitrer fentence of poore Clarence 
Before {be conwidl by couric of Law? 
Te theesten me ith deerh, 6) oof wnlawfull 
I charge you, 2 you hope lor any goodnefia, 
That you depart,aod Inry no hands on me: 
The eake is d 
; Vos om do,we do comern oc, 
s Ase oe that bath commanded, is our King. 
Cia Erromrows Waflalaihe greac King of Kings 
' ash he Te fh Law commanded 





rao the pomurther. Will pourhen 
Spurne whee Boland Galil) o Mame ? 
er tered . fon olds Vengeance in hia hand, 
4 Ve t heads thas breake his Law, 
 Wengeance doth he burle on thee, 


og and for murther toe 4 
e whe Sacrament, to fight 
mt Houle of Lanca(ter, 
« Trater to che name of God, 
feria  Vow,and with thy creacherous blade, 
A be Bs cls of thy Sow raignes Sonne, 
5 Whew thow wan't | werne to chertth and defend. 
+ How conil thou vrge Gods dreadfull Lawtove, 
| When choo hall broke i in och deere c? 
Cle. Alas for whole (ake did | choc ll deeds? 
For Edward, for my Brocher, for his ihe. 
He fends you net to murther me for uss 
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For im chat finac, he ts as deepess I. 
1fGod will be amenged for the deed, 
O know you yet he doth it 
Take net che qverrell from his arme : 
He needs no indired, or lawlefie courfe, 
To cut off chofe that have offended him, 
gs Whe made thee then « bloudy minifter, 
When gallant (pringing braue Plawagenes, 
Lebar pares eg ily og ty d 
Ch. lowe the Disell,and my Rage, 
8 Thy Brothers Love our Duty, end chy Faas, 
Provoke vs hithes now,to flaughter thee, 
Cle. If you do loue my Brother,bate not mes 
J am his Brother, sad J lowe him well, 
If yousseh d for meed, go becke a ine, 
And § will 


Your Beother Glowfter hates you. 

Cla, Ob no,he loues me, sad be holds ae deere : 
Ge you to him from me, 

s Ifo we will. 


Cla, Teil hies,when that ous Princely Pather Yorke, 
Bief his cheee Sonnes with his vionous Arme, 
He pring, sgh diuided Friendhhip : 

Bid Gloufter thinke on this, snd he will weepe. 

2 1 Milfienes,as he leffoned vs to weepe. 

Cle. Odo ner flander him, for beis kinde, 

1 Righe,ss Snow in Hasueft: 

Come, you deceite your fife, 
‘Tishe that fends vs to deftroy you heere. 

Cla. ipsa sos beeps 
And bage’d me in his armes,and (wore with fobs, 

he deliuers you 


That be would lsbeur my delivery. 
1 Why fobedoth, w 
From this earthe thraidome, to che loyes of heawen. 
a Make peace with God,for you maf diemy Lord. 
Cla. Haue you thet holy feeling in your foules, 
To counfaile me to cake my pesce with God, 
riod i to yous owne foules fo blinde, 
Thee warre with Ged, by murd’ting me, 
O Grs confider, they that {er you on 
Todo this deede, will hace you for the desde. 
a What thal we do? 
Clar, Relent,sad {ove your foules : 
Which of you, if yoo were 8 Princes Senne, 
Being peat from Liberty,as I am new, 
If cwo fuch murtherers as your felucs came to you, 
Would not igtreat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my diftreffe. 
8 Relene? oo: Tis coon sad womanith, 
Cla. Nox to relent, is beafily, feusge,diactlith : 
My Friend, 1 {py fome picty in thy lookes ; 
O, if thine eye be not 2 Flacceret, 
Come thou on ay fide, rats increate for mee, 
A ing Prince what beg get pitties net, 
Pk tr you,my Lord. 
2 Take that,sod ther, ifall this will not do, Stabs bim, 
Ile drowne you in the Malmefey-But within, Ems. 
3 Abloody deed,snd esi is 3 
How faine paar hse T wath my hends 
Of this murthet. auser 1.Martherer 
t How now? whac mesn'ft thou chee chou heip'ft me 


act? By Hesuen che Duke thall kaow how flacke you 
hawe beene, 





Take thou tne Fee,and cell hea what | fay, 

For I repent me thac the Duke is fisine, Exis. 
t.Afer. Sodo not]: go Coward as thon art. 

Well, le go hide the body m fome hole, 

Til chae a Dake giue order for his burial: 


Por chis will out,and chen | mefi act fy. 


4dus Secundus. Seen Prima. 


Korii. 
Enter the the Deere, Lord 7d 
Den ben eae, Casesby, i 
Buckingham, Weedml. 


King. Why fo: now hone I done a good daies work. 

You Peeres,continue this vnised Lesgue: 

1, every day cxpe& on Embaflage 

From my , toredceme arc hence. 

reser hed ep cet Artal Wed pital 

Since [have made vends x peace on esrth. 

Dorfet aad Renars cake each ovhers hand, 

bratcnjer foal eperga om grodging hat 

Rin. ¢ i¢ purg’d from 4 

guiauh es tcaiaaeer coteca ioe . 
Piao = va dorianp ied habia dess like. 

- Take on dally not King, 
Lethe ha de fopreme King ofkige 
Confound your faifhood, aad sward 
Eithes of you to be the others end. 

Heft. So profper 1,as [ {weare perfect loue, 
Rs. And 1.as J lowe Hafengs with eny hesre, 
King. Madem,your felfe 1s nox exempe from this: 
Nor you Sonne Derfar, Buckinghars nor yoo ; 
You neste gad pr lsorerin, road siecisat 
Wife, love Lord Haftings let hiro kiffe your hend, 
And what you do,do it vafetenedly. 
ie. There Haftings,I will never more remember 
Oar former hatred, fo cheiue I,sad mine. 
King. Derfee, imbdrace him: 
Hefti, lone Lord Marqu 
‘Der. This incerchenge of love, beere provett 
Vpon my pare, thall be inuiolabie. 
Hef, Ras patel 
Kieg. Now Princely Bark-webam,fesle } this league 
With [ipoardtas: Apap trong tk 
Aad make me happy in your ia fe 
Bac, When cer Backreg bom doth curne bis hate 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dations love, 
Doth cherith you,end yours, God panith me 
With hare in chofe where J expe& mof love, 
When I have moft need to imploy a Friend, 
And meoft sflured chac he is a Friend, 
Deepe,hollow,treacherous end full of guile, 
Be he ynto me: This do I begge of heaven, 
When [ am wae lowe,toyou,or yours. Enbvace 
Kieg. Aplesfing Cordial, Princely auckieghan, 
Iethisthy a eri rare dp 
There waneth now oar Brother Glofter heere, 
To make the bleffed period of chis peace. 
Bae. Andin good time, 
Heere comes Sur Ricbard Rasidft and the Duke. 
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2 would he knew that | had (au'd his brother, 


Aad when [havc my meede, | willawsy, : 




























Ester Rachfe, end Glofier, 


Rich Good morrow to my Sousrsigne King & Queen) 

And dangle Sieh gla fd = of dey. 
al we ache day: 

predate sadaecy ahaha sg ? 
Made peace of enmity, fairc loue of hare, 
Berweene chefe fwellng wrong weenled Peeres. 

Rich. A bleffed labour way moft Souersigne Lerd: 
arr Aero en fs tar ace 
By falle incelligence, cc wrong fermze 


Hold meaFoe. If l vowillingly,or in 

Hens oughs comenitced thet i ken beer 
To any in ehis prefence, | deGre 

To reconcile me to his Friendly pesce : 


‘Tis death to me to be af enmitie: 
I hace it,and defire all good mens love, 
Ficft Madem, I intreace true peace of you, 
Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruice. 
Ol vos eer Sieve Come Deen 
euer sny grudge were lodg'd oerweene vs, 
Of you and =, Lord ts ba persia 
Thac all withou defert haue frown'd on me : 
Of yoo Lord Seedmid, and Lord Scale of yoo, 
Dukes,Easles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
I do not know chat Englifhman allue, 
With whom ay foule is any jot et oddes, 
More chen the Infenc thet is borne to night: 
Ithenke my God for sy Humility. 

a. A boly day thall this be keps 


1 shhh pp ptoreaan Arar 
M igne Lord, I eech ’ 
To take om brother Clr rom Gree 

Rich. Why Madam, beee I offred love fer thie, 
To de fo flowted in this Roystl 
Who knowes not thas the gentle Duke is dead? 
You éo him iniurie to (come his Coarfe, 


King, Who knowes not he is dead? 
Who knowes he is ? 


e 


al fare. 


Bac. Looke 1 {0 pale Lord Dorfes,es the refi? 
Der. | my good Ge men in the prefence, 
Bot his red colowr hath forfooke bis cheekes 


Kg. 1s Claes dead ¢ The Oo 
. Bet he (poore man) by your firft order dyed, 
And that a winged Bedidglersis beace: 

Some cardie Crippte bare termand, 

That come too lagge to fee hor buried. 

God grant, that fome lefle Noble,and leffe Loyal, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts,ead not in blood, 
Deferve aot worfe then wretched Clareses did, 
And yet go current from Safpition. 


se nl cae 
Der, g poeroin begin rr fur pebcenncgal 
me | peace, pe 
Der’ Iwill notte nlckeqoe: Highnas} are 
Keng Then (ey 9 once, what is it chou re “at * 
Der. The ce (Souersigne)of ray ace Diag 
Who Dew to day a Riorous emen, 
Lasely ercendant on the Dake of Norfolke, 
King. Howe I evongee to doome my Brothers death? 
And thall thst congue giue pardon co e (lave? 
My Brother kill'd nomen, his fault was Thoughe, 
And yet bis puoifhmenc was biter death, 




















Whe 


The Life and Deatho 


Who feed tome for hin ? Who (ia my wrath) 

Kneef’'d and my feer, and bid me be adeis’d ? 

Who (poke of Beotherehood? who fpoke of love? 

ee arokagelnted ind pty 

Who cold ave in the field ot Tewkesbary, 

When Oxford bad me dowone, he refcued mes 

And {aid deare Brother liue,and bes e 

Who told me, when we both Isy in the Field, 

almof)o death bow he did lap me 

Even in his Gasmens,and did gine bimfelfe 

(AD chia and aeked) to the nembe cold night? 

All cbis from ay Remembrance, brinith wrath 

Siafally pluckr, sad not s men of you 

Had fo much grace to put it ia my minde. 

Buz when your Carters,or your poi 24 effalls 

Heae dong a drunken Slssghner,and d 

The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 

Aad! (vninfily c00) moft granc it you. 

votes feta aos Pot leebpenys 

Nor I (vogracioas ¢ vato my fel 

Parlin peoreece The prowdeft of you all, 

Hane bin beholding co him iw his life : 

Yer cone of ou, would once begge for his life, 

O God! I feare thy inftice will cake hold 

On me, sad yos; and mine,and yours for this. 

re rae +h Sum 

Ah poore Clarence. Exonat fous wis . 
Rich. This isthe fruics of rafhnes: Marks you not, 

How chat che guilty Kindred of che Queene 

Look’d pale,when they did hesre of Clarence death. 

Ol they did urge ic full vato the 

God will reuengeit. Come Lords will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our company. 


Buc, We wait pon your Grace, : execu. 





Scena Secunda. 





the old Dencheffe wed 
nial ans il sherwo 


Edw. Good Crondam tell vs,is our Pather dead ? 


Dateb. No wh feck 

Dange. Why do weepe (0 oft? And beate yous Breft? 
And cry, O Clarence, my eaheppy Sonne. on 

Bey. Why do you looke ov vs,and thske your head, 
And call vs Orphans, Wretches,Coftawayes, 
Ifchet our Noble Father were slive ? 


Der. Cofins,you miftake me 
Ido te ie Nar of the King, iis 
Aslosth co lof him, not your Fathers death: 
Sc were loft forrow co walle one ther’s Joft. 
Bg. Then you conclede,(my Grandem) be is deads 
Toe iag mine Vactici too for it. 
Ww 


God revenge it, whom I will i 
With earneft pes alte theca. 
. Andlo will I. 
Der. 


your Pathers death. 
Bey. Grandam we com for my good Vakie Glotter 


Warwicke,and did fight for me? ‘ 


chard the Third. 18 


Told me,the King prouok’d to it by che Queene, 
Deuis’d impeachmencs to imprifon him ; 
And when my Vackile told me fo,he 
And picied ae,and kindly kift a aa 3 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
Aadhe woald love me deercly asa childe. 
Das. Ah! chat Deceit fhould fleale fach gentle fhape, 
And with s vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice, 
He is my (onne, I,and cherein my thame, 
Yer from my dugges,he drew not chis deceic, 
Bg. ea you my Vakle did diflemble Grandem ? 
Dea. I s vi 
Bey. I csnace chinke it. Hearke,whae noife is this? 


Secor rhe Qucene with ber baive about ber cart, 
Risers & Devfet after ber, 


Qe. Ah! who thall hinder me co waile sod weepe? 
To chide my Fortune, and torment my Selfe. 
Ile joyne wich blacke difpaire againft amy Soule, 
Andco my (elfe, become an enemie. 
Det, What meenes this Scene of rude impatience ¢ 
Qe. Tomake onad of Tragicke violence. 
Edward my Lord, chy Sonne,our King is dead. . 
Why grow the Branches, when the Rooce is 
Why wither nor che leaves that ant their fap ? 
If you will live,Lament : if dye, be breefe, 


That our fwift-winged Soules may catch the Kings, 
Or hke obedience Subiedts follow 
To hisnew of nere-changing nigbe, 


Dat, Ah fo much intcreft have in thy forrow, 
Asl had Tidein thy Noble Husband: 
T haue bewepe e worthy Husbands deh, 
Aad liu’d with looking on his Images: 
Bus now two Misrors of bis Princely femblance, 
Are ey hla Sse by malignans death, 
And I forcomfort,have but one falfe Glafte, 
Thae greeues me, when | fee my fhame in him. 
Thou art a Widdow: yet chou art a Mother, 
And haft che comfort of chy Children left, 
But death bath fnatch'd my Husband from ajne Armes, 
And pluckt two Crarches from my feeble bande, 
Clarenes,and Edward. O, wha caufe bauc I, 
(Thine being buc a moity of my moene ) 
To ower-go thy woes, sad drowne thy cries. 
Bey. Ah Aum! yoo wept aot for our Fathers death : 
How can we syde you with our Kindred resces ? 
Dangh, Our fatherleffe diftreffe wes left vamosn'd, 


Your widdow-dolour, likewife be rnweps. 


Qs. Giae meno heipe in Lamemation, 
Tem not barren co bring forch complaines: 
All Springs reduce their currents co mine eyes, 
That J being gowern'd by the waterse Moone, 
May Ceod forth plenteous teates to drowne the Wedd. 
Ah, for my Hasbend, for my deere Lord Edward. 
Chil. Ab for ous Fecher, for our deere Lord Clarence, 
Dus. Aiss for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
ee eee eat eats 
; el dea det reel moet 8 gooe. 
Da. Whe had 1, 2an are goae, 
a, Rides poles x Alenia oS 
Chil. Were neuer Orphane hed fo deere e loffe. 
Dat. Wes newer Motherhad fo déere a lefie, 
aia ose pul a 
Their woes art d, mines 
She for an Edward weepes,and fo do Is 
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OF 8 Clarence Weepes, : Mow 8 ond Recherd. 


not thee : 

Thefe Babes for Clarence weepe, fo do not they. 
Alas! you three,on me threefold diAreft: 

Power all your teares, I am your foriowes Norfe, 
And [ will pamper it with Lamentation. 

Der. Comfort deere Morher,God 1s mech difpless'¢, 
That youtake with vochankfuloeffe his doing. 

In common worldly things, ‘tis call’ vograce full, 
With dull enwilliogneffe to repay a debe, 

Which with e bounreous hand was kindly lent : 
Much more to be thes eae with heaven, 

For it requires che Royall debs it lene you. 

Rivers. Madem,bethinke you likes casefall Mother 
Of the young Prince your fonne: fend Araight for him, 
Let him be Ceown'd, in him your comfort lives. 
Drowne defj forrow in dead Edwards prove, 
And placs your ioyes in lining Edwards Throne. 


Ester Rechard, Buckengbam,Derbn He~ 
fings nd Rarchffe. 


Rich. Sifter have comfort,all of vs have csufe 
To waile the dimming of cus fhiming Scarre : 

Bot none can helpe our harmes by wayling them. 
Madam,my Mother, J do cry you metcie, 

§ did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 
}crauc your Bleffing. 

Dat, God bleffe thee, and put mecknes in thy breaft, 
Loue Charity, Obedience,end true Dutie. 

Rith, Amen and make me die 2 good old man, 
Thacis the bucc-end of a Mothers bleffing ; 
Imaruell chee her Grace did leaue it owe. 

Buc. You clowdy-Princes,& hart-forowmg-P ceres, 
Thee besre this heauie mutuall loade of Morne, 
Now cheere each other,in each others Loue: 
Though we hewe fpent our Harueft of this King, 
Wearecorespe the Harveft efhis Sonne. 

The broken rsncour of your high-fwolne haces, 

Buc lacely fplinter'd, knft,and ioyn'd together, 

Met cenily be preferu'd,cherstht.and a : 

Me feemeth pood, that with forme litele Traine, 

Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet 

Hither to London to be crown'd or King, 
Rinces, Why with fome little Traine, 

My Lord of Buckingham? 

Bee. Marriec my Cord,lesf by o mulentude, 

The new-beal’d wound of Malice thoeld breake owe, 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 

By how much che eft ote is Ronen’ yet vngovern d. 
Where every Horfe beares bis commanding Reine, 

And may dire&t his courfe as pleafe himfelte, 

As well the feare of harme, os harme apperant, 

In my opinion, oughe to be presenred. 

Rich. | hope che King made peace with all of vs, 
And che comps is firme,and erve in me. 

Rew. And fo in me,and fo (I chinke)io all, 

Yet fince it 16 bue greene, 1t fhould be put 

To no sppacent Iikely-hood of breech, 

Which Aaply by much company might be vrg'd : 
Therefore I fay with Noble Buckingham, 

That ie it meete fo few fhould ferch the Prince, 

Hef. And fo fay I. 

Rech. Then be 1t fo, and go we to determine 
Who chey fhall be chat (trait (hal! pofte to London. 


Madem,snd you my Sifter, will you 
To gwe pou: caaanii this bubnefte Beapems 


Bus. My Leed, who ever iournies to the Pance, 
For God fake lez noc vs two ftsy at home : 
For by che way, Le fost occahon, 


» As Index co the ftory we lece calk'd of, 


To part the s proud Kindred from the Priace. 
Ruch, My felfe, my Counfsies Confiftory, 

My Oracle, My Prophet,my deere Cohn, 

1,88 a childe, will go by thy dire@ion, 

Towssd London then, for wee'l nox flay behinds. E.svang 





Scena T ertia. 





Eater ove Cttiae at one dusre, and avother at 
the other 


, ss Ca, Good morrow Neighbour, whether a.) 
> 
3 Cit. I promife you, I fearfely knew my (elf: ; 
Heare you the newes abroad ? 
1. Yes,thar che King is dead, 
3. J newes byrlady.feldome comes che bertes : 
Ifeare, | feare, ‘twill proue 2 giddy world. 
Eoser anctber Citszan, 
3. Neighbours God fpeed, 
1. Giue you good morrow fir, 
3- Doth the newes hold of good king Edwerds death 
2. J fie, it is coo crue,God helpe the while. 
3. Then Mafters looketo (ee a troublous world. 
1. No,ne,by Gods good grace,his Son (hall reigne. 
3. Weete that Land that » poucrn’d by » Childe, 
2. Inhimehere is s hope of Government, 
Which an his nonage, counfell vnder him, 
And in his full and ripened yeares, him(cife 
No dowbs fheil then,and cill chen gouerne well. 
t. So ftnod the Stste, when Herry the fist 
Was crown'd in Paris, but ot oine months old. 
3+ Stood the State fo? No,no, good friends God wo 
Fer chen this Lend wos famoufly enrich 'd 
With polirike grave Counfell; chen the King 
Had vertuous Vohles to prore& his Grace. 
3, Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mosher 
« Better ic were they all came by bis Fathers 
Or by his Facher chere were none at all : 
For ermuletion, who thal] now be ncereft, 
Willtouch os all roo neere,if God prevent not. 
O full of danger is the Duke of Gloutter, 
And the Queenes Sons,and Brothers, heug ht end pr oad 
And were they to de rul’d,and not co rule, 
This ichly Lend, mighe felace as before. 
s. Come,come,we feare the worft; all will be well. 
When Cloeds are feen, wifemen put on theis clohes, 
whe reat leaves fall, then Wiscer ss ac hand ; 
When the Sun fets, who doth not looke for aight ? 
Vatimely flermes, makes men expe& a Dearth : 
All may be wells buc if God fort 1t fo, 
‘Tis more then we deferue.or f expe& 
a. Trey, the hearts of men are full of feare: 
Yeu cannot resfon /almoft)wich s man, 
That lookes not heauily sad full of dread 
3. Before the deyes of Change fit) is 1 fo, 
By a divine inftind, mens cundes miltruf 


Enfoing 
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proote Aiveb. For what oftence > 
Lesicrn ea tl actohei CAG fi The feumne of all Leen, Thawe difelos'd 
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allco God. Whither ? ot for what, the Nobles were commirted, 
arte pia i te the Lattices. Isa agp esis ee o“ iter 
1c He besre youcompeny. ~ Exewes s, Aye me! I fee the ruine of my : 
pierre ae Tisvier sea bakioeude cuties 


Infalting Tiranay beginnes to ! 
Vv tit lnaacean aud sesclse Throne’ 
elcome Defirefion, Blood sod Maffacre, 
I fee (sina Map) cheend of sil. 
Det. Accurted,and vageéet wrsogling dayes, 
so ig Raves, My Hurbend lot iste, seg the Crowe, 
Tork, the uslife, togec 
— Pays Serer | Aad fea vp sod dowar my anaes meek 
Fos me to loy,and weepe, cheir geine and lofie. 
Arch, Loft night T heard they lay 05 Svony Stratford, | Asd being feated, snd Domefticke 


Scena Quarta, 





And at do refi te 2 Cleane ouer-blowne, themfelves che 
Sasemme erten dee willbe Keer. Make warre vpon themfelors, Brother ve Brocher; 
De. 1 long with sll ony heart vo fee the Prince Re ee 
hope he is muck growne Gace left | faw him. And franticke outrage, end thy demned {pleene, 
Qe, Ba I beste no, they fay ay fonne of Yorke Or let me dye, toloeke on eerth no more. 
His's slmeft overtane him in his growth. 2a. Come,come my Boy,we will eo SanGiusry, 
Yorky. seers orien nphenris a ; -_ cee 
Dea. Why to grow. mt. Scoy, ge you. 
Te. stan ascprarepetid ry iol wt Sp. Youhane no csefe. 
Dy Vobie Risers welk'd how | did grow Ard. Mi 


gracious Lady go, 
More chen ary Brother. I,quoth my Voile Gloufter, And thecher Trestore sad yout Goodes, 
Seneil Herbes hsne grace,greet Weeds do grow space, For may part, Tie refigne vnto your Grace 
Aod Sace,me thiakes I would sot fo faft, The Seale I keepe sad (0 betide to me, 
Becgufe (weet Flowres are flow,and Weeds rnake heft, | As well Ivender you,tnd all of yours. 
Das, Good faith,the (eying didacthold | Go,lle condudt vos to the Sanfuary. Event 





Adus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


The Trenpess foamed, 
Enter yong Prince she Dukys of Glocefter, and Buckjagham, 
















pps ber Bec ohh, * Bus. Welcome Sweets Prince to Leaden, 
Te. t) Chember. 
lechs cock] gate Cah costars ola: kat. bdaasarenrepsieeetbe Ai poscselgs 
"Twas full cwo yeares ere 3 could get 8 teoch. The wesrle wey hech made you Melancholly, 
er cong pal wacedan barhe, es Prin. No Vakle, but our crofles on the wey, 
as. I peythee thee his? Heve made it tedious, wearifome,and besule. 
Ton, Grocer his Nerffe, , é I wane more Vokles beere to welcome me. 
Det. Hh Nucfe? why the wes welt borne, Rich. Sweet Prince, the vntsioted vertue of your yeers 


Tor. \f wwere nor the, | cannot tell who told me, Hath not yet diu’d into the Worlds deceis ! 


Qs, Apatious Boy:go too,you ere too fhrew'd. No more can you diflinguith of s man, 
Da. ood Madem be oot angry with the Childe. Then of lis outward heey, which Ged be knowes, 
QRa, Picchers have cares, Seldome or neuer iurapeth with the heert. 
Thofe Vakles which you want, were dengerous : 
Butera Mofinger, Your Grace atended to their 
Bot look'd not on che poy foe of cheix hearts 1 


Arch. Veere comes a Meffenger: Whet Newes? God keepe you from from fach fale Friends, 
Adof. Sechnewes core renal me vaperss Prie. God keepe me from falfe Priends, 


Qe Hew doth the Bet they were sone, 
Aeef, Well Madim,and in heekh. Rich. My Lord,the Msict of London comes to greet 
Der. What is thy Neweo? you, 
Mieff. Lord Rimers 208 Lord Grey, ° Guter Lard Adaisr. 
¢ (ent to Pomfret, and with them, 
Sit Thows; Uanghan,PriConers Le.Maie. God biefie your Groce, with health end 


. Whe hah e ‘then 
Me. The wighey DuheeyGiagfer nad Bavkjeghow. rte” [deka podgeiay ai asdiek wad 





as 
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Thou other,and my Bre orks, 
Drill 3 dachics a sone oee 
Fic, what s Slag is Hefaege chet he comes aot 
To cell vs,whethes they will come,or ne. 


Suen Lord Hafting:. 
Berk, And in good time, heere comes the {weatiog 
Lord 


Proce, Welcome,my Lord: what, will eur Mether 
come? 

Haft. On what occsfion God he knowes,not I; 
The your Mosher,and your Srother Terky, 
Haue taken San@usrie: The tender Prince 
Would foine have come with me,co meet yous Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 

Back. Fie, what an indire and peevith courte 
Is this of hers? Lord Casdinall, will yon ores 
Perfwade che Qgcene,to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Voeo his Princely Brother prefently ? 

If the dene, Lord Haitmg: goe with him, 
And from ber sealous Armes pluck him 
Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weske Oratorie 
Can from kis Mother wiane the Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expe him here : but if (he be obdurate 
Tomilde entreaties,God forbid 
We thould infringe che holy Priviledge 
Of bleffed Sandtusrie: not for all this Land, 
Would I be guiltse of fo great a finne. 

Buck, You are too fenceleffe obftinace,my Lord, 
Too ceremonious, end treditvonsall. 

Weigh ic but with che groffencffe of this Age, 
You breake noc Sar dtuaric,in (azing hic: 

The benefic thereof is slwayes granted 

To thofe, whofe dealings have deten'd the place, 
And thofe who have che wit co clayme the place t 
This Prince hech neycher claym'd it.not deferu'd te, 
Aod thercforc,in mine opinton,cennor naue it. 
Then taking him from chence,thac is nos there, 
Yoo breake no Prulcdge,nos Charter there 
Of haue [ heard of Sanuane men, 

But SanAvarie children ,ne’re till now, 

Card. My Lord, you fhill o're-rule my mind for ence. 
Comeoca, Lord Haftiags will you goe with me? 

Haft. \goemy Lord. Ens Cardinal and Haftiegs. 





Sey, Vackle Glocefter, sf eur Brocher come, 
Where (hall we fuiourne,till ous Coronation? 

Glo. Where st chink’ bef enco your Royall feife, 
Ef 1 may coun(eile you, fome dey or cwo 
Your Highneffe (hall repofe you ac che Towers 
Then where you pleafe,end (hall be thought moft Gs 
Por your befi health,end recrescion, 

Prince, 3 doe not hike the Tower,of amy piace 8 

Lord 


He didmy grecious Lerd,begio 





Ye 
fey doe neuer line long, 
ackle ? 


Prince. What fay you,V 
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Provee.Good Lerds,make all che (peedie haft you may. 





Ghe. | fey,without Chara ters, Pome lives long, 
Thus,like the formal Vice Jniqeitie, 
1 roorallize two mesaings in one word. 

Preece. That ladsua Cafar wes 0 farnous man, 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 
His ale downe,to int his Valoer we: 
Death makes no Conqueft of bis Conqueror 
rhaharelas ah in fore eet notin Life, 

t whact,my er aie 

Buck, What,my grecioes Lord 

Prime. And if I live vacili ] bea mea, 
Ie win our ancient Right in Frence ageine, 
Or dye a Souldier,es I lia'da 

Gls, Short Semmers lightly howe a forward Spring. 


Enso young Torts, Haftings and Cardinal. 
Now ta imme, heere the 
tog good time, comes the Duke of 


ae Richard of Yocke, how fares our Neble Bre. 
Yorky, Well,my desre Lord,fo muft I call you new. 
Prince, 1,Beother,to our priche.ss it Is yours: 
Too lees he dy'd,chae mighe a Title, 
Which by his death hath lo& much Maieftie. 
Gle. How fares our Coufin. Noble Lord of Yorke? 
Yorke. I chanke you,genie Vockle, O my Lerd, 
You (a1d,cthas idle Weeds are faft in growth: 
The Prince,my Rrocher bach out-growne me farre. 
Glo, He hath, my Lord, 
Torks. And therefore ts he idle? 
Gle. Oh ny faire Coufin,! mutt not fay fo. 
Torig. Then he is more beholding co yeu, ther I. 
Gle, He may command me as my Soueraigne, 
But you have power in me,as in a Kinfman. 
Torkg. I prey you, Vackle,give me this Dagger. 
Glo. My Dagger,little Coafin? with all my 
Proce. A Begger Brother? 
Torts. Of my kiad Vackle,thac t know will gice, 
And being but « Toy, which is no griefe to give. 
Glo Agreater gift then that, lle give my Coufin. 
Yorke. A greater gift ? O,thsc’s che Sword to ik. 
. Gla, \,gearie Coufn, were ic lighs enougts 
Torte, O chen J fee,you will part but wich light gifts, 
In weighties things yee'le fay 0 nay. 
Glo. It is too weigtule for your Crace to weare. 
Tory. L weigh ic lightly, were it heauies. 
Gle. Whee, would you haue my Wespon, little Lord? 
Torts. I would chat I might thanke you, as, 8s, YOU |. 
cell me. 
Glo. How? 
Torkg, Licue. 
Prince, My Locd of Yorke will (ill be croffe in calke: 
Vackle,your Grace knowes how to beare with bim, 
Terie. You meane ce besre me, notto beare with me: 
Vatckle, my Brother mockes both you and me, 
Becaufe chat I am listle,like on Ape, 

He thinkes tha: you Should b-are me 00 your (houlders, 
Buck, Wich whee» (herpes provided wic he resfors s 
To mictigate che fcorme he 
y and 





























































toeasserde 
Torte. 1 (hall net (leepe in quiet as the Tower, 
Cant Wop wrhas Greta youre? 

Torkg. Merry coy Vockle Clarence angry Gholt : 
My Grasdem me he wae merther é these. 

Privee. aonblerdi ip has 

Gle. Nox none thet live, I hope. 

Prove. Aad if daey Gee,! Iaeed net feare. 
Be eee) (ee . 
Thinkiog on them,goe ! vate the Tower. 

A Senet. Sxawe Prince Yorke, Haftegs snd Defa. 


Maw Richard, Backiongbam pod Caseshy, 


Back. Thinke you ny Lord,chis lictle preting Torte 
Woe not meenled by his febtile Mother, 

To cannot and feorne you thas 

a at No dowbt,s0 dowbs : Oh ‘cis a 
sqeicke, ingenious, for : 

Hee is all che Mochess, from the tep to toc. 

Bark. Weller thegareft: Come hither (asesby, 
Thos art (worne as deepely to effet whes we incend, 
As clofaly co concesle whee we impart : 

Thea know 'R oar reafons vrg'd vpon the way. 
Whee chink’A chou ? is it noc on cafe enatier, 
Te meke Wikkan Lord flaffieg: of o0r minde, 
Far che inftslimens of chis Nob!e Duke 
To che Seat of chie farnowe Ile ? 

Cases, He for bis fachers fake fo lowes the Prince, 
Thet be wil} cot be wenne co agsingt him, 

= ; Whee chink’A chea then of Sreniey ? Will 
aot hee? 

Cates, Hee will doc all in all os Haffing: doth. 

Back, Well then, a0 mere buc this: 

Goe gentle (aterby, and 20 it wese frre off, 
Seend thon Lord Haltings, 

How he doth ftend affeted to our perpofe, 
Aad femaren him to morrow to the Tower, 
To fe.sbou the Coroastion, 

If chow de'R finde hine craAadle co vs, 
nape sy abaapateirt pian nella 
If be be yeie,cold,wnwilling, 

Be thoufo t00,a0d fo breake off the talke, 
Aad giat vs notice of his inclinstion : 

For we to morrow bold divided Councels, 
Whareta thy felfe thak highly be employ'd. 

Rich. Coammend me to Lord wiham: tell him Catesby, 
His sncient Kooe of Aduerfories 
Tomorrow ace let blood ac Porefret Ceftie, 

And bid my Lord for icy of this good newer, 
Glue Miftretie Shere one gentle Kifle the more. 

sr ean effc& his befineie fonndly. 

Cans. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Rich, Sball we heare from you, Catesby,ere we fleepe? 

Cases, Yoo thall, my Lord. 

Bish. Az Crosby Hoale,sbere thal) you Ged vs beth. 

Eek Caresby. 


? 
Boy, 


Now, ay Lord, 
whet dal ec dar Complots? 
s will not to 
Rich. Chop off hae : i 
Something wee will determine 
And looke when ! am thou of me 
Thee Esrledome of Heref. all che moveables 
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oath aed 


. Weemey 





‘| Doeft thou mesne the Crowne ? 





Sy 


ite deyme that promite sx Graces h 
ry And lone co hese i yeulded wich all kindoctie 
Come, let vs becianes, thee afterwards 
our complote in fome forme, 
Sume. 


Scena Secunda. 


Reser a SU finger to the Deere of Hafing:. 
Caf. My Lord, my Lord. 


Haft. Whokoocker? 
é the Lord Ssankey. 

Haft, Whar is'ta Clocke ? 

Meg. Vpon the ftroke of fours. 


Eater Lord Fiaflings, 
PP snag Cannot my Lord Stenkey Oecpe the(s tediow 
ghts? 
Mef. So appeares by chat [ heweto fay : 
Firft be comenends him to your Nobic feife, 
Aa. Then cries your Lorthin tht tha Nigh 
AteG, Then our Lordthip, that this 
He dreamt, the Bore hed rafed off his Helme 
Befides,he fayes there ere rwo Couneeis kept; 
And thac may be derermin’d s¢ the one, 
Which oe bye you aod him co rue at ch’ocher. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordthips plcafure, 
If you will y take Horfe with him, 
And with all fpeed poft with him towerd the Neth, 
To thun the danger chee his Soule diviacs. 
Haft, Goe ,goe,teturne vneo thy Lerd, 
Bid him nos feare the feperated Councell : 
His Honor and my feife are at the one, 
othe the orher,is my good friend Casesby 
Where nothing can proceede,that cowcheth 
Whereof I thal noc heve intelligence : i‘ 
Tell hin bis Feaces are (hallow, without Inftances 
And for tis Dreemes,I wonder hee's fo Gewple, 
To ervft the mock'ry of bet lumbers. 
To flye the Bore. before the poriees, 
Were to incenfe the Bore te follow vs, 
And make purfeit,where he did mesne no chef, 
Goe,bid chy Maftes rife,and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he thall {ee the Bore will vie vs kindly 


Meg. Hs Goeceny Lond. sed col We ee oe: 
Me, 
Baer Caresby. 
Cae, M morrewes Noble Lord, 
Hal. Gool Sorvow Cay year 


Catesby you ere early Rirring: 
Wher newes, what newes,in ‘hit oar toer’ring Stace 
Cases. Ic isa reeling World tadeed my Lord: 
sg derma Airey rs 
Till Resbard weare the Garland of the Realme, 
Haft. How weare the Gerland ? 



































sift liehawr ths Crowe of rine cus 66 ny foqoider 
° is mineas . 
Before lle fee the Crowne $0 foule mifelec’d 

Bor canft chou guefie,chat he doth eyme at it ? 





V pon bis perdie forthe gaune thereof 
And thereupon he fends you this good ewes, 
Thas this (ame very day your enemies, 
The Kindred of the Queene, muft dye x Pomfree 
Haff. Indeed 1 sm no mourner for chat newes, 
Becaofe they have beene ftrll my adverfaries : 
But,that Ile give my voice on Richards fide, 
Tobarre my Msfters Hetres in croc Defcenc, 
Ged knowes J will not doc it,co the death, 
Cates, God keepe yous Lordthip in thet gracious 


minde. 

Hef. Bat I Chall Legh ot chis a cwelac-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Mafters hate, 
I line co Jooke vpon their Tragedie. 
Well Caesby,ere a fort-night make me older, 
Ile fend fome packing. thet yet thinke not on’. 

Cates. ‘Tisa vile thing ye hae grecious Lord, 
When men are v ar’d,and looke noe for it, 

Hef. O ccalcoomonhsoud and fo fallsit oue 
With Risers, Venghan,Grez: ond (0 ‘ewill doe 
With fome men elfe thac chinke chemfelues as fafe 
As thou and ! ,who(as thou know’f) are desre 
To Princely and to Backiagbem. 

Cates, The Princes both make bigh secount of you, 
Por they sccouns his Head epon the a 

Bol. tknow they doe,ard have well deferu'd it, 


Bua Led Stain. 


























Come on,come on, where is Bore.fpeare man? 
oe ? 
y Lord good praises morrow (atesby: 
ieaft on, but by the holy Rood, 
I doe not like thefe feverall Councels,1. 
Haft, My Lord,] hold my Life 2s deare as yours, 
And never in my dayes,! doe proreft, 
Was ix fo precious co me,as ‘tis now. 
Thiake chat I know ous ftste fecure, 
3 would be focriampbans es I em? 
Sta.The Lords at Pomfret, whé they rode frem London, 
Were iocund,snd fuppoe'd their Races were fare, 
And they indeed had no canfe to miftraft : 
Bac get you fee,how foone the Day o're-caft. 
This fuddea flab of Rancour I mifdoubr : 
Pray God (I fay) { proue a needleffe Coward. 
What, thall we coward the Tower? the dey is {pent. 
Hef. Come, come,have with you; 
Wor you what, my Lord, 
To day the Lords you tsike of are beheaded. 
Sta. They, for cheir crath might berrer wear their Head, 
Then fome chat heue eccus’d them, weare their Hats. 
Bus come,my Lord,let's away 


Enter 4 Perfmuat. 


Heft. Gore on before, ile talke with this good fellow. 
Exat Lord Stantey ad Caterby 

How now Sirchs ? how goes che World with thee ? 
Par The bereer,that your Lordthip pleafe to aske. 
Fdaff. I cell chee man,*tis bewer with me now, 

Then when chou met'ft me laftawhere now we meet - 

Misidesa I going Prifoner to che Tower, 

y the fuggeftion of the Queenes All 

Bat now lw (hereto ty fee) 

This day chofe Enemies are put co 
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Cases. l,0n my life, end hopes to find you forward, 


And I in better fioce chen cre I was. 


Perf. God hold k, to your Honors good contenr. 

Ha. Gramercie fellow : chere,dnoke chat for me, 
Tbravses lim be Pare, 

Perf. 1 thanke your Honer. Ext Parfoinane. 


Emer a Pree. 
Pri. Well met,xy Lord,] am gied to fce your Ho. 


nor, 

Haft. | chanke thee good Sit Lebo, with all my heart. 
Lem ie your debs,for your loft Exercife: 
Come che next Sabboth,and | will content you 


Precff. Ike wait vpon your Locdfhip. 
Emey Buckingham, 


Bas. What, celking with 2 Price, Lord Chamberiaine? 
Your friends at Ponfret.they dee need the Preft, 
Your Honor hath no fhauing worke ia head. 

Hef. pacer ey pe T net this holy man, 
The men yoo talke of came into my minde. 
What, goe you roward the Tower ? 

Ber, | doe, my Lord, but long | connot Asy theres 
I fhall revarne before your Lordthip, thence. 

Hef Nay like enough,for | fey Dinacr there. 

Bue. And Supper roo, alchough thou know it aoe 
Come, will you goe ? 


Haff, le wait vpon your Lordthép. Esune 


Scena Tertia. 


Easter Ser Recberd Ratcliffe. with Halberd, carrymng 
the Nobles to death a Pomfret. 


Rowers. Sit Reckard Ranchffe ler coe cell chee this, 
To day thelr thou behold « Subse dic, 
For Truth, for Dutie,and for Loyaleie. 
rey. God blefle the Prince fromall tbe Pack of yoo, 
A Knot you sre,of damned Blood-fuckers. 
? Vangh. You lee, that thell cry woe for shis beere- 
ter, 
Rat, Difpacch, che limis of your Lives os. 
Rees. O Pomfret,Pomfret! O thou bloody Prifon ! 
Facall ond amineus to Noble Peeres : 
Wichin the guikse Clofure of thy Wells, 
the Second here was hacks ro death : 
And for more fender co thy difmall Seac, 
Wee giae to thee our guritlefic blood co drioke, 
Grey. Now Margarets Corfe 13 falne vpon our Heads, 
When thee exciaim'd on Haffengs you,snd I, 
For fending by, when Rchord Rtab'd her Senne, 
Rusers, Then curd fine Recbard, 
Then cuss'd thee 3 : 
Then curs’d thee Haflmgs. Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayer for them,as new for ve: 
Aad for my Sifter,and her Priacely Sonnes, 
Be (arisfy'd,deore God, with our crue blood, 
Which,2s thou know'ft, vniuftly mult be (pile. 
Ras. Make hafte,the houre of death is expiare. 
Reaers. Come Grey,come Vanghas,let vs here embrace. 
Farewell, vncill we meet egamme in Hessen. 


Seema 


thy : 
Aad chen againe begin,and ageine, 
As rail ah sere fa wich terror? 
Buck, i bya aie pete ah a 
S looke ¢ on 
Treabie cedar megpngc aster 
Intending deepe ton, Lookes 
Are st faa aug apr ery Smiles ; 
‘And bots are readie in their Offices, 
A cime t e my Stfacagemes. 
le. gpd crenata 
TRieb. He is,end fee he brings the Maior slong, 


Ester the Maier med Caserby. 
Back, Lord Maior. 
Rich. Looke to the Draw-Beidge there, 
Back. Heake,s Orumme, 
Rich, Casesby,o'e-looke the Walls. 
Back, Lord Maior,che resfon we hase fem. 
Rech, Looke back,defend chee, here sre Eoemies. 
Bask, God and our lonecencie defend,and guard vs. 


Kater Leonel and Retclifc with Haftings Head. 


20d Lene®. 
Teaytor, 


Rich. Be cai py harp 
The irs orca $. 
Rish. So deare | tow’ che msnihes Veil Geena 


Itooke hia for the plaineft bermelefle Creature, 
That breath'd vpon the Earth,s Chriftian, 
Madc him my Booke wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiftorie of all her fecret choughres. 
So fmooth he dawb'g his Vice with thew of Vertue, 
That his open Guilt omisted, 
I eneane,his Conuerfarion with Shove: Wide, 
He liu'd from al} areainder of fufpe@s. 

Bark, Well, wecll,he was the couerth (heicred Trsytor 
That eves liv'd. 
Would you imagine,or almoft belceoe, 
Wert noc,chac by great preferuation 
We live to tell it chat che fabsill Tsayror 


Adater, Had he done fo? 
Rich, Whar? thinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels? 
Ox that we would, again{t the forme of Law, 
Proceed thus refhly in che Villames death, 
Ber chat the extreme perill of the cafe, 
The Peace of Eagisad, and ous Perfons (afere, 
Eafore'd vs to this Execusion, 
Adae , Now frice befall you, he deferu'’d his death, 
cael nal ri a haue well proceeded, 
To waene falfe Traytors from che like Atterapes. 
Back, loever look'd for beter a: his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miftrefle Shore 2 
Yet hed we not decerain’d be fhoald dye, 
Vasil came to fee his 


a” 


you eae the 
Vato the Catizens, whe haply may 
BMifconfier vs in hias,sad wayle his death. 
perp (res Lord, your Graces weeds thal lexue, 
As well ss I hed (cene,and beard bien fpeake : 
Aod doe not dovbt,right Noble Princes boch, 

int 

; ead we with’d your Lesdthip here, 
Teuoid che Cenfares of the carping World, 

Bark, Which fince you come too lace of ous incest, 
Yet winefle what you we did intend : 
And fo, my goed Lord Maior,we bid farwell. 


Exit Mase, 
Rich. Goe after,sfuer, Cou6n Backeghan. 
The Malet towards Gelld-Hall byeshicn in all pote: 
There,s« your mectefi vancage of che time, , 
loferre che Baftardie of Edwards Children: 


Buen where his raging cye,or fewage heart, 
Without controll, ! to make 6 prey, 

Nay, for anced, thus farse come necre my Perfons 
Tell chem, when that my Macher went wich Child 


* Of thst infetiste Edward; Noble Terky, 


My Pnaocely Facher,then had Werres in France, 
pa fre jon of the timse, 

F chee the I flue was noc his begoc : 
Which well ia his Lincaments, 

i ike the Noble Duke.any Pother : 
Yet couch chis fparingly,as ‘twere farre off, 
Beceefe,my Losd,you kaow my Mother lines. 

Back. Dende toting Ltd. lle play che Oresoe, 
Asif the Golden Fee, for which | plead, 

Were for my felfe : end fo,my Lord sdue. 

Ruch. If you thrive wel, bring chem co Beynards Calle, 
Where you thall finde me weil eccompanied 
Wich reverend Fathers end well-learned Bi 

Bock. J L Se Gnade aly Sanit reree 
Looke for the Newes thet the Gaild-Hall affacrds. 

Szk : 


Rich, Goe LeueB with all {peed to Sha, 
Goe chou to Fryer Pradgr, bid them both 
Meet me within this beure x BaynardsCefle, Env. 
Now will 1 goe to cake foane priate order, 
To draw the Brats of Clareurs out of fight, 
And to giue order, chet ao manner perfon 
Hawe any time recourfe ynto the Prances. fume, 


Esser a Scrineser 

Ser. Here is the Indien of che Leed Haefing:, 
Which in a fx Hand fairely ie 'd, 
That it mey be co day . 
And marke how well the fequell hangs sogether 
Eleven boures I have (pent to write # ower, 
For yefter-night by Casesby wes it feat me, 
The Precedent was full as long o doing, 

wnthin thefe fine boures Haffing: Bu'd, 
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Yet who fo bold,bus he fees a not? 
Bad is che World, ood will come to nooght, 
Wen tach ill dealing amt be feone in thoughe. 


Eacer Richard and Backeagham & fousrell Denes. 


Rich. Ho-veow.bow now,whst fay the Cirizens ? 
Beck, Now by che holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens ors at aw 
Rich. Towcht you the Baftardie of Edwerds Children? 
Bask, 1 did, wich his ConcraGt wich Ledy Lavy, 
And his Conere&t by Deputie ia Prance, 
Tb vniitiate greedineffe of bis defirr, 
And his enforcement of the Cite W iets, 
His Tyranneet for Trifles, his owne Bafiardie, 
As being got.your Father chen in France, 
Aad hia celemblance being not | be che Dukes 
Wiithall,] did interce your Lineaments, 
Being the night fides ot your Fathe:, 
Both in your forme and Noblenelle of Minde ; 
Layd open all yous Vidiories in 
YourDifeipliae in Werre, W ifdeme in Peace, 
Your Bountic, V erwe, faire Hurmilitee 
Indeed telt nothing Atung for pour purpote, 
Voatowche,or fleightly handled in dite ourlt, 
Aad when my Oracorie diew loward ng, 
1 bed them thar did love their Countnes good, 
Csy.God fane Richard Englands Royall King. 
Rich, Aed d1d they fo? 
Beck, No,loGod helpe me,chey fpake nota word, 
Rut Ishe dambe Scetues,or pry acai 
y pales 


Ext. 


Scotland, 


S2ar'd each on other and look’d 
Which when | (aw. 1 reprehended chem, 
And ask’d the Maicr, encant this wilful! Glence ? 
His anfwer wss,the people were not vied 
Tobe {poke co, bur by the Recorder. 
Then he was erpd to cell my Tale agemne: 
Theo fayth the Duke,thus hath the ake inferr’d, 
Bat nothing (poke,in warrant from bimfelfe. 
Whea he bad done ,fome followers of mine owne, 
At lowes end of che Hall,hurid ep their Caps, : 
Aad (ome teane voyces cry’d {Ged fave King Rchard: 
And thas | tooke che vantage of tbofe few. 
Thankes gentle Cicizens,and friends, quoch }y 
This geucrall spplaule,sad chescefull thowr, 
Argues your wifdome,end loue to Rechard 1 
And euen here brake offend came away. 

Rice, What tongue-leffe Blockes were they, 
Would they not fpeake? 
Will nec the Maior chen,and his Brethren,come ? 

Back, The Mavor is here ax hand: intend fome fesre, 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mightic fur : 
And looke yon get a Prayer-Booke sn your hand, 
And fland berweene two Charch ood my Lord, 
For on that ground Ile meke a holy Defcant s 
And be nor eafily woone ro oer requefts, 
Play the Maids part, fill safwer nay and take it. 

Rich, 1 goe ; and if you plead es well for chem, 
As can fay nay to chee for my felfe 
No doubs we 2 to a heppec iffoe. 
Buck Go,go vp to the Leads,the Lord Maior knocks. 


Eater the Jhnor end Citinens. 


Welcome, my Lord, } dance attendence here, 
1 5 thuake the Dudce will not befpobe wichall. 
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Exer Cansby 
Buk, Now Caeshy , what fayes your Locd cto my 
doth Gr. Noble 
Hi excrest 
era ce aaa ae es 


to morrow,or Gext dsy : 
He is within, with wo right reweerend Fathers, 
Diainely bene to Meditation, 
And inno Worldly Suites would he be mou'd, 
To draw him from his holy Exerasle. 

Back, Recarne Catesby,ro the gracious Duke, 
Tell hum,eny (elfe,rhe Masot and Aldennen, : 
In defignes,in macter of great moment, 

No leffe smportung then oar general] good, 
Are come 10 have fome conference with bis Grace. 
. He Ggnifie fo mach waco bum firsight. Era. 

Puck, Abha,my Lord,chis Prince is not on Edward, 
He is not lolling on 1 lewd Loue-Bed, - 

Bec on his Knees,st Meditation : 
Not dallying with « Brace of Cartizans, 
But mediracing with two deepe Diuines: 
Nox fleeping,to engrofie his idle Body, 
Bun praying,to enrich his wacchfull Soule. 
Hoppre were England, would chis verrsoes Prince 
Teke on his Grace che Souersigneie thereof, 
Buc fore I feare we thall not winne him to it. 
Mawr. Marry God defend bis Grace thould (ay vs 


ney. 
Buck, 1 feare he will: bere Caresby comes ogeine. 


Est Catesby. 

Now Catesby, what (ayes his Grace? 

Catesby. He wonders to what end you hone effcrubled 
Such croopes of Ciuzens,to come to him, 
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He fesres, ny Lord. you mesne 10 co him. 

Back. Sorry I emyany Noble froutd 
Safpea me,that | means no good ro bien: 
By Heawen, we come to hia is perfit lowe, 
And {o once more reterne,and tell hisGrace. = Exit. 
Whe holy and dewour Religious men 
Are at these Beades, tis mach to drew chem thence, 
So {weet is zealous 100, 


Ester Richard 
Adele. See eebere his 


ear iptcap ay ee 


men. 
Buck, Two Props of Vertue. for s Chriftian Prince, 
To fay bim from che fall of Vanitie : 
And (ce a Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
Li eekoairspeisicnd peeps are 
hapipspsl baa, a8 gracious Prmee, 
Lend feuoureble care to our requefts, , 
Aad pardon vs the inrerreption 
Of thy Devotion,sad right Chrifiien Zeale. 
Rich. My Lord,there needes 00 foch Apologie: 
I doe your Grace to me, 
Who carneft in the feraice of my God, 
Deferr'd the vifitation of my freeads. 
Bat rege saat ts your Greces 


And ch come to reprehend my ignorance. 
als (3 ve Back, You 






Rich. Elfe wherefore Lin s Chriftian Land. 
The Sepreme Sesz, the Throne Msi 
The Office of your Anceftors, 
Your Seate of Fortune,snd Deaw of Birth, 
The Linesli Glory of your Houfe, 
Toche corruption of sb Stock ; 


Whiles in the mildoeffe of your fleepic thoughes, 

Which bere we waken ro our Councries good, 

The Noble Ile doth want his proper Limmes : 

His Face defec’d with skatres of Infamic, 

His Regal] Stock graffe with ignoble Plants, 

And almoft thoaldred ta the fwallowing Guife 

Of darke Forgetfuloeffe Oblivion, 

Which to recure,we heartily folicite 

Your gracious felfe ro take on you the charge 

And Kingly Government of this your Land : 

Not 2s Protector Sceward,Subdfticuce, 

Or lowly Padtor for snochers gaine ; 

You Right of Bich yosr Erpyregou 

Your Bi ¢,yours owne. 

For (his contoreed wich the Ciera, 

Your very Worthipfull snd loving ; 

And 17 their vehement loftig tion, 

In this io Coufe come I to move your 
Rech. T canmoc cell if to depert io filence, 

Orb to ¢ in your reproofe, 

Beft ficreth my or your Condition. 

If not tosnfwer, you might beply thinke, 

T dé ition not replying, yecided 

To besre the Golden Yoske of Souersigntie, 

Which fondly you Naa rac a paca 

If to reprose this faic of yours, 

So feafon'd eakeoct faichfull love tome, 

Then on the other fide I check'd my friends. 

Therefore to {peake,and co anoid the firft, 

And then in (peaking ,not to incurre the laft, 

Definitiuely tous | anfwer you, 

Your loue deferucs my thankes, but ary defere 

Vomerireble, thonaes your high requeft, 

Firft,if all Obftactes were cus away, 

And thet my Pach were even to the Crowne, 

Asche ripe Revenuve,and due of Bisth : 

Yee fomach is my pouertie of fpirie, 

So mightle, endo manie my defe&s, 

That I would rather hide me frow my Greamneffe, 

Being a Barke to brooke no mighcie Ses; 

Then ia ay Greaeneffe couet to be hid, 

Aad in che vapour of my Glory fmother'd, 

Ber God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 

And ech I need to helpe you, were chere oced : 

The Royall Tree hath left vs Royall Fruit, 

Which mellow'd Uy ime Beelog heeret of time, 

icftie, 


Aod ake (oo dooby) 1s happy by bis Retgoe 
(a0 vs bis . 
On hi 1 lay that,you Fae 

The Righe and Fortune of his bappie Scerres, 


Which God defend thet I fhould wring from him. 


ichard the Third. 


was to Lady Luce, 
Your Mother lues a Wimeffe to his Vew; 
And afterwasd by fubftitute betroth’d 
To Beua Siftes to the King of France. 
Thefe boch put off,a poore Petitioner, 
A Care-cras'd Mother co a many Sennes, 
A Beantic-waining and diftrefled Widow, 
Buen in the after-noone of her beft dayes, 
Made prize and fe of his wanton Eye, 
Sedue'd the pitch,and height of his degree, 
To bafe declenfion,and loath’d Bigumie. 
By her,in his valswfull Bed, he gor 
This Edward,whom our Manners cal] the Prince. 
More bitterly cold I expoftulste, 
Same that for reverence co fome slive, 
I give 3 {paring limit ro ory Tongue. 

good, my Lerd,take to yoar Royal feife 
This proffer'd benefis of Dignizie: 
If aot to bleffe vs and the Land withsll, 
Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftrie 
From che 





of abufing ti 
Varo e Lineall crue derived pe ag 
Maier. Do good my Lord, your Citizens entrest you. 
Buck. Refole notmightie Lord,chis "dloue. 


Cases, O make them loyfull, grant thers lawfulll fait, 
Rich. Alas,why woald you heape this Care on me? 
1am vohit for Scate,and Maicftie : 
I doe befeech you take it not smiffe, 
T cannoc,nor I will not yeeld to 
Buck, if yourefafe ic,as in lowe and reale, 
Loth to depofe the Child, your Brothers Sonee, 
As well we know your tendemefie of beart, 
And gerale,kinde.effeminace remorfe, 
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 
And egally indeede co all Eflaces : 
Yet know, where you accept our fuit,or no, 
Yoer Brothers Sonne thall never reigne our King, 
Bat we will plane fome other in the Throne, 
To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houle : 
And in this refolution here we leave you. 
Come Citizens,wewillentrestnomore. &xvew. 
Cater Call him ag sine fweet Prince accept their fait: 
If you denie them, all che Land will rve it, 
Rech. Will you enforce aie tos world of Cares, 
Call chem s csghidd am not made of Scones, 
Bet penetrabdle to your kinde entreaties, 
Albeis ogainft my Confcience oo 
Eocer B and ibe reft. 
Couhwn of Buckingham, aad fage grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To beare her barthen, where I will or no, 
{ moft have patience to endure the Loed : 
But if black Scandall,or foule- fac'd Reproach, 
Attend the fequell of your Impofkion, 
Your meere enforcement fbal) scquirtance me 
From all che impere blots and ftaynes chereofs 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
How ferre ] am from the defire of this. 
Maier, God bieffe your Grace, wee fee it, and will 


iz. 
aha Ia faying fo,you thall but fay the truth. 


Bask, My Lord shis argues Confcience in your Grace, Back, Then I falure you wich this Royal] Title, 


But the refpects chereef are nice, and trivial, 
AR cirasmMances well confidered, 

You fay thar Bdmord is your Brothers Sonne, 
So fay wecee,buz not by Edpards Wife: 


Tong liue King Richard, Englands worthie King. 
& Amen. 


Back. To morrow mey it plesfe you to be Crown'd, 
Rich. Buca when you pleafe,for you will beve it fo. 


To 
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Bath, To morrow chen we will ecrend yous Grace. 
And fo moft ioyfelly we take our lesue. 
Rich. Come,let vs our holy Worke againe. 


Miius Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Emer the Qurene, Ann Dusheffe of Gloucefter, ree 


of Torke and Marquefie Der fet. 


Duch.Torts. Who meetes vs heerc ? 
My Neece Plantagenet, 
Led in che hand of her kind Aunz of Glofter ? 
Now, for my Life,fhee’s wandring to the Tower, 
Oa pare hearts loue,to greet che tender Prince. 







Du. "The King? who's that? 
Lan. | meane,the Lord ProceAor. 

Re, The Lord prote@ him from chac Kingly Tice 
Hath he fer bounds berweene theit louc,sad me ? 
I amtheie Morher,who thell barre me from them ? 
Dach, Torte, 1 ara thew Fathers Mother, 1 will (ce 


nae Theis Auns J am in lew, in loue their Mother: 
Then bring meco their fighcs, Le beare thy blame, 
Aad cake oy Oiscs Seen chee.ba 19 posi: 
Lim. N 203 I may not lesuc it fos 
J am beand by Oazh,and therefore pardon me, 
Ext Leemenant, 


Enter Staniay. 


And Ile falure Grace of Yorke 2s Mother, 











Sor pea en oi toms oe bear, 
Orelte | laoene with this dead illing oewes 
Anas, idings,O 

pn cate ings,O vopleafing cewes, 
Groce? 

oe Ones. cake not tome, get chee 


Gogges thee st thy beaten 
Thy Mothers Name is emnous co Children. 











Farewell my Coafne,fasewell genale friends.  Exrens. 








Standey. Let me bat mest you Ladies ons howre hence, 


chease: Mother, how fares your 


If chou wile out-firip Dessh, gc Sess, 
celebmarey ener’ 
Goe chis 
Left ccc omacabe of the dead, 
Aad make me dye the thrall of Ade-yarer: Curle, 
Nor Mother, WHe,nor Englands counced 
Stantey. Poll of wife core,is this your covefelie, Modame: 
Take all the {wift adwantage of che howres: 
Yeu fhall hawe Letrers from me to sy Sonne, 
In your behalfe,co meet you on the way : 
Be noe te’ne cardie by enwift ae 
Dush. Yorks. O ill difperfing Winde of Miferie, 
O my accurfed Wombe,che Bed of Death 
A Cockatrice haf chou hatcht tothe World, 
Whofe wnsucided Eye is mortherous, 
Stanlex, Come, Madame,come,! in all hatte was fest. 
Alans. And withall vawillingneffe will goe, 
O would to God, chat che inclahue Verge 
Of Golden Mectall chat moft round my Brow, 
Were red hot Szeele,to feare me to the Braines, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly Venome, 
rk Gils can anor fave the 
ie oole,I enaie not ch 6 
To feed my ioior, with thy felfe no ene ed 
Ane. Nos why? When he thet is my Hosbend now, 
Came to me,ss J follow'd Hearse: Corfe, 
When fearce the blood was well wath: fom his hands, 
Which iffoed from my other Angell Hesband, 
Aad that deare Ssint, which theo I weeping follow'd: 
O, when I fay I look'd on Richards Fece, 
This was my With: Be thou (quoth I) eccorft, 
For making me,fo young, {fo old a Widow : 
And when thou wed'R,Ict forrow beunt thy Beds 
Aad be chy Wife, if any be fo mad, 
More miferable, by che Life of chee, 
Then thou haft made me, by my deare Lords death, 
Loe,cre { can repest this Curfe ageine, 
Mp arcebetop atime, my Womans hesre 
Groffe! captiue to his words, 
And precid the (re of spall Soules Carfe, 
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from refs 
For never yet one howre in his Bed 
Did l eniay the golden deaw of fleepe, 
Bur with his timorous Dreames was fill awak’d, 
Befides,he haces me for my Father s”arwichy, 
And wall (no doubt) fhorely be rid of me. 
2s. Poore heart adieo,! pistie 
ofmme, No more, then with my 


yours, 
Daf. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of ° 
Pr haa Adieu, poore fonle, thas cak'R thy leue 
ite 
Da. 7-Go thou to Richmond Bc good fortune guide thes, 
Go thou to Rishard,and good Angels tend 
Go thow co Sen€varie,and good theaghts thee, 
ealicdos chested @auceen ek’ meet, 
Eighsie odde yceres of forrow bsus | feane, 
And each howres ioy wrackr with s weeke of ceene. 
2p. Scey yet looke becke wick me vnco che Towex, 
Picty, you encienc Stones, thofe render Babes, 
Whem Enuée hath immur'd within yous Walls, 
Rough Cradle for (ach licsle prettic ones, 
Rude ragged Nurfe,old fullen Plry-fellow, 
For render Princes : vfe my Babies well ; 
So foolifh Sorrowes bids yee ieee arora 


f 


I mourne for 


Scand 6 Senvst, Bator Richard in porupe Buc 
bjug bane, C cseshy,Rascisfe, Lend. 


Bex befe Glories for s dey? 
Oc thal chey taft,sod we reioyce in them? 
Duck, Still lige they,snd for ever let then Iaft. 
Rich. Ab Backezbaw.now doc I ply the Toech, 
Teocrie if thou be cusrane Gold indeed : 
Young Edward lives, thinke now what I would (peake. 


d liwe 
Couftn shou waft not wont ro be fo dull. 
Shall } be plaine ? { with the Baflards desd, 
Aad I would have x faddenly perform'd. 
Whar fay'ft chou now? fpeake {uddenly,be briefe. 
Back, Yous Grace may dos your pieafare. 
sey hove linyceafengneubeythal dye? 
sve [chy con ate ? 

Bue.Giue was (orc lnele red tone pswie,desre Lord, 
Before 1 pofitiwely {peake in this: 
1 will refolue Ext Bock, 


That looke lato me with coaGderate eyes, 
High-reaching Backrozbaw growes ciscumipeRt. 


Page. My Lord. 

Rich. Kaow'h chou oot sny, whom corrupting Gold 
Will teanpe vnc a clofe explou of Death? 

Page. iknow e difcomented Gereleman, 
Whok humble mesoes mach not bis haughtie {piri : 
Gold were as goes twencie Orstors, 
Aad will (no t t him to eny thing. 

Rich. What is bis Noroe ? eres 

Page. His Namemy Lords Tirreff, 
hee I partly ere goe call bins hiches, 
The deepe revoleing wittie Barksrbam, 
No mote fhall be the seighbor to my counfailes. 
Hath he fo teng held out with me, d, 
Aad fops he now for breath? Well.bee is fo. 


Breer Stands. 


How now,Lord Stank, what's the — 
Stanley. Know my lowing Lord ,the Merqueffe Dorfer 
As I heare, is fed ic Riebewad, 
in che pers where he abides. 
Come hisher Catesby, remet ie cbroed, 
That dow my Wife is very gricuous habe, 





thou dresmm'f: I sine, gi 
Queene, ts ited like todyes 


my 
Murther her ace pry 
Vacertsine way of gaine. Buc I am in 
So farre in blood, chet finne will plack on Gane, 
Teare-falling Pittie dweils noc in this Eye. 


Cater Tyrrel. 


U TN. Tames Tra and yous weft obedient fbieB 
Tyr. lames 7; 
Reb. penta a Seg 
Tye. Prove me my Lord. 
Rech. Dar’ft chow refolue co kill 2 friend of mine? 
Tyr. Pleafe you: 
Bar I hed rather kill ewo enemies. 
Rich. Why then thos haf ic: two deepe enemies, 
Boes to my Reft,and my (weet : 
Are they thet | would haue chee deale vpes: 
Tyrrel, | eneane thole Bafiards in the Tower, 
rmesnes to come to them, 





Aad I will love chee and preferre chee for ie. 
Tyr. Lwill difpecch i Rrsighs, 
Enter Barking bam. 
Back, My Lord,! hove confider'd in my minde, 


The late chee you did found me ia. 
Rich. Well.jet cheerelts ts fled co Richuend. 


Back, Lheare the new 
Rich. Stank, hey is your Wives Sonne: well, leoke 
smy duc by 


wmo it. 
Back. My Lord,! clsyme the 

For which your Henor and your is pewn'd, 

a 

Whic promiled } : 
Rick. Stany looke to shleior Spqo epee 

Letters to Rirhwend, you thal enferct ic. 
Back, Whet {ayes your Highoefie co any ioft requall ¢ 
Rich, I dee cecaember we Fenny che Sixt 

Did prophecie,thac Ricbavend (hould be King, 

When Rochasend was a line peenith Boy. 


A perhape. 
‘Due Mey ple youto flee men a 
ecb, Thou croubdlef me] am sot inthe vaine, Exit. 
Back poatedobarr als  pebeglsc day ei 

Wich fech concempt? hie King for this ? 

O lec ne thinke on Haffiegs end be gene 

Te Beecneck, while my fearefull Headisce. End. 


Enter Tyrrel, 


. The ond bleedic AA Is dene, 
The enol orc dood of pirtions maflace ae 


And heere he comes. All heakh my Soversigne Lord. 
Ric. Kinde Tirrel, om 1 


free Rachie 


Ra, My Lord, 
Rich.» Good ox bad sewes,that thou coas'ft la fo 
blsacly 2 


Aad drop 8 
Heere in thefe Confines fily have I lurke, 
To watch the of mine enemies, 
earl eseany witneffe to, ; 
will co Freace,bopin coafequeace 
Will prone ss bitter, esd Tiaeall. 
Wichdraw chee wretched Morgerss, who comes heere ? 


Enter Deschefe and Quen, 


Qa, Ab my poore Princes! ah my cender Babes : 
foules five aaa 
in the A 
Aedicce sipvestg Anetta Ai 
Hover show: me with your ayery wings, 
ee ee 
Adar. Hours about her, (sy that right for right 


That wy woe-wearied 
Edna Plouapest, fig cn thon dead? 


Whea did thos fleepe, when fach a deed was done ? 
dar. When holy Harry dyed,snd my {wert Sonne. 


eft on Englands lewfull carb, 
weade diacke wich lamacee blood. 


of 
greefes frowne on che vpper hand 
if leccowices adn Society. 
I hed en Edwerd,till 3 Richard kill d bien: 
I had a Husband, tills Richard kill'd him : 


Thow had'f an Edward, cills Richard kill'd bim ; 
Thoe hed « Richard, ull e Recherd bill'd bien, 


From forth the keaneli of chy wombe hath crepe 
A Hell-hound chas doth hunt vs all to death: 
Thac Dogge, cha: had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry aod lap theis gene bleod : 
LL copsepahorlaebie rsd 

reignes in gauled eyes of weeping foules : 
Thet execllene grand Tyrane of the eorth, 
Thy woehs whose Co ee 
O vpright,iuft,and crucedi(pofing God, 
Hood thanke thee,chae chis carnall Carre 
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Revol chis, will ceach chee bow to Car. 


on s , 
makes her Puc-fellow with others mone. 

Det, Oh Harries wife, criumph not ia my woes : 
Ged witneffc wich me, I have wept for chine. 

Adar, Beare with me: | am huogry for rewengry 
And now I clay me with beholding iz, 
Thy Edward he is dead, chat hill'd ny Edvard, 
The other Edward dead, to quit my : 
Yong Yorke,he is buc boote, because both they 
Meese not the high perfeCtion of my loffe. 
Thy Clarence be is dead, thas fleb'd ary Edvard, 
And che bebolders of this franticke play, 
Th’adulcerate Hafurgs Rewer: ,U Gray, 
Vv fmother’d in their dusky Graves. 
Richard yet lees, Hels blacke nied apd 
Ooely relerw’d their FaGor, to buy foules, 
And fend them thicher : esa eaten 
Infees bis pitious ead 
Berth Hel Geass Wiese roare, Saints pray, 
To hese hire fodainly conocy'd from hence : 
Cancel! his bond of life, deere God I pray, 


That I may live end (sy, The Dogge is dead. 
thou did't prophefe,the time would come, 
That | (hould with for thee to helpe me curfe 


That bocrel’d Spider,that foule bunch-back'd Toed. 
Mar, \ call'd thee chen,vaine floursth of my fortune: 

Ucall'd cheechen,poore Shadow, peinced Qycen, 
The tion of bur what I was; 

JT be Index of a direfull Pageant ;. 

One hess'd a high, co be burl 'd downe below : 

A Mother onely mocks with two faire Babes ; 

A dreeme of what thou walt, a garifh Flagge 

To be cheayme of eucry dangerous Shor, 

A of Dignity, s Breach,s Bubble ; 

A Queene in jeaft, onely to fill the Scene, 

Where is chy Husband now? Where be chy Brothers ? 
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou Joy ? 
Whe faes,end knecles,and feyes,God fauethe Queene > 
Where be the bending Peeres chat flattered thee? 
Where be che thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Dectine all this and fee what now thou art. 

For Wife,e moft diftreffed Widdow : 

For Morher, one chat wailes the name : 

For one being fued too,one ther humbly (ues : 

Por Queene, e very Coytiffe, crown'd with care : 

For the that feorr’d at me, now fcorn’d of me : 

for the being fcored of all,now fearing one : 

For the ¢ all, obey’d of none. 

Thes hath the courle of laftsce whitl'd sbout, 

And lefe chee bus a very prey ce time, 

Heung no more but he of what thou waft 

To cortere thes the more eng what thoe art, 

Thou didft vferpe my plece, and doft thow not 
Vferpethe uf of my Sorrow? 

Now thy prowd Necke,beares healfe my burchen'd yoke, 
From which,cuen heere I flip my wesricd bead, 

And leave che burthen of 11 all,on thee. 

Farwell Yorkes wife, end Queene of fad mifchance, 
Thefe Englith woes, fhall make me (mile in Prance. 

Bu. O chou well ckill'd ia Curkes Noy a-while, 

And teach me howto curfe mine enemies. 


Mar, Forbeare ce the night, and felt the day : 
ace dead ¢, with liaing woe: 


Thinke chac thy Bebes were fweceet chen they were, 
And he tbae (ew chem fowler then hes: 
Beu'ring thy loffe, makes the bad caufer worfe, 


Be, My words arc dull, O quicken them with chiee. 
Adar. woes wiliwale en 
Marana. 


La, Windy Acturnies to cheir Clients Woes, 
Aycry focceeders of inteftine ioyes, 
appt haue ciel teppast, 
h whee will 
noching a ya do serie fet 
« Iffe chen, be not Tonguc “digo wih me, 
And tn che brvath of bitter Lo e (mocher 
My daenned Son,chat thy two (weet Sonnes [mocher'd. 
The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaimes. { 


Enter King Richard and bus Treme 
Rich. Who inercepes me tn my Expedition? 


Der. O foe, chat might have mtercepred thee 
By ftrangling thee in ber accurfed 
From all the [laughers{ Wretch)ehar thou haft done. 


Qe. Hid’fi thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne 
Where’t fhould be branded. if that right were right ? 
The Naughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crowne, 
Aad the dyre death of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers. 
Tell me thou Villainc-fave,where are my Children ? 

Det. Thow Tosd, thou Toade, 

Whereis thy Brother Clarence? 
sear a Ned Plantagrees his Sonne ? 
se Whereis the gentle Renevs,Vanghan , ¢ 

Dea. Whereis king Fiafengs? ig 

Rich. A flourith Trompers,frike Alarum Dremmes 
Let noe che Heanens hesre thefe Tell-tale women 
Raile oa che Lords Anneinted, Serike I fay, 

Fieartfe. Aine, 
Either be patient,and intrest ine fayre, 
Or wich che clamorous report of Warre, 
Thus will I drowne yoor exclametions. 

Det. Art chou my Sonne? 

Rich, 1,1 thanke God my Panher,and your fuife, 

Det. Then patiently bease my impetience. 

Rich ~Madam,I howe s touch of your conditioa, 
That cannot brooke the accene of reproofe. 

Dut, O ler me fpeake. 

Rich, Do chen, but MMe nos heare. 

Der: 1 will be milde, and gencle in any words. 

Rech. And breefe( good Mother for | amin heft. 

Dut. Artthou fo hafty? I hade Raid for thee 
(God knowes)in torment and in agony, 

Rich, And came I aot at laf to comfort you? 

Da. Noby the holy Rood, thou know’ ft ic weil, 
Thow cam'ft on earth, co make the carth my Hell. 
A grotuous burthea was chy Birth co me, : 
Tecchy and weyward was thy lafancie. 
Thy Schoel-dases frighefell,d ‘pace, wilde,ond Grious, 
Thy Ageconfew'aypreed,fcbde-Apepend bloody, 
Thy Agec 'd, proud, 2 
More srilde, bur yet more harsofall ;Xinde in hacred g 
What comfortable boure canft chow name, 
That ever ; 
Roch. Fai 
That call'd your Grace 
To Breaket 
If be fo difgrecioes in your eye, 
Letme en,sndnot offend you Maden. 
Serike vp che Drumme. 
Dut. 1 prythee heare ene (peaka. 








Feel Bel eee ee eee eee 


Se. 
Dee. Excher thou wik dye,by Gods tuft ordinance 
Ere from tus warre thou turne e Conqueror : 


chy : 
Though fer more caule,yet much leffe {pists cocurie 
pbc ates hese. 
Rich, Scoy Madem,! caf talke 0 word wah you, 
a, Thane no more fennes of the Royall Blood 
nelepde faa cam For my Deeghters( Rsrhord) 


Me Poser Neanes,net weeping Queenes! 
therefore net to hic their lives. 

Rich, You have a deughrer call'd Ein cher, 
Vervecus and Royall end > 


ws. Andmeft the dye for this? O let her live, 
Aad mahi. ris orig rani redreaaa 


Slander as falfe to Edwards bed; 
Throw over hes che vaile of Infamy, omy 
So the may live vaicars'd of biceding (lseghter, Que. Send tober by the men thet ew her Brothers, 
1 will confefle the was not Edwards daughter. A paire ef bleeding hearts : thereoe 
Rich. Weng oot es Bye Royal Prince then 
a. To feve ees Gee 
. Hes lifeis y to hes byrtb. 
« And io chet fafery hes Beorbers. 
Rich, Loe at cheir Bi were 
Qa. No, co cheis lines, ill friends were concrary, 
Tb. All voseoyded is the dcome ° ioducement move ber not 10 love, 
a Tree: when asoyded grace makes Dettiny. Send ber a Lesser of chv Noble deeds : 
My Babes were deftin'd to a faiser death, Tell her,thou mad’lt awey her Vackle 
If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. Her Vackle Réwers, 1 (and for ber fake) 
Rich, You fpeahe os if chet I had flatpe my Cofins? Mad’ quicke conueyence with hes Aon Jun, 
Lx. Cofins indeed, asad by their Vackle couzend, Rich, You mocke me Madem, this not che wey 
Of Comfort Kingdome,Kindred,Freedome, Life, To win your daugheer. 
Whole hand focuer lanch’d their tender beares, ws. There is 00 other way, . 
Thy head(all indireQly gave direQion. Valefle thou could’ put co forme other 
No doubt the murd’rous Knife was dull end blans, Aod not be Richard,thet bath done all chis. 
Tid it was wherted on thy ftone-hard heart, Rte, Say thas | did all this fer lowe of her, 
To revel in the Incrsiles of my Lembes, Qs, Nay then indeed fhe canner choole bur have thee 
But ches fill vfe of greefe, wilde greefe teme, Hesiag boughs lowe, wich fucha fpeyie. 
toagve fhould to thy eares not oame my Boyes, . Looke what is done, cannot be now amanded : 
Till chat my Nayles were ancbor'd in thine eyes : ulfedly fometiones, 
Ant 1 in fach a defp’rare Bay of death, gives to 


Likes Barke, of files and cackling refs, 
Ruth alive peeces.on thy Rocky bofame. 


Then herm’d. 
‘Ze. When goes courr'd with the face of hewmen, 


er Th sdusncorsea of go rey 
a gl Pres 
. Vo gricy and 4 fore 
The bigh Inepesiall Type of unis earths glory, Your Children were vexstion co your youth, 


Bet 





Digoity. 
£ cous Daughter Wife, 
Agai halt 
And all he Keines 
R 'd with double Riches of Contene, 
dyes to fees 
haue thed, 


yor ® 
Prepare her ceres to heare a Woers are loa 
Put in her tender heart, th'alpiring Flame 
Of Golden Soueraigney : Acqusine the Princeffe 
Wich che fweet filens houses of Marsiage ioyes: 
And when chis Ame of mene hath chaftifed 


The Ae et 
Bousd with Tr heat Garlands will 1 come, 


And leade thy daughter to. a Conquerors bed : 
To whom | will retailemy fl wonne, 
And the thalbe fole Vidtorelle,Cafars Cafar. 

Qu. What were I befi to fay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord / Or thall I fay her Vakle ? 
Or he chat (lew her Brothers,and her Vakies? 
Vader what Title fhall I woo for thee, 
That God, the Law,my Honor,and her Lowe, 
Can make feeme to ber sender yeares? 

Rich, inferre taice Engiends peace by this Allience. 


Qs Which the thail purchafe with ftil lating warre. 
Rech. Tell her,the King chac may commend, intreers. 


os Thee ot her hands, which che kings King forbids. 
eb. Say the thallbes idee Mighty Queene. 
he 


Le. Tovate the Tiske,ss her Mother 

Ried. 4 a loue her everlaftingly. 

Qu, But how long fhall chat tule eugs laft ? 

Rich, Sweerly in torce,vnco her faire lives end. 

Qu. Buc how long faicely thal! her {wees life taft ? 

Rosh. As long 0s Heaven and Noture lengthens ic. 

Qu, As ear es Hell snd Reebardlikes of i. 

Say,! hee Soucraigne,amm her SubseG low. 
a, Bur the your Subied,tothes fuch Soucraigney. 
. Be cloquenc in my behalfero her, 
aw. Anhonefi tale (peeds belt, being pleinly told. 

Rech, Then pleinly co her, tell my loving tale. 

Re; Plaine sad not honeft,is too harfh a flyle. 

Reh, Your Resfons ere coa fhallow,and to quicke. 

Aa. Ono, my Resfons sre too deepe and dead, 
Too deepe and dead (poore Infents jin their graves,’ 
Harpe on it All thall J, till beart-ftrings breaks 

Rich, Harpe nozon that firing Madem, that is paft. 
Now by my Geo e,my Garter,end my Crowne. 

Qe. Prophand difhooor'd,and che third vfurpt. 

Rech. 1 (wence 

Ss. By nothing, for this it no Oath : 
Thy George prophan'd, bath loft his Lerdly Honor; 
Thy Garter blemith'd, pawa'd his Knightly Vertae ; 


y thea,by Hessen. 

Qe, Siripstiioay Saris ofall: 
If chow didd ft feare to en Ocsth with bie, 
The vnicy che King my husband made, 
Thou had‘f not broken, oor avy Brothers died. 
If chow hed’@t feas'd to breake an cach by him, 
Th'Imperisll metesil, circling now 
Hed grac‘d the tender semotnetey Cua: 
And both the Princes had bene : 
Which now two tender Bed- fellowes for 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes. 
Whar can't chow fweare by now, 

pa aires an come. 

. Thate wronged in che time ore-pafts 

Ferly felfe hawe many soi to wath 
Heereafter time, foe time pele by thee, 
The Children liue, whofe Fathers thou bef Navghces'd, 
Vagowern'd youth, to waile it with theis age : 
The Parents live, whofe Children thou heft beccher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to waile it wich their Age. : 
Sweare not by time to come, for thar chau heft 
Milvs'd ere vs'd, by times ill-vs'd repeft. 

Rich. As entend to profper,snd repent: 
Se thrive I in my dangerous 
Of hoftile Armes : My felfe, Ife confounds 
Heauen, and Fortune berre me 
Dey.yeeld me not thy lights oor Nighs,chy eft, 
Be oppofite all Planets of good lecke 
Tomy proceeding, if with deere bearts lone, 
Immaculete devotion, holy thoughts, 
I vender nor thy besutious Princely dengheer. 
In her, confills my Happineffe,and chine : 
Without her, followes co my felfe, and thee; 
Her felfe, che Land,end many a Chriftien foule, 
Death, Defolazion,Raine,end Decay ; 
Tc cannot be avo yded, bus by this: 
It will not be suoyded, bac by chis, 
Therefore dease Mother (1 ausft call you fo) 
Be the Acturney of my loue to her : 
Pleade what] willbe, not what I have beeneg 
Nox ay deferts, bus what ! will deferue: 
Vv Neceffity and Rate of times, 

be noe in found, in great Defignes, 
oe IT be cempeed of the Dive! thus? 
ic®. J,if che Dinell 


ponte cote . 
As. Shall | forget my felfe,to be my felfe. 
Rich. 1,if your remembrance wrong your felfe. 
Rs. Yet thou didft kil my Children. 
Rech, Buc in your daughters wombe 1 them. 
Where in thet Neft of Spicery they will breed 
Seloes of themfelues, to your recomforture. 
Lu. Shall I go win my deughrer to thy will? 
Rich. And be ahappy Mother by the deed. 
Qe. 1 go, write tome very y. 
Aad you fhal vnderftandfrom mehermind.  2#Q, 
Rech, Beare ber my trac leves kiffe,and fo farewed. 
Redenting Foole,and thallow-changing Women. 


heere, 
duft, 


































thall plesfe. 

Rich. Lxthou would ibe gone,to leyoe with Bickmond 
Oe Meanie 

Stax. 
You haue no caufe to hold my doubdiull, 
I neuer was,nor newer will be falfe, 
gene Gee then,and mofter men: but leane behind 

our Sonne George Stanley : looke heart be ficrac, 
Or eile hie Hesdesflorence ie but festa, 

Stan. So deale with him,ss [ prowe true to you, 

Ext Stasiey, 





sary the Dake. 
ch Casesby, fiye to 
a will ny Locd,wich all convenient bafte. 


Rich. Catesby come hither pofte to 2 
Fp erie tyro otek 
Why fiay'ft thou here,sod *R oor to che Duke? 


Bue « Nefinge. 


: grecious now ln Danorbhize, 
Pee [enid giaeaae remiss 2 
Sir Edward (ourtery,end the hsegtcie Prelece, 
Bithop of Exerer his elder Brecher, 
With many mos Confedereres are in Astnes, 


Buer avether Abefinger, 
Meg, In Kens ny Liege, the Guifferds ase in Armes, 
Competicors 


And euery boure more 
Flecke to the Rebels,snd chair power grewes Brong. 


And mect me at ° 

Ca.! 

Re. Vina, mey ie plesle you, (hell I doe at Safis- 
? “ae 

Rich, Why, whet would’ thou doe there, before ! 






gee? 
> ( told me I fhould pofte before, Bue ncher Mefange. 
Lae ay witketocheog'dt 
: a Psideeg oli ame, Poa 
Esser Ssadey. ,Owles, Songs Death, 


Stantey, whet newes with you? “gs er mee ene 
Sta.None, Lisge,ro plesfe heasing, A newes to te.. pour Maieftic 
rami zany far ae sed tan } rw. : 


Is, thac by (udden Floods,snd fall of Waters, 


Rich. Hoyday,s Riddle,acicher good nor bed: Armie is difpers’d snd {carcer'd, 
What need’ chose runne {o many mules sbeut, Aad be himfeife wandred away alone, 
When chou meyeft tell chy T ale che neereft way ? No aan knowes whither. 

Once more, what ewes ? Rech, I cry chee mercie : 
Stan. Richwerd in on the Seas, There is my cure that Blow of chine, 


Rech, There tet him finke,and be the Sess on hisn, 
‘White-tver'd Rennagese whet doch be there ? 

Stan. | know not,mightic Soucrsigne,bax by gueffe. 

Rich. Weil,zs you guefie. 


Hazh any well-edaifed friend proctsym'd 
R ce him chat brings the T: ia? 
Stef. Such Prociamation hath been mad, my Lord. 


Stas. Sesrr’d vp by Dorfec, Buckngbam,and Morsen, Euser avecber Mefenger. 
sag Foe arte, soma ge fray bar Themes sequetft 
i teempeis? is che Swed vnfweyd? . Se Leash,end Loed M Defer, 
Is the King dead? the Empire vopofieR? Pas (a ap Ucgein Yackoecanis Arwcas 


Whee Heise of Torky is there olive, but wee? 
had who gins Kgs Torkg: Heire? 
Then cel) me, makes Se Scul 

Sean, Vodefle for thecavy Liege,! canner 

Rich, Voaiefie for the: he comes to be your Liege, 
You connor guetle wherefore the Welchman comes, 


Voto che thore,to aske thole on che Banks, 

If chey were his Affiftancs, yes,or no? 

Wee mine shen) ome ten ee 

Vpon his partic : be miftrufting them, 

Hoyv'd fayle,end made his courfe againe for Briecaine, 
Rich.” on,march o0,fince we are vp m Armes 

If not to fight with forreine Enernees, 

Yet co beat downe chefe Rebels here at home, 


Esser Casesby. 


Cat. My Liege.che Duke of Buckingher ts taken, 
Thas is aie Gea cawen thac the Earle of Richmond 


thy Pewer then to beat him back? 
Where be thy Tenanes,and thy followers? 
Ase they not now vpon che Wefterne Shore, 
Sefe- conduding the Rebeis from theirs Shoppes ? 
ee No, my good Lord, my are in the 


Rich, Cold friends to me: wher do they in the North, 
When chey fhould fervechels Sourrsigne in the Weft ? 












heen be 


ToSalsbery, the reft marchonwithme. Floryb.Exeucdt 


Der. Siz Chroffepber tefl Richmond this from me, 
Thetia the ftye of the moft deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Staniey is Franks vp in held: 
If Tf renok. off goes yong Georges head, 
The feare of chat, holds off my prefenr 7 p88 
So get chee gone s commend me to thy Lord. 
Withall fey, thas the hath heertily conlented 
He thoald efpoule Elizcherh her daughter. 
Buc cell me, where is Princely Richenond now ? 
Chr, At Peabroke,or at Hertford Well in Wales, 
De. Wher men of Name refart to ham. ; 
Cari, Sir Welter Herbers, a concn Soaldics, 
Sie Galbart Talbet, See Wien Staniey, 
Oxford, redoebted Pombrekg, Sit lames Blast, 
Aad Rise ap Thomas, whh 0 valiant Crew, 
And many other of greec name and worth: 
And towards Lendon de they bead ther power, 
ifby the wey chey be net foughe wichell. 
Der. Welibyc thes to thy Lord : hiffe bis hand, 
My Letter will relolue him of my cninde. 
Farewell. Exar 


Atins Quintus, Scena Prima. 
Base Baskieghon ch Hatherds dd 


Richard lex me fpeake with him? 
therefore be patienc 


Buen for 

Thole All-foukes dey 
Sher, 12's. 
‘Bus. Wivy chen Al-foules dey.is my bodies deomfdey 


as ix 


This isthe day,which wm King Edward: ime 


iwifh'd t fall en me, when | was found 

Pails cous Ustddcen need has Wiss Allon 

This ts che day wherein I withe co fall 

By che fall Faith of oem whem meoft ! crufted. 
this All-foules day co my fcarfull Soule, 

Is the determia'd culpa of ay wrongs . 

That high All-éeer,whach 1 dallied wish, 


on my head, 
‘din ict. 
wicked men 
Toanne sesiahdgel tesco Mafters bofomes. 
Thus falles on my necke : 
When he (quoth fhe) thail y beart with forrow, 
Remember 44. wasa 3 
re loabagcrln te the biocke of 
tong hath ber blame che dee of blame. 
nck casope. 


Enter Richmena,Oxford Binet, Horbert, and 
chore with drum and colenr:. 


Rebun Fellowes in Armes,sod ny meft loulng Frends 
Bruss‘d vaderneath the yoake of Tyranny, 
Thus farre into che bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on withou: impediment ; 
And beere receive we from our Facher Stang 
Lines of faire comfort and encouragement : 
The wretched, bloody,end vimrping Boare, 
(Thac (poy!'d your Summer Fields, znd fraitfall Vines) 
Swilles your warm blood like wath, & makes his crough 
In your embowel'd bofomes : This foule Swine 
Is now cuen in che Centry of this Ifle, 
Ne‘reto the Towne of Leicefics es we lesrne 3 
Prom Tamworth chicher,is but one dayes march. 
In Gods name cheerely on, Friends, 
To reape the Hereeft of peers 
By chi one bloody of (harpe Warre. 
Oxf. Ewety mans Confeicnce is 8 thoufand men, 
To fight ageinft chis guilty Homicide. 
Her. 1 not but his Frends will turne to vs. 
Bhow.He hath no friends, bur what are friends for feay 
Which in his deereit aeede will Aye from him, 
Riches. All for our vantege then in Gods neree march, 
True Hope 1s fwift, sad fies with Swallowes wings, 
Kings 1« makes Gods,and meaner createces Kings. 
Exeax Onmes, 


Eater King Richardin Armes with Novfolke, Ratch§s, 
and the Earle of Surrey. 


Rech. Here pitch our Tent,euen here in Bofworth field, 

My Lord of Surrey, why looke you fo {ad ? 

Sar, My heart 1s cen times lighters chen my lookses, 
Rich. My Loed of Norfolke, 

Nor. Heere molt gracious Liege. 

Rich. Norfolke,we euft haue knockes : 

Ne. Weemal Loed 
Ne. We both gine end cake any louing : 
Rech. Vp with my Texz,heere wil Lye eo night, 

Bot where to morrow ? Well,all’s one for chat. 

Who bath defezied che number of the Traisors ¢ 
Nev Six of feuen thouland is theit vemoll power, 
Rich. Why ow Bartalia rrebbies chat eccouncs 

Befdes,zhe name is s Tower of 

Which they vpon the educrfe Feation went. 

Vp with che Tent : Come joa Gendanca, 

Let vs furucy the v the 

Call foe Conve men of found di : 
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Bar Lasds. vo mervesn 3 beke day. : Gueme | Sex k downe. Ts labs asd Paper oady ? 







get widey Gund wack: Cans 
Richawad, Sir Willian Bracdse,Ox- . Biday wat Be 
oe par) ‘j Reclif, shorn the mid of veght come ce my Teng 





Seose, Lak mode 0 Golden fr, And belpe toarmeme. Lesueme I{sy. Sau Racsllf 







Gine Coane lahe ad Paper to rey Teme Fortune,sad 
iwe me 3 
Ihe daw the Forme 20d Modell of our Bartaile, Sich. All comfort chet the dorke night can affcced, 







Defire che Earle to fee me to my Tent: chy Beccell carly in the Morning, 

Yet one thing more (good Captsine) do for me put chy Fortune to ch’Arbieremenc 

Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know? Of bloody froakes. and mortall Raring Warre: 
Bhat. Volefie | have miftene bis Colours mach, Jes! 






His And syde chee te this dowbefull (hocke of Armes, 

South, frece che mighty Power of the King. Bat on thy Gide I may nos be coo ferwerd, 
Ricin. If without perill it be pofiible, Lesfi being 

Sweet Slew make fome mesnes to {peak with him | Be executed ia his Fothers Gghe, 

s moi ocedfull Note. 














Geed weil. 
Dew is rawe snd cold. Riches. Good Lords condu&t Ne co bie Regiments 
They wihdraw wie the Tent. Tle Rrive with croubled ncdfe, to uke s Nap, 


peize 
Bate Ry When | thould ih 
Ree nee Cawly Once more, coaduig tines Lene sae Gada 
Rich. What iss s Clocke? Exons. Séens Richwood, 


Ca. I¢sSupper time my Lord,jr'salnes locke. | Othou, whofe Copraine | account 
King. impinge reg Lactic ay ear awuhtGcdem eat 
Giwe ae forme lake and Paper: Pac in their hands thy bruifag Irons 


Inco my Tent, 













Nov. 1 go wy Lord. Ere let fall the windowes of mine eyes 
Rich. Szis with che Larke to morrow,geatis Norfolk. | Sleeping and waking, oh defend me fill. Shope. 









Nor. 1 wsrran you my Lord. Bk Eater the Chef of Prince Edward, Semvete 
Rich. Ratcliffe, Hoary . 
Ra. My Lord. Gh.to Ri. Lec me fic heaury on thy foale co morrow: 
ep ol pak tidal Pepsner echt middot tal dled 
© Stanly: : bi being his power AT 3 Difpeire therefore,and d 
Before ifing, leat his Sonne George fall Har pig-nt by Br chearcfell Richmond, 
Jato che blinde of eternal] nighe. Por the wronged Soules 
Fill ave a Bowle of Wine : Ginc me a Watch, Of buceher’d Princes, fight lo thy bebelfe : 
Seddle white Serrey for the Field to morrow: King Heaetss iffae Richmond cousfores thee. 
Look thet my Staues be found, & not too heeuy Rael, Enter the Ghoff of Houry she fixt.. 






acbearing vp the Souldiers. ches, 
toes a Bowle of Wiee, Reo eo 
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Euser the Ghoft of Clareuce. 
Ghoft. Jes me fic heasy 19 chy toule to morrewe 
eh al letra viforme Wine 3 
core (Tareuce fe betrsy’d to death 
To menowmtebautltichs om, ° 
ail Sword, dif sad 
Tile hoe sftp eine hoods of Leacebte 


Exsor cite Ghofts of Rowers Gray aod V eng bas, 
Rin rainy itch agate. ny 
Rivers that dy’ce at Pomfsct : difpaire,and dye. 
Grey. Thiake vpon Grer, end let chy foale difpsice. 
Vaugh. Thinke vpon Vasghas and wich guilty fence 
Lex fall chy Lonce, difpaire and dye. 
Alte Rebn. Awake, 
Aad thinke oer wrongs io Reberds Bofene, 
wil him. Avake.snd win the day. 
Esser she Ghoff of Lord Haftags. 
Ghe. Bloody sad puilzy: siliily Geoke, 
Andins Bartell end thy dyes. 
Thiake on Haftings: difpsire,and 
Haft. co Rich. Quiet vatreubled 
A awake : 
Aree, fight,end conquer, for faire Englands fake. 
Eater tbe Gheits of the twe youg Prinses. 
. 2. Dreame oa thy Coufins 
Sraothered in the Tower : 
Let vs be laid within chy bofome Richard, 
And wei dnageriplabinl res yond death, 
N ids chee difpaire and dye. 
Sleepe in Pesce,and wake ia toy, 
Good Angels guard chee from the Boates ennoy, 
Liwe, ond beget a happy race of Kings, 
Edwards Sonnes, do bid chee flevrith, 
Exeer the Gholl of wtane pes Wife. 
Chef ve Rich, Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched Anse thy Wife, 
That newer flept s quiet houre with thee, 
Now filles chy fleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me, 
And fall chy edgeleffe Sword, difpsire and dye: 
Choff te Riche. Thou quict foule, 
Sleepe chous quiet fleepe : 
Dreame of Succeffe, and Happy Viory, 
Thy Aduerfacies Wife doth pray for chee. 
Ester the Chef? of Bucking bars, 
Gheft te Rech. The fir way 
That help’d thee ro the Crowne: 
The laft was | ebat feltthy Tyranny. 
O, in the Bacsaile think on Buckingham, 
And dye in cerros of thy guiltineffe. 
Dreame on, dreame on, of bleody deeds and death, 
Faincing difpsire ; difpsicing yeeld thy breath. 
to Rech. | dyed for 
Ere f could lend thee Aydes 
But cheere thy heast, andbe thou net difmayde : 


God.end als fight on Richmonds fide, 
And Richard fall in beighe of alf his pride. 
; arts out of bss dreams. 


Rich. Gise me another Horfe, bind vp my Wounds : 
Hewe mercy lefu. Soft, I did buc deearne. 
Ocowsd Costionea! bow doft thou afi me? 
The Lightsbamneblew. It isnot dead audnighs. 
Cold fessefull drops fiend an my trembling Aeth. 
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Wher? do I feare my Selfe? There's none elfe by, 
Richard loves Richard, thes is, 1 om 1. 

Is there a Mustherer beere? Ne ; Yes, I om: 

Then fiye; What from ary Scife ? Gores resfon : why? 
Left i ¢. What? my Seif vpon my Selfe ? 


perp mee elengh ip ri Aas i 
a all vs d in each degree, 
Throag all to'th'Basre, crying all, Guiley Gailty, 
I thall difpaire, there is nc Cresture louse me 5 

And if] de,n0 foule thall pirtie me. 

Nay, wherefore fhould they ? Since chat I eny Seif, 
Finde tn may Selfe, no pittie to my Seife. 

Me thoughc, che Soules of of] chat } had suusthes’d 
Cameto my Tent, and egery one did theest 

Te merrowes vengeance on the head of Richard. 


Baer Rescif 


Ra. My Lord. 

Rat hacificry Lord,{ie] she 

Ra. xis Is Cock 
Hach iwice done falacation sib ei idem 
Yous Puends ere vp, and buckle on thelr Armour. 

Kong. O Raclffe, 1 feare,! feare, 

Za. Nsy good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows. 

Kmg. By the Apoftle Pasi, fhadowes to ni 
Hes Broke moore vector vo the feule of 
Then can che fubftance of cen thoufsod Souldiers 
Arraed mm proofe, and led by thallow Richaend. 
Tis not yecorere day, Come go with me, 
Vader our Tents Ile play the Eale-dropper, 
To hesee if any meane to fhnnake from me, 

Exemst Ruberd & Rabie, 


Enter the Lords te Richenend fi: 
bx bie Tent, fron 


Richm. Good morrow Richmond. 
Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfoll Genelemen, 
That you have cane a rardic fluggard heete ? 
Lords. How haue you flept my Lord? 
Rich. The fwreeteh leepe, 
Aad fare bosding Dreames, 
Tha: eves entered in a drowfe head, 
Have I fince youc departure had my Lords. 
Me thoughe thetr Soules, whofe bodies Ricb.murther’d, 
Came ro my Tent,ead cned on : ° 
5 promife you my Heart is very » 
In che remembrence of fo faire a dreame, 
How farre into the Morning ist Lords? 
Ler. Vpen be ftroke of foure. 
Rich. then ‘tis cime to Arme,and give disedtion. 
— e His Oration tobe Seale. 
More then } hawe faid, louing Counctrymen, 
The leyfure snd ssiorcomeei etd hroe 
Ferbids to dwell vpon : yet remcsmbes this, 


9 e@: 


tn cisdic blood, aaboneta blood efteblith'd ; 


God wi wher es peo pebu Sete 
yest re ee ee 
You fleepe in peace, yrant being (laine: 
ve és Countries 


For me, the my attempt. 
parla ecg en semen agas 
Bac if { chriue, the gaine of my attempt, 
The leaft of you hell (hare his pert chercef. 

, ond cheerefally, 
sad ° 


Sound Dremmes sad Trempets 


King. He fad che truth : and whee laid Sereey 
Rat, He Gail'd and thid, che beceer for our purpote. 
King. Hewes ia the sight, end fo indeed ic is, 
Tell che clocks there. 


Ne. Arme,arme,my Lord: the foe vennts *0 the field. 
Kéez.. Come,beftie, buftle. Coporifon wy herle, 
Lord Staciey, bid him bring his power, 
Yeede forth Soldiers ro the plaine, 
thal be ordred. 


9 Surrey, 
Shall bene che leading of the Foor and Horfe. 


his 
affrighs our foules: 
For Confcience is 6 word that Cowards vie, 
Denis'd 2 fir8 to keepe the flrong in swe, 
Our ftrong ermes be cor Confcience, Swords our Lay, 
March en, ioyne brasety, [ct vs coo't pell mel, 
If not to heawen, chen hand in hand to Hell, 


youte varcft ; 
with besuteeus 
reftraine the one, difteine the other, 
who doth leade them, but a Fellow ? 
Long hepe ia Britame at our Motbers coft, 
A Milke-fop, one that aceer in his life 
ohare raphael 
Les’s @raglers o're the Sens agai 
Lath — shale oucr-meemng Ragpes of Frence, 
Thefe feenith’d Beggers, weary of chcit lives, 
Whe (but for drearsing ee this fond exploit) 
For want of meanes Rats had hang’d chernfelues, 
( fwe be conquered, let men conquer vs, 
Hoaue ia cheir owne Load beaten, bobb'd, and thamp’d, 
Aad on Record, left them the heires of thame. 
Shall chefe enioy our Lende? lye with oor Wines ? 
Rasith our 


Alarumncurfen. Ener Cacely, 
Ca. Refes Lord ef Nerfolke, 
Relee Rees * 
enedts more wonders then 3 man, 
8] every danger 
irecu sine acd all ca foot be | 


Scehing fer Richmond in che throee deaah 
Refcue faire Lord jor etfe the dey is loft. , 
Alana. C2 
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Eneer Richard. Da, lebn Doke of Nortoike, utter Lore Fems, 


Rich. A Horfe, a Horle, ay Kingdome for s Horfe. 


Cac, Wuhdrew my Lord, Ike you co a Hosfe 
Racb. peas sspaildes aca, 
And i will andthe bas sed of the Dye 


1 henke chere be fixe Richmonds mn the field, 
Fiue hase I flaine to day, in Head of im. 
A Horfe,a Horfe, avy King dome for a Horfe. 


Migum, fue ag ere 


Resrest pnd Fleurifo. Enter Rictanend, Derby bearorg the 
= Cromer, with dusers ocber Lords. 


Récbrr, God,end yout Armes 
Be prais’d ViGtorous Fisends ; 
The dey 1s ours, the bloudy D is dead. 
Dev. Coursgioas Rich: 
Well baft chou acquit thee : Loe, 
Heese thefe long vi Royalties, 
From the dead Temples of this blondy W'rerch, 
Hage I plack'd off, to grace thy Browes withall. 
Weare it,20d make much of it. 
Reco. Grea God of Hesven, fay Amen to all. 
Buccell me, 1» yong George Stadey luing > 
Dev. Hes my Lord, and (afc in Lescefter Towne, 
Whither (if you plesfe) we inay wathds aw vs. 
Roche. What men of name are {laine on enther fide? 


Sir Robert Brokgotary, and Six willie Branden, 

Rechen, Locerre their Bodies, as become cheir Bisths, 
Proclaime a pasdon to the Soldiers Bed, 
That in febmifsion will rerursec to vs, 
And chen as we hawe cane the Sacraments, 
We will vnice che White Rolfe, and the Red, 
Semlc Heauen this faire Comandhon, 
Thaz loc banc own d apon chen Ennity : 
Wha Trascos heares me, and {ayes noc Amen? 

laad beth long beene mad, and {cart’d her felfe,, 

The Brocher blindely thed the Brochers blood ; 
The Facher, rafhly a. heered his owne Sonne 
The Sonne compeli’d, Barcher to che Sires 
All chis dsaided Yorke and Lancafter, 
Diesded, an thets dire Divifion. 
O now, let Richmend and Ebzsberh, 
The true Succeeders of each Royall Houle, 
By Gods faire ordinance, comoyuetogethér : 
And let thy Heres (God if thy will bc to) 
E sa aes time ae come, — Smooth-fac'd Peace, 
With frie ty, and fawe Profpereus dayes. 
Abate the ape of ater, Graaoas a 
Thace would reduce thefe bloudy dayes againe, 
And make poore Engiand in Sereames of Blood; 
Tet them nor lie to cate his Lands increafe, 
That would with Treafoa, wound this fawe Lands peece. 
Now Cruill wounds are ftopp'd, Peace lees agen; 
That fhe may long live heere,God fey, Amen. Exew 





FINIS. 





















erec ne mere te make you laugh Things now, 

Tass beare ath erghty,end a Serteus Brew, 
Sad ,brgh,end working, full of State andwee. 

Seca Noble Scarnes, a draw the Eyete flow 

We new prefers. Theft chat can Pitty beere 

Mey ef they theake ss well) let fell 4 Teare, 

The Swbucl wil deferue st. Sach asgiue 

Therr ous of hope they may belecue, 

May py Ory Trath too. Thofethat come te fee 

Onely a fhow or tee, end (04 gree, 

The Play may palfe : If they be fish and wsleng, 

Sle vedertake may fee away shesr fo: ling 

Richly sn twe foors boures. Onely they 

Thet couse toheare s Merry, Bawdy Play, 

A aeyle of Targets: Ov to feea Felre 

fa alemg Motity Coste, garded weth Yebow, 


Enter the Duby of Noerfolkg at ne doore. Asche coher, 
he Dubs of Burkengbam, andthe Lord 
Abergauany. 


Burkonghan. 
morrow snd well met How hee ye deve 
tat we (aw sn France ? 

Naf \thanke your Grace : 
ealchfull, and cues (inceafrech Adarer 
Of whae I faw there, 
Bork, An vatimely Ague 
Scaid me s Prifoner in my Chamber, when 
Thofe Seanes of Glory, chofe cwo Lights ef Men 
Met ve the vale of Andren. 
Nar. “Ternt Geynes aad Arde, 
I was chen prefeat, fow chem (alate on Hortebache, 
ee sehr parmalvsif hghted, how they cloog 
ae a tew together, 
Wich hed hey nn BIE 198 
What foure Thion'd ones could hese weigh'd 
? 


Such a compounded ene ? . 
Back, Aliche whole came 
1 was @y Chambers Prifener. 
















THE PROLOGUE. 


eAfus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Will be deceyn'd. For gentle Hearers, know 
To rente ons chofen Truth with fach « pow 
As Feeke, and Fight 0, befide foe feysing 
Oar owne Brasnes end the Opencen that we bring 
Te make that encly trac, we new extend, 
Will leave vs acvcr an onder flanding Freend, 
o Therefore, fer Goodneffe fake and as you are knownt 
Toe Ferfl and Heppich tiearers of the Towne, 
Be fad, as we wonkd moke ye. Thinkeye fee 
Toe very Per fons of our Noble Story, 
As they were Lening : Thamke you fee them Great, 
and follrw'd with the general throng and facet 
Of thexfand Friends: Then, 10 4 momen, fee 
How foone this Mig beine[fe, meets Mifery : 
Aud sf you can be merry then, Ile fay, 
A Atsn may wcepe upon bu Weddeng day. 


Ne. rat ets ee bey 
The view of carthly clory : he 
Toll cas terme Pompe war fs i married 
To one aboue ic feife. Each g dey 


Became che nexs dayes mefter, till che tof 

Made former Woaders, it’s. Te dey the Freach, 

All Cimqvant al] 0 Geld, like Heechen Gods 

Shone dewoe the Bagiith ; endo morrow, they 

Made Brirame, lode : men thet floed, 

Shew dikes Mine, Their Dwerfith Poges were 

As Cherubdins, all giic ; the Madems too, 

Nor vs"drotegle, did aloft (weer to beere 

The Pride epee therm, char chere very labour 

Was to them,ese Psintng. Now this Maske 

W as cry‘de incompasteable ; and th’enfumng neghe 

Made 1c 2 Foole,and Begger. The two Kings 

Equall in lofire, were now belt, now worft 

As did prefeni them tHe meye, 

Still hum in prasle, and bewg prefeac bech, 

“Twas fold chey faw bec one, and no Dalcemer 

Dorft wag ge his Tongue mn cenfuce, wheo thefe Sunnes 

( For fo they phrofe ‘ech) by theic Heralds chaileng'd 

The Noble Spirits to Armes, they ded performe 
t 3 











¢, 
now feene, poffible cnough, gor cardi 

That Bows was belecu’d. 
' Buc, Ohyou gofarre. 

Ne. Asl belceg to werner she 
le Hoacr, Hi the ra@ Ae bar 
Would by s good Difcourfer loofe 
Which A Gicas felfe, was congec toa, 

Bess. est ieapir i he ere 
To che difpofing of 1: cought 
Order gaue cach thing view. The Offer did 
Difindily tus fell Fanction : who did gusde, 
Joeane who fer the Body, and che Limbes 
Of chis great Spore cogeches ? 

Na. As you guefle: 
One certes, that ifes 00 Eleanent 
In fach a bufioefle. ae pee 

Bur. | a oe, 

Ne. ties ordred b che Difcretion 
Of che right Reverend Cardinall of Yorke. 

Baus. divell (peed bia: No mans Pye is freed 
From bis Assbitious finger. What had be 
To do in thefe fierce Vensies? | wonder, 
That fuch a Keech con wich his very balke 
Take vp che Reyes o'th’bencficiall Sen, 
Aad keepe it from the Earth. 

Nev. Surely Siz, 
There's in bim foffe, chat par’s bie co thefe ends: 
Por being not prop: by Auncefiry, whole grece 
Chalkes their way 3 nor call'd vpon 
For high fees done co'th Crowne ; neither Allied 
To AG Rents ; bor Sprder-like 
Oot of his Scife-drawing Web. O gives vs note, 
The force of his owne merit makes his way 

gwefs chat heaven 


Buc. Why theDweell, 
Vpon chis Freach going out. tooke he vpon lure 
ies ar de ally op ge 
Who thould attend on hime He svp the File 
Of all the Genery; for the mott pars fach 
To whom es gicec a Charge, as luke Hence 
He meant to ley vpon ;and bis owne Lettes 
TheH Beord of Coencell, ow 
Mutt ferch hum in, he Pepers. 

Aba. i dokoew 
Kiafmen of aine, cheee at che leat, thet hove 


Bas. Omany 
Haue broke cheir beckes with leying Meenors on ‘em 
For chis geese loerney. What dad ches vanity 

rmanrfter communscation of 

A molt peoreiffec. 

Nor, Greeningly I thiake, 
The Peace berweene the French and vs, noe valewes 
id — did conclude ic. 

" sn, 

Alter tbe hideous forme thet follow'd,wes 


Ner. Whuch ls budded our, 
Fee France hath flsw'd the League,sad hath attach'd 


Our Merchants d Scrat Basdeax, 


rate. 
‘Bar. Why all chis Befinefe 
Ovs Reverend Cardiasil carried, 
Nae. Like x your Grace, 
The Szace takes notsce of the private diference 
Betwitt you, and the Cordinall. 1 eduile you 
(And coke st from a heart, that wilhes towards you 
Honor, aed pleneous fafery) chat you reade 
The Cordinals Malice, and his Pocency 
Lbs cael 3 Toconhder ferther, thas 
this high Hocred woeld effet, wanes c0¢ 
A Menifier mn his Power. Youkaow his Naare, 
That he’s Rewengefull; ond | hnow, his Sword 
Hath 2 fharpeedge : It's long, ead’t may be (aide 
It reaches farre, end where ‘twill not extend, 
Thacher be darts 2. Bofome vp my counfell, 
You'l finde  wholefome. Loc, where comes thar Rock 


That I eduice your Chanaing, 


Ener Cardinal . the Parfe bare befare him, cort aime 
ore gS Secraate: web Paes: The 


Cardenal on be: paffege, fxerb bus eye on Buck- 
panty ate 
bork ful of di : 


Ca. The Duke of Barksng hams Surveyor? Ha? 
Where's his Examination? 

Secv. Heere fo pleafe you. 

Car. Ishe in perfon,ready ’ 

Secv. I, pieafe your Grace. 

Car. Weil,we fhallthen know more, & Barkngban 
Shall leffen this big ge looke. 

Emvunt Cardenall and bes Trams. 

Bac Ths Butchers Carre 1s venom’d-mouth'd, and } 
Hawe noc the power to mu2z7 Ic him, therefore beh 
Not wale hie in hus flumber, A Beggers booke, 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. 

Nor. Whet ere you cheff'd? 
Aske God for Teaap'rance, that’s th'eppliance onely 
Which yous requires. 

Bae, 1 read in's looks 
Matter agsinlt me, and his eye reuil’d 
Me as hes aboc & ebsedd, 2¢ thes tnftene 
He bores mc with fome crickc ; He's gone toh Kang : 
ar mecy our-Rere bim. 

ow. my Lerd, 

And let your Reslon with your Choller queftion - 
Whar ‘cis you go sbout :to climbe = 
Requires flow pece ac Grft. Anger is 
A Gall hot Horfe, who being silow'd hie wey 
Selfe-mertie tyres him : Not amen w Bagland 
Can sdeife me like you : Be to your (clés, 
As you would co pour Friend. 

Bee, Iie corbe Kiog, 
Aad from a moath of » Quice cry downs 








The Life 
This Apfeich fellowes infolence; ot procisime, 
There's difference in ne pex fons. 
Nerf. Be sduifd; 
Bes nots reese eles tec ee 
That it do fadge your ieife. We moy out-runne 
By violent fwiltoefle that which we ren ety 
And lofe by oser-running: know you set, 
The Gre chat mounts che iiquor ti!'t run ore, 
In (ceming to sugthenc it, welts ix. be eduif'd; 
1 fay ageine there ts no Baglith Soule 
More fronge se dire you chen ou (lf 
if with che {ap of reafon you would quench, 
Or bus allay the fre of psffion . 
se rassatad cay oui tie go steak 
{ am weak fell 10 you, : 
By yeer ion Ruths (ep rend loos 
Whem from che flow of gail | name aot, but 
From fiacere motions, by Intelligence, 
And proofes as cleere as Founes on July, when 
Wee fee each grave of gravell; | doc know 
cresfonous 


Nef 
Bark, To th King lle isy't,& moke my vouch os Hrong 
As thore of Rocke: strend. Thisholy Fone, 
Or Welfe, ot both (for he is equal raw’nous 
As he is febrile, a6 prone to mifchiefe, 


Aseble to perform'r) ns minde, end 

tefe€ting one eam lgsiesaioatsl gy 

Only to his . 06 weil in France, 

As herve at howe the King our Mafict 

To chs laf : Thenteruiew, 

‘That fwallowed fo mach treesfare,and like 2 gteffe 
Did breake ch’ 

Nerf. Faith and foit did, 
Back, Pray give me tasour Sir: This cunuing CardinsR 

The Articles oth’ Combinenioo drew 

As hienfeife pleas’dsand they were ratified 

Ac he crode thos let be, to as much end, : 
As give aCrucch to ch'dead. But oor Count-Casdinall 
Has done this,and cis well: for worthy 0 
(Whe cannot erre) be did it. Now this followes, 
Which as § cake it, ies kinde of 

0 th'old dawn Treafon) Charies the owr, 
Vader pretence to fee the Queene his Aunt, 
| (For cures indeed hisceleur, Out he came 

To whilper Welfey here makes vification, 

His feares were chee the Interview berwret 

lend end France, might through thew armty 

dy hire fome peatier, for from this Leogee, 
Peep’d harenes thac mense'dhim Priaily 

Deales wich owt Cardinal, end as Ttroa 
Which I doe well; for I am Sure the Emperaue 
Paid ere he promis’d, whereby his Suic was gransed 

Ere it wesesk’d. Bac when che way was mode 

Aad peu'd with gold: the ches defir'd, 

Thetis ecula te te Sateen $ courle, 
And breake the forefsid proce. Les the King know 
(As foone he thal by me) chat chus the Cordiaall 
Does pe Epelalehi Henow: as be picafes, 

And for hin owne adosncage, 

Nef. ern fouty 
Tehesrechis ofhien; end could with he wae 
Semching miflaken wt, 
Back, No, nox s fillable: 
I do¢ pronesnce him wm thas very (hape 
He thal appease in proofe. 


Haran inen ie teal 
§ 
4 

j 








ing Henry the Eight. Loy 


Neuer aamne to.v% you heue halite our powen: 


( The 


Ester Breeden, a Sergeant at trues before bem, ond 
twe or theee of the Cuerd, 
Bravden. Yous Office Sergeant: execure ix. 
Sergeant. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Berkiegbam and Estle 
Arreft chee of High Treafon, in che asme 
Of ovr mot Soueraigne King. 
Buck, Lo you my Lord, 
The net has falne vpon me, | Shall persth 
Vader deuice, and pradtifes 
Bren. Sam Corry, 
To fee you tane from liberty, se looke on 
The bafinesprefent. Testes Highnes pleslare 
You fhall :o ch’ Tower 
Bock, ic will helpe me norhing 
Toptead aune Innocence; for thac dye 11. on me 
Which makes my whit part, bleck. The will of Heaw’n 
Be done in this and all chings- I obey. 
O my Lord Aburgery : Fare you well. 
Bras, Nay. he mufibesre you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you thall to th Tower,till you know 
How he decermines further. 
Aber. As the Duke faid. 
The will of Heauen be done, and the Kings pleefure 
By me obey‘d. 
Bras. Here is 3 werran: from 
The Xing,t’actach Lord Afeussarate, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Con feffor, John dela Car, 
One Gilbert Prete is Councelloer, 
Bask, So, fo; 
Thefe are the libs o'th' Plot: no more | hope. 
Rva. A Moanke oth’ Chereronx. 
Beck, O Michael Hepyas? 
Bra. He. 
Back, My Surucyorisfaice . The ore-great Cardinal 
Hath thew'd him goid; my life is {pand already: 
1 am the fhadow of poore 8 





Whole Figere even chis inflant Clowd pots en, 
By Darkning my cleere Suane. My Lords farewell. Ere. 


Scena Secunda. 


Cormas Enter Kog Henry , loosing on the Cardnals fren. 
dev, the Nobles, and Sor T hema: Leue?: the Cardinal 


places branfelfe weder the Kang: feece om 
bes righ fide 


Kieg. My life ic (elfe, and che bef heact of tc, 
Thankes you for this preaccare. | floodi'ch’ level 
Of e full ‘d ecie, end give chankes 
Toyouthas chosk’d n. Let be caid before vs 
That Gentleman of 3 » 90 perfon, 
Ile heare him see cesaicenanet 
And polne by point the Treafons of his Masfter, 
He thall agsine reine. 
A aayft ereloin crying rocane Sor the Quamne, vfoer'd by the 
Dake of Ni Enter she Queene, Nerfelke and 
hevels Koug viferh from her State, 
takes ber op, tne oud placath 
ber by hin 


by bins. 
Quen, N » we meft longer kneeie;I Surer. 
King. Antejsad eave place by va hak peer Suis 





echet meity cre you uske fe goven, 
eat your will,end take it, 
- Quen, Thanke your Meielty 
That you would lowe your feife,and in thes love 
Noe vaconhdered lesve your Honowr,nor 
The dignity of yous Office; is the poyat 
Of my Petition, 
Kn. Lady-mune praseed- 
Buren, 1 am folicised nos by a few, 
Aad thofe of crue condition, That your Subredts 
Are in great gricusoce: There hone beene Commiffions 
Sen: downe ‘em, which hath flew'd che heart 
Of all cheie Loyaleresy wherein, shthovgh 
My | ta Lord Cordmall, they vent reproches 
Mof bitterly on you,ss putter of 
Or thefe ex s. yet the King our MaiRer (net 
Whefe Hoaor Heaven thield from farlejewen he efcopes 
Lengeage vamennerly ;yes,fach whieh breskes 
The fides of loyalry,and slmeft appeases 
In lowd Rebellion. 





oppeares, 
pon thefe Texstions, 
ie Clochiers all not able to rensinaiag 
many co then longing, have 
*Falices, Weveers,who 

d by hunger 
And tock of ocher mesags, in ate manner 
Daring ch'even: coo th'seeth,sre all in vprore, 
Aad denger ferves smong them. 

Ken, Taxation? 
Whereintand what Tazsrion? My Lord Cardinal, 
You thac sre blarn'd for it alike wih ve, 
Knew yoo of this Taxation? 
Card. Plesfe you Sir, 
I know bus of s fingle part in oughe 
Poreainestoth Scote: and fron 
Where others cell heps with me. 

— No,my Lord? 
You know no more thea others? But you frame 
Thing» ret ore knewne alike, which ere 90: wholforme 
Tethefe winch weuld nec know them, and yet muft 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe ions 


Letptimtioaibeniagsméreteer'om, 
The 


ln chee File 


ens toch and co beare ‘ern, 
¢ is Secrifice to ch'load ; fey 
They are deuis'd by you, er cife you 
Tee herd on exclemetion. 
Ken. Seill BxaQioa: 
The aarure of it, in what kinde let's know, 
Ic thie Exedtion? 
Queve. a ee ee, 
Ja cempting o ¢ peceence, om boldard 
Vins pect promk'd patton. The Subieds 


Comes through Cormmiffons which fromesch 
The fiat part of his Subftence,eo be lewied 
Witheet delay; sad the sedate this 
Is neen'd, your warres ln mekes bold mows, 


Tongues {purtheir duties owt, aadcotd hearts freeze 
ok ee pda thee cures now 
bee where their prayers did: end x's come te pafie, 
dosha meagan hae tighacthe 
Tecach mealfed Wit: 
cakberaton; (ot 


ng Flenry the Eight. 





Card, And forme, 
I hewe no further gone ia this, then by 
ih Gagle voice,and thes not poll ent. bee 
tpi eee ar Iflam 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
fa tani eh alban 

venir ianiel-<hagln, esha £ 
“Tis but the face of Place, ead the rough Brake 


Ther Vertue maf goc t : wemall not Rin 
Our neceflary selene, in the 
To cope eslicious Cenferers, which ewes, 
As rao'nows Fithes doc e Veffell follow 
Thas 1s new trien’d ; but benefice no farther 
Then vainly longing. What we oft dee beft, 
By (icke loverpreters (once weske ones) is 
Not ovrs,er net slow'd; what worltes of 
Hitting s grofer quality, is cride 
For our befl AA: ifwe thall fend Ail, 
le feare our motion will be mock'd,ce carp'é a0, 
We thould coke roote bere, where we Gr; 
Ox fit State: Starnes encly. 

Xin. Things done well, 
And wirh 9 cate, them felues from fease : 
Things done without cxsmple,in their ae 
Ace co be fear'd, Howe you a Prefidens 
Of this Commifhion? I beleeve nec any. 
We mufi.nos read ovr Subie ds frum our 
And flicke chem mn our Will. Sixt part of cach? 
A trembling Contribution; why we take 
From euery Tree, lop, berk part o'th’ Tleabes 3 
And though we leave nk withs coorethushacke, 
The Ayre will dnnke the Sep. Toevery County 
Where this is queftion'd, fend ow: Letters, with 
Free psrdon to cach men that has deny‘de 
The torce of nis Comanifieas pray 
I put it to yous care, 

Card. A word with you. 
Lee there be Letters wite co cuery Shire, 
Of the Kings grace snd perdon : she greeved Commons 
Hardly conceswe of me, Leticbeoois'd, 
Thet chrough ov Incereethon, this Revokement 
And pardon comes: J thall anca sdutfe you 





















too'y 









Further in the proceeding, Russ Secret, 
Evter Saranjer. 
Quses. 1 atm forry, thas the Dube of Basbjegbow 
3s run ia your difpleafure. 
Kse. It grevesmany 






The Gensleman js Learn’d,and s moft rere i 
To Netuse none more bound ; his ing fuch, 
Thee he may formth and infirodt great Teachers, 
Aad acuer fecke for ayd ou of hemfelfe: yet fee, 
sah eed Aa 

lot well difpos'd, the mince growing once corrupt, 
fo cmnuce Geena 
Then cues they were faire. This man fo compleas, 
Who wee carold fi wonders; sad whee we 
apap paid or bay 

houre h,a minere: He, (ey 

Heth paioech anise habits put bac, 
Thet once were his,endis become at blecke, 
As if befenear’d m bell. Si by Ve,you thel heare 
(Tots wes his Genticraaa in truf) of bie 
Thangs to fitshe Honour fod. Bid han recoone 
The fere-recired praftifes, whereof 
We cannes fecle toe bule, bcare tes much, 













Card. 









. Chem, is't for? 
Lew The reformation of our traac!'d Gallants, 
Thacfillrhe Court with quarrels, taike,snd Taylors. 
L. Cham. I'm glad ‘t19 there; 
Now | would pray our Monhewrs 
To thinke an Englith Courter may be wile,- 
And newer fee the Leewe, 
Lea; They mufi enber 
(Por fo tun the Conditions) leave thofe remnents 
Of Foole snd Feather,that they got in France, 
Wath all cher honourable poincs of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto; as Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abefing betcer men theo they can be 
Out of a forrergne wiledome, renouncing cleone 
The faich chey have oa Tennis aad call Scockings, 
Short bii(tred Breeches, and thole types of Travel ; 
And wnderftand againe like honeft men, 
Or pack cothent of Pleyfellowes;chere, I take it 
may Cove Praniege, wee swry 
The tag end of their lewdneffe,and be laugh d st. 
L. Sen. Tistime to give ‘em Phyfiche, their difeates 
Ace growoe fo cacching. 
L. Cham Whar sloffe our Ladies 
Will have of thefe trim vances? 
Lowel, | marry, 
There will be woe indeed Lords, the flye whorfons 
Haue got a (peeding tricke to lay dowse Ledies. 
AFrench Song, and aFiddle, ba's no Fellow 
L. Ses. The Diuell fiddle ‘em, 
Jam gisd they are going, 
For (ure there's no conucrting of ‘em: now 
An hone Coumry Lord as | am, bearen 
Along time out of play, may bring his Cs fong, 
And have anhoure of hearing,and by'r Lady 
Held current Muficke toe. 
L. Cham, Well faid Lord Sand, 
Your Colts rooth is not caft yer? 
L Sas. Nomy Lord, 
Nor thall not while 1 have a ftumpe. 
L. Cham. Sit Thana, 
Whither were you 8 gong? 
Lew Tothe Cardinals; 
Yoer Lord (hip 1s 8 gueft roo. 
L Cham O, kis crue; 
This night he makes a Supper and 2 great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies, there will be 
The Beauty of thie Kingdome Ile affore you. 
Low, That Churchmen 
Beares a bounteous monde iodeey, 
Ahand as fruvfull asthe Land thac feeds vs, 
His dewes fall every where. 
L. Cham, No doubthee's Noble 5 
He had a blacke mourhthac (ard other of him, 
L.Sae Hemay my Lord, 
Ha's wherewithal inbim ; 
Sparing would (hew 2 worke finne,then I] DoArine, 
Men of his way, fhauid be molt liberall, 
They are fer heere for examples. 
L Cham True, they ace (o; 
But few now gre fo great ones. 
My Barge Aayes ; 
Your Lardthip (hall slong : Come, good Sit Thoma, 
We thall be iste ele, which § would not be, 
For I was (poke to, with Sit /feary Gualferd 
This night to be Comprroliers. 
L.Sam 1 am your Losdihips. Bavint. 
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Scena Quarta. 





Hebous, A fural T eble onder a Stans for the Cardinal, « 
longer T fer rhe Guefs, Tore Emer Anat Sabre, 
and dunes aber Lode. Gonlemrn a: Guefts 
@ one Deore, at an ctbcr Deore me 


Sw Heary Gaitferd. 


S Hen, Ganlf. Ladyes, 
A generall welcome from bis Grace 
Saluces ye sll, This Night he dedicates 
To faire concent,sad you: Nene heere he hopes 
In alithis Noble Beuy, has brooghe with her 
One care abroad; hee would hawe all as merry: 
Asfrft, good Coropsny, good wine,good welcame, 
Can make good people, 


Euter L. Chamberlain: L, Sends and Lew. 
O my Lord, y'are tardy, 
The very thought of this fae Company, 
Clap: wings tome, 
Cham You sre young Sit Harry Can/ford 
Sas. Sit Thomas Lone8, had the Cardinall 
But halfe my Lay.choughts tn him, forme of chele 
Should finde a running Banket.ere they refed, 
I thake would beccer pleafe ‘em: by my hfe, 
They are a (weer fociery of faire ones. 
Lew Orher your Lordthep were bat now Confeffer, 
To one or two of thefe. 
es IL were, 
They thould finde esfie : 
Les. Farhhow sr A aia 
Sea. Aveate as downe bed would sffoor dit 
Cham. Swees Ladies will st pleafetyou fix; Sir Harry 
Ploce you that fide, Mesake the charge of thie: 
His Grace ss entrong. Nay you mefi nor freeze, 
Two women plac'd cogether makes cold weather 
My Lord Sends you ste one will beepe'em wal meg - 
Pray fic berweene thefe Lsdies. 
Sen By my faith, 
And chanke your Lordthip: by your leave fee Ladies, 
If} chance toralhe alittle wilde,forgine one : 
Bhed ic from my Father. 
Ae. Bol. Was he mid Sie P 
Sas. Overy em, cacecding mad,m lone toe; 
Bat he would bite none, ult 23 I doe now, 
He would Kiffe you J wenty with a breath. : 
Chew, Well fad my Lord: 
So now y'are fairely (cated : Gntlemen, 
The pennance lye: on you; if thele foie Ladies 
Paffe oway frowning. 
Seo. For tay licue Cure, 
Let me alone. 


Heborer. Eater Cardinal 
Card Y'are welcome my faire 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Innot my Friend. This to confirme ay welcome, 
And to you all good health. 
Sea. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me haue (uch a Bowle aay bold my thankes, 
And fave me fo much calhing, 
Card, My Lord Send;, 


, ard takes bas Scare. 
stbet noble Lady 


NN  ————————————<_ 















Whefe feule is chis? 
San, The red wine fic aeft rife 


stage ps beac 
San. Yes, if lmakemy play: 
Heer’s to your Ladifhip, and pledge ic Madam: 
Fer tis to fech a thi 


Trmepet, Chanbers bfchargd. 
Sax. 1 told your Grace, they would ualke anon, 
Cad, What's thas? 
Cham. Looke out there,fome of ya, 
Card. What warlike voyce, 
Aad to what end is this? Ladies, feare not 5 
By all che lawes of Warte y‘sre prisiledg’é. 


Enter a Seruant. 
Coen. How now,what ist? 
San. A noble troupe of S 


is night to meet heere they coald dos ne leffe, 
e of the grost refpe@a they beare te ) 
leswe thei Plockes,and vader yoor faire 
pe lesae co view thefe Ladies,and entreat ‘ 
a hoare wich ‘em. 


Afsfcks, Dae. 
Card. My Lord. 
Chem. Your Groce. 
Card. cell “erm thas mech fom me: 
There theuid spr aie calla Hail sip 


More werthy this then my (elfe,to whom 
(fT bee a) why loess ny 
would ie. 
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Chars, Such sove, they ai! coafefle 


There is indeed, which thry would bane year Geace 
Fisd caasée ciate ni 


Ho ee ood lesues Genclemten ; heere Demake 
y soya 


Your Grace is growne fo plesfane. 
Kas. My Lord Chamberiaine, 

Prethee come hicher, whee feire Ladies thee / 
ee 


Cord. Sit Thonas Leuel,is the Bankes ready 
I'd’ Privy Chambes ? 


I Geare, with dencing is a little heated, 
Kon fesse too much. 
Card. There's frether syre my Lord, 
Ta the acxt Chamber. ad 


Exot with Trampets. 


Adlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 








Enter twe Geutlernan ct 
8. Whether away fo fa? 
3. O,God faue yee 
Bu’ to rhe Hell, to heare wher hell become 
Of the Deke of Buckinghem. 


Deoowres. 


2 But pray how paft iz? 
t. He tell you in alicsle. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, co bis sccufetions 
He plesded Aili nor and 
Many tharpe resfons to the Lew. 
The Kings Atcurney on the . 
Vrg'doa the Exsrmnacions, ,conke(Gons 
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lucrs wi 

pidlareh teat inborn eirtrdeabds 
At which eppear'd spainf him, his Serueyor 
Sit Gilbert Peckg his Chancclices cad leben Car, 
Confeffor to him, with chat Dieell Moake, 
Hepkens, that mode this mitchiefe. 

a Thac was hee 
That fed bien wich bis Prophecies. 

t- The fame, 
All chefe acces'd him ftrongly, which he feine 
Would haec flung from him; but indeed he couldact; 
And fo his Peeres vpon this evidence, 
Have found him guiky ofhigh Treafon. Much 
He (poke ned leernedly for Ife: But oll 
Was either pittied in him, or forgorten. 

a- After all chic, how did he beare himfelfe ? 

3. When he wes bronghe agen ro th’ Ber, co heare 
His Kaell rung out, his ludgemenc, he was ftir'd 
Wich fuch sa Agony, he (west excreamly, 
And ing {poke in choller, ul end hafty: 
Bat he fell co himécife againe, and fweetly, 
fo all che reft (hew'd a moft Neble perience. 

- 1 doe noc chinke he feares death, 

a. Sure he does nos, 
He never wes fo womanith, the coufe 
He may oliccle grieve ac. 


a. Certsinly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
t. Tistikely, 
al) conleGiures: Pir Kildares Actendere; 
Depaty of ircland, who remou‘d 
Barle Surrey, was fent thither, ond in hall roo, 
Lesft he fhoald helpe his Fesher. 
3. Thactsiche of State 
Wee a dceepe cnuicus onc, 
3. Athis ceturne, 
No doubc he will reqeike ik; this is noted 
(And J glen Lr haat paler 
The Cardaal! lafleatty will finde imployment, 
And farce enoagh from Coart too. 
a. Alithe Commons 
Hate him pernicioufly ned 0° my Conference 
With him ten feddem : This Duke as mech 
toue end doase on: cal! him bounceous Beckeghan, 
The 


wros of all courtefic. 

Bae Backiagban fron bu A » Tigftane before 
bia, tbe Axe wah rhe odes towards ban. Halberd: 0 tack 
fide, wah Si Thoma: Loud, Sv Nicholas 

Vaux, Si Waker Sands, and commen propis, ec. 


3. Seay there Sir, 
And fee the noble ruin'd man you {peake of. 

a Let's fiend clofe snd beholdhim. 

Buck, All good people, 

You thar thas farre hauc come to pitty me; 
Heare what I [ay,ond then goe home sod lofe me. 
T have this day recete'd a Traitors wwdgement, 
And by that name muft dye; yet Heauen beare witnes, 
And if [haue a Conference, let it Ancke me, 
Even es the Axe folls, if] be nox falchfell. 
The Law I beare no mallice for my desth, 
Thas done vpon the preeufes,buc leftice: 
But thofe that foeghs It, I could with more Chriftisas: 
(Be what they will) I heartily forgiae em; 
Yet let ‘em looke they glory 001 1n mifchiele; 
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or ila on the graues of great raen ; 
For then,my guikieSe blood muft cry agenft ‘ers. 
For fecches life in chis world 1 at’re hope, 
Nor will I (ue,akbough che King haue mercies 
Mere thea J dare wake fenlts, 
Aad darebe bod vo weap for Baro bas 
dere tow . 
Hopihoa ced Feendeod Fellowes: whom to 
y Sitter to 3 
Goce with mc like goed Kogenco ye 
And as the diworce felson me, 
And lift my Soule to Heasen. 
Lead on a Gods name, 
Lomi. | doc beleech your Grace, for charity 
If ever eny malice in your heart 
Were hid egainft me, now to pa oes frenkly. 
Back, Sir Thomas Lear, | a3 forgive you 
As] would be forgiven : 1 forgive all. 
There csnnet be chofe sumberiefie offences 
Geinft me, chat | cannot rake peece wich: 
No blacke Eouy (hell make my Grauc, 
had ihe fpeske of Borknghow 
Aad if he eol B 7 tefl 
You met him halfe in Heaven: dak sleone 
Yet are che Kings; end cill my Soule forfeke, 
Shall cry fos bleffings onhim., Mey be live 
ee Lhene tie to cell his yesres; 
Beer beiou'd and loung, may hus Role be ; 
And when old Time hall lead him co his end, 
Goodoeffe and he, fill vp one Manument. 
Lem Toth’ water fide! muft conde your Grace, 
Then glue my Charge vp to Sir Nicholas Uaws, 
Whe vndeitakes you to your end. 
Banat Prepare there, ie = 
Duke 1s comming . See the Berge be ready; 
Aad fic # with fuch fe castes fuites 
The Greatneffe ofhis Perfon, 
Back. Nay, Sis Nicholas, 
Let it alone, may Stace now will but mocke me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Confisble, 
And Duke of Buckegbem now poote Edward Bebaw, 
Yee 1 am richer chen my befe Accufers, 
Thet never knew whee Truth meant: I now feale st; 
And wich that blood will make ‘em one day grosec for't 
My noble Father S/evry of Bactraghans, 
Whe firfi reis'd head egeinft Vfarping 2 
Flying for fuccous to hisSeruant Banifecr, 
Beng diflref; wae by that wrecch bewaid, 
And without Tryai!, fell; Gods peace be with him, 
Henry the Sesuenth fucceeding, cruly putying 
My Fatherslofle; Itkea moft Royell Prince 
Reftor'd me tu my Honours : snd out of races 
Made my Name oace more Noble. New his Seane, 
Hany che Eight, Life, Honewr,Neme and sll 
That made me happy ; a¢ one flroshe ha’s coken 
Fer ever fromthe World. I parse AN an 
And muft needs fhy a Noble one; which makes me 
Alictle heppier then my wretched Father: 
Yet thus forre we are one in Forrenes;boch 
Fell by our Servants, by chofe Meo welen'’d maf» 
A mofl vnnarurall and faithleffe Seruice. 
Heasen ha's an end in all: yet, you thes heare me, 
This from 0 dying even receue as certeme: 
Where yoo are liperoll of your loues and Councels, 
Be fese you be nox loofe ; for sare clearer 





Be ¢ he toy When they coce 
The ieatt ob in your forveoes, fall away 
Like water from yc, neuer found againe 
Bus where they meane to finke ye: a es de dag 
Pray foc ene, mult now forfahe ye,che lat houre 
Of my long weary life is come vpon me: 
Fase well; and when you would (sy fomching shat is (od, 
Speake how! feil. 
I have done;ead God forgrue me. 
Excun One and Treme, 

1. O, chis v6 full of pscy; Sir,rt cole 
I feave,teo many curfes on ches heads 
Thet were the Authors. 

a. Ifthe Duke be ¢, ee 
‘Tis tall of woe: yet | con gree you iog 
Of on enhung evill, if ic tale 
Gremer then this 

8. Good Angels beepe t from vs: 
What may it be? you doc not dowbs my fai ch Sie? 
* a. Thee Secret is fo wanghcy, ewill require 
A fuong fenh to conceale it. 

8: Let me have st: 
I doe nos talke ruvch. 

a lam confidens; 
Yow that Sir: Did you not of lore dayes beare 
A bur zing of s Separation 
Betwee-ve the Kiog and Kasberver ? 

t. Yes, bur rt held nor; 
For when the Keng once he sed st out of anger 
He fent command ta the Lord Moyor fraighe 
To flap the remor;and allay chofe tongues 
Thas duc difperte x 

a. But cha flunder Se, 
1s found a rand now: for ut growes 
Frethee thea eres was; ond heid fur certaine 
The Keng will venture acc Esher che Cordusall, 
> ahreghacy asclnaal are seer 
Tothe weene, Aon ancths 
Ther ad a aby r confirme this ota 
Cardsnail Campers us 21 10'd, and lacely, 
As all chinke tor this bufines, 

4. Tis the Cardinall; 
And sacerely to revenge him on the Emperowr, 
Fes act ing on horn ec his asking, 
The Archbithepricke of Todede,this 1s purpos’d, 

a. Ichenke 
You hove bit che marke ; bec ist nor creeil, 
That fhe thould feele che (man ofthis : che Cardinell 
Wili have his will, end the maf fall. 

t. Tis welsh. 
Wee ere coo open beere to argue this : 
Let's thinke in prisete mere. Exeomt, 


Scene Secunda. 


Earev Lord Chamberiesne, reading thas Latter. 


Ladin » wh all che 
chofen, Fel gfe faregh d. 


ony Lord Cardenal Jy Comanfhen, and mon tooke 
aleasteh wh she reajon seu manifier mould ber foro dbe. 


The Lief King Hey the Eghe. 


‘ Tins beld bad sn, 


‘From Princes co Pages: all mens honours 
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6 Saree) , woenk 3 cay mowthes 
Se. 
1 feare he will indeede ; well, lec him Bene chem 
will bewe all i chinke —_ 


Boner to rhe Lord Chamberlaree, the Duby; of Nore 
asd Suffelke, 


Nerf. Well Pd Lord Chawberlane. 
Cham. Good day co both your Graces, 
_ Soff. How is the King ioployd ? 

Chon. Llefthia sr at 
Pell of fad thoughts and troubles. 

Nef. What's che caufe ? 

Cham. It fecrnes the Marriage with his Brothers 
Ha’s crept coo ocere his Conkcience. 

Suff. No, bus Confcience 
Ha’s crepttoo aeere another Ladiec. 

Nef. Tis fo; 

This ts the Cardinals dong: The King-Cardinall, 

That blinde Prieft, like the elde@ Senne of Fortune, 

Turnes what he ft, The King will know bun ene day. 
saff. Prey God he doe, 

Hee'l neocr know himfelfe eile, 

Nef. How holly he workes m ell his bufineffe, 
Aad wich whae ee Fee now he has crache the Leage 
Berween vs & che ros(che Queens preatN w 
He dives ino the Kings Soule, eee Ca ) 
Dengers.doubre, wronging of the Conference, 
Feares, and defpaires, and all thefe for bis M arrioge, 
And out of all chefe,ta reftore the King, 

He counfels a Divorce,aloffe of her 

Thac hike s Jewell, ha's hung sweny 

About ins necke, yet never loft Ler lattre; 

Of ber chet loves him wich thee eacellence, 

Thas Aagets love good men with : Even of her, 

That when che greateft Rroake of Forsune falls 

Wii} bleffe the King : end is noc this courte prows ? 
Cham.Heaven keep me from fech councel.cis moll t 

Thefe newes are cuny where. every tongue (peaks em, 

And every true heart weepesfor's. Altthee dese 

Looks inco thefe sffaires, {ee this mam end, 

The Prench Kings Sifter. Heaeen will one day open 


The Kings eyes, chat fo leag haue (icp vpon 























































Saf. And fece os from his flauery, 
Nef. We had oced pray, 

And heortily, for owe delimerance; 

Or rhts reapernoes man will worke vs all 








bse she onc lupe betore him,so be falhuca’d 
Ime what pach he pieafe, 

Sef. For me,my Lords, 
I love hum nat,nor feare hum, chere’s my Creede: 
As I sm made withour hirm,fo Ie Read. 
If che King pleate : hes Corfes and his blefings 
Touch me slike: ch’are breath I not beleeve tte 
Sede tim.snd | kaow bum : fo [ lesne him 

© hom ther made bign 3 the P 

Nef. Levsm, ees a 
And with fome other bufines pur 










the King 














The King he’s fene me ocherwhere : Bebdes 

Y ow't Rade amoft vofic ume to diftutbe him: 

Heelch to your Lordthips. 
v 













2s 


cap pogcmmaael yi and the Keng drawes re Cartaine 


Sef. How fad helookes; ture he 1s neuch affiscted. 
Kia, Who'sthere? Ha? 


Nef. Prey God he be nox ' (felues 

Kia. Who's there | fey? How dere youthruft your 
Tato my priuste Meditauons? 
Whoam 1? Ha? 

Nerf. A gracious King , that perdons afl offences 
Malice ne’re mesat : Our breach of Duty this way. 
Is baGaefle of Eftate; in which, we come 
Toknow d Roysil pleatuce. 

Kin, Ye ate too bold : 
Go too, ile make ye know your tunes of bubnelfe : 
Is chis an howre for temporal affarres? He f 

Boater Woljey and C. wah a (armmiion. 

Who's there? my pood Lord Cardinall? O my Meffry, 
The quiet of my wounded Confcience ; 
Thou art cure fit for « King: you welcome 
Mofi leamed Reverend Sir,10%0 o«r Kiagdome, 
Vie vs,and x: My good Lord, have great care, 
I be not found a Talker. 


Nerf. This Prieft ba's 00 pride ia him ? 
Sef. Norco lpeake of : 
I would nox be fo ficke chough for bis place: 
Burt this cannot continec. 
ee If x doe, Ile venture one; hawe at bim. 
~ Lanocher. 
Exeun Norfolty aed Saffeike. 

wl. Your Grace ha’s giuen a Prefideas of wifedome 
Aboue all Princes,ie commicting freely 
Your (cruple to the voyce of Chniftendome : 

Who can be now? What Enuy reach you! 

The Spaniard tide by blood and fauoerto her, 

Muh sew confelfe, ifthey have any goodneffe, 

The Tryall,ieft and Noble. All the Clerkes, 
eneane the learved ones in Chriftisn Kiag domes) 

cheis free voyers. Rome (the Narfe of ludgement; 

Inuiced by your Noble felfe.hach fent 

One generall Tongue vato vs. This ood men, 

This twft and learned prich, Cardnall Campeamr, 

Whom once more, | prefent ento your Hig bneffe. 

Kin. And ence mere in roine ermes | bid im welcoune, 
And chanke the holy Concise for theis loves, 

They hawe (ent ave foch e Man, 1 would have with'd for. 
Cam.X oar Grace eof needs deferse all ftrangrvs lowes, 
You are fo Noble: Tu your Highneffe hand 

I render ray Commiffion; by whole vertec, 

The Court of Rome commending. Youmy Lerd 
Cardanell of Zorly, are loyn d with me thes Seruent, 

in the tall iudging of this Bufineffe. (tes 

Ke. Twoequall men: The Queene fhall be acquain- 
Forthwith for what you come. Where’s Gardener? 

Wel. Lknow your Maiefty he's alweyes lon’d her 
So desre in heart, aot to deny het char 
A Woman of leffe Plece might askeby Law; 

Schollers allow’d freely so segue for her: 

Kin. 1, end the bef the thell have and my fauour 
Tohim that does belt, God forbid els: Cardinal, 
Prevhoe call Gardiner to me,my new Secretary. . 

Ifad hin » fit fellow. 


Gordimer. 

sel, Gear me hand. much ioy & faseus . 
You are the Kin haw a mas 

Gard. Bus w be conwnanded 

os cuer by yout Grace, whofe hand ha’s rais’d ene, 

Ke. Come hkhe: Gada. 

walkes and whifpars. 

Camp. My Lord of farky, was oor one Doar Pace 
Inthis mans plece before him? 

Wel. Yer,he was. 

Camp. Was he aot held e learned man? 

Wel. Yer farety. 

Carp, Belceve me there's an ill opinion {pread 
Ewen of fetfe Lord Casdinell. — 

wel, ?ef me? 

will not ficke to fey, you ennide bise; 

And fearing he would fc ( he was fo veqtaous ) 


Kept tum a forraigoe man fill, which fo green'd him, 
That be ran med, and dide, 
wel, Heau'ns peace be with hom: : 


Thac’s Chriftsan care t for heing Marmurers, 

There's places of rebuke. He was a Fook 

For he would needs be vertaous. That good Fellow, 

If} command bun followes my eppownument, 

] will have none fo neece cls. Learne this Brocher, 

We live not to be grip d by meaner perfons. 

Kia. Dehucr chis with modefty roch Queene. 

Exst Cardawr. 

The mot conseatenc place, thar! can chinke of 

Foe fach receipt of Learning.1s Black-Fryers : 

There ye thall meere about thes weighty befioes. 

My melfiy fee it furnith'd, Omy Lord, 

Weald aor grieve an able manco leave 

Se (weet Bedfellow? Bur Conlcience Coalctence; 

O ‘ns acender place, and I mutt leave ber. — F xeems- 





Scena T ertia. 





Eater Auer Bullen, and an old Lady. 


Aa. Nor for that ocithershere’s the pang chat pinches. 
His Highneffe ,haomng tiu'd fo long with her, and flee 
$0 good 3 Lady, that no Tongue could ever 
Pronounce usfhonoar of her ; by my life, 

She pever knew harme-doing : Oh,now afiet 
So many cout{es of the Sunenthroened, 

Sull ina Masefty and poerpe,che which 
Toleave,® A atid fold merce bitcer, chen 

‘Tis (weet at hrf Cacquse Afcer this Proceffc. 
To grue her the suaunc st & 2 pitty 

Woeld mou s Monfter. > 

Old La, Hearts of moft hard cemper 
Meit sad lament forher. 

Ae. OhGods will, auch berter 
She ne're had knowne porape ; though't be cemporall, 
Yerif ches quecrell Fortene, do divorce — 

Ic from che bearer, ‘tis e fufferance, pargirg 

As Covle and bodies fevering. ' 
OL. Alas poore Lady, 

Shee’s a ftranger cow sgsine. 

fu. So rmuchthe more 
Muft piry drop vpen her, vert 


I (wresse,tis berver to be lowly aes 


Ame: By ang woth, and Maidenhead, 
1 would nec bg a Qorene. 
Ol4.L. Bethrew mc, lL woeld, 
And vename Maidenhead for't,and (0 woeld you 
For all this (ptec of yous Hipocsife: 
You chat have fo faire pares of Wome en you, 
Have (100) a Womens beart, which ewer yet 
Affected Betinence, Wealth, Soversigary; 
Which, to fay foods, sre Blefiings; apd which guifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capsary 
Of your tof, Chivereti Conference, would reerive , 
If you aright plesie vo Arerch ic 
Alora. Nay, good troth. : 
Old. Yes rath.& roth; you would net be s Queen? 
Anuar, No, nr for ail the riches vnder Heaven. 
044. L.Tis ftrangeys threepence bow'd would hire me 
Old as 1m, ce Queene it: bee I prey you, 
What thinkc you of a Duccheffe? Hae you limbs 
Tobesre tha load of Tide? 
Ae. Nominth. 
O.L Thenyouasre weakly made plecke off 3 Intie, 
I would nox be 2 young Count in your way, 
For more then bivthing comesto: If peur becke 
Connet voochfafe this burthes, ts tao weske 
Ever co get 2 Boy. 
fs. Eee pe dare 
1 fereare agsine, I would nos be a Queene, 
Fee all the world: 
OW. L. 1a fah, for litcle En 
Youd venture an embsliing : J ay feife 
Would lor Cernaraanforre, dthowgh there long ‘4 
No more co th’ Crowne bus chat : Lo, who comes bere f 


Emer Lord Chauberiaine. (kaw 

L. Cham. Good motrow Ladies; whet wer's worth co 
The feever of your conference? 

Aa. My geod Lerd, 

Not your demand; it valucs not your ssking 
Ow Sis Sorrowes we were pittying. 

Chan. Ic wera gracie bufinrfla ond becoowning 
The sfice ef goed woencn, there is hope 
All will be w 

An. Now I pray God, Amen. 

Cham. You besre a gentle minde,& heas‘aly blefiings 
Follow (uch Createres Thet you may, fase Lady 
Perceiue | fpcake fincerely, ond high sotes 
‘Tone of your many verrurs; the Kings Maiefly 
Commends his goed epimon ef you,so you; and 
Doe's purpofe honoor 0 you a0 lefle Rowing, 

Thea Marchionctle of Pesbroekg; co which Title, 
A Thoulaad poond 3 yesse, Aanwsll foppore, 
Oat of his Ceace he addes. 

Ae ldoenoiknow 

What kinde of my ebedience,] fhould cender; 

More then my All.js Nothing: Nor my Prayers 

Ase not words duely hallowed; nor my Wilhes 

More worth,shen empry vanities : yet Prayers & Withes 
Ace all} can sewrne. Betecch jeu Locdfhip, 
Vouchlatc to fpeske my thankes,and my obedience, 

As from 3 bluthng Handmsid, to his Highneffe; 
Whole health and Royahy | ptayfor. 
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the fairs conceik 

The King heth of yeu. I heue peres'é her wall, 

end Honour in her ere forningled, 
That they have coughs the King : ead whe knowes yet 
But from thie Lady, may proceed a lemme, 
Tobighces all this Me. I*le tothe King, 
Aad hy | fpoke with you. 

Ext Lord Chanbalant 

ifn. My honeur’d Lord. 


Coane pst betwist too carly, and too late 
For any fuc of pounds: and you, (ob fase) 
A very freth Fith heere; fye.fye,fye vpon 
TNs compet'd fortune: haee your mouth fild ep, 
you openit. 
Ain. Thisis Arange ro me, 
Ol4 L. How cafts tc? Jo 0c biter? 
There wass once (tis an ald Story) 
Thar would not be » Queene, that would the aot 
For sli the mud m Egypt; bsec you heard ic? 
Aa, Come you ace plesfant. 
O44. L. With your 1 beeme,! coaid 
O're- moanc the Larke: The Marchionc fle of Feanbroske? 
A thoufand pawnds a yesre, for pore refpe A f 
Noother obligation y my Lik, e 
That promifes mo ¢ : Honoers traine 
Is longer then his fore-sh itt; by this come 
I know your backe will beare a Duscheffe, Say, 
Ace you not Aronger then yuu were? 
ee 2, Good Lady, ‘ 
ake your {elfe mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leaue me out on’t. Wald I had ao being 
Ufchis falare my blood a 10; ts fences me 
Tothinke what followes. 
The Queene is comfordefle, ona wee forpetfall 
In our long abfence: prey doe not deluer, 
Wha heere y hewe heard to her, 


OL. Wh doe you thinke me Eure 


Scena Quarta. 


___ Eravapets Seanet, and Cornets, 
Excer ewe Vergers, wel fheri filmer wands, next chem two 
Sex ches 1 the babe of Defkers: after then, the Bifooy of 
Canerbury alae; after bre, the Bofbeps » Ely, 
Rechefter, aed S. Afape: Next therm, wnt foree fama 
defence, fobowes a Gertleman bearing the Perje, wiih the 
great Seale, and a Cardesals Hat: Then twe Pricfis bea. 
rong cach a Sitmer Croffe Then «Gentleman Vforr bare. 
beaded acompemedwah a Sergeem as Arine:, bearing 
Siecr Mace: Then 120 Geatlemen beareng twe great 
Stee Prlers : After thems, fide by fide. the twe Cardmal:, 
rwe Neblemen with the Sword and Mace, The King tate: 
piece vader she Cloth of State The twa Cardsnals ft 
vader bras as ludger, Te Queene takes place fome de. 
Raecce from she ing. bade op 4 place shem/elmcs on 
carh fide tbe Court is manne ofa Confflery: Belew them 
tho Scriber, The Lords ft wat the Bybepr. The reft of she 
Artrndant flaad in conmeniera ender ebesn the Stage. 
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Car, Whil'f cer Cocnanifion from Rome is read, 
Let filence be commanded. 
Keng. What's che need? 
ic hach already publiquely bene read, 
And on all ides ch’Authority allow'd, 
You may then {pare that time. 
Car. Bee’ i ahaier® 
Seri. Say, Heary K . of England, come into she Court. 
Crier. Hiory Kong of England,&cc. 
my. rieere. 
. Say, Katherine Queene of England, 
Come saothe Court. 
Creer. Katherine Queene of Engtend, ac. 
no anfwer ,rifes ou of bev (hawe, 
oes abeon shee Court, cones to tha King sand knectes at 
bis Feete, Then froakgs.. 
Sir, I defire you do me Right sad Icftice, 
And to beftow yous pitry on me ; for 
Tams moft poore Rene eee 
Borne ont of your Dominions : having 
No ludge indifferent, nor no more aflerance 
Ofequall Friendthip and Proceeding. Alas Sit 
In what hese I offended you? What caule 
Hath my behsuiour given to your di{plesfure, 
That thus yoo proceede to put me off. . 
And coke your good Grace from me ? Heaven witnefle, 
Ihave bene to you, a true and humble Wife, 
Ac all ties e@ your will conformable: 
Ewer in feare to kindle your Difke, 
Yee, febied 10 yous Countensnce: Glad,or lorry, 
As (flaw it inclia’d ? When was the houre 
J ever contradifted your Defire? 
Or made it not mine t00? Or which of your Friends 
Have | not frowe co lowe, although } knew 
He were mine ? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him desiu'd your Anger did | 
Continue in my Liking? Nay, gaue notice 
He was from hence difcherg’d ? Sir, call co minde, 
Tha I hase beene your Wite, in this Obedience, 
Vpward of twenty yeares, and have bene bleft 
With many Children by yoo, Ifin the courfe 
And proceffe of this time, you can report, 
And prouc it coo, againii mine Honor, spre) 
My bond to Wedlocke, or my Lowe and Datie 
Again yous Sacred Perfon, m Gods name 
Turne me away : and let the fow!'ft Contempe 
Shuc doore vpon me, and fo give me v 
Tothe tharp'?t kinde of luftice. Pleste you, Sit, 
The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moft Prudent ; of an excellent 
And enmarch’d Wit, and ludgement. Ferdixand 
My Father, King of Spaine, was reckoa'é one 
The wifeft Prince, chet there hed reagn'd, by many 
A yeare before. Ic is not tobe “4, 
That they had gasher’d 2 wife Councell totbem 
Of every Reatme, thar did debate this Bufineffe, 
Whe dcem'd our Marriage lawfel. Wherefore I humbly 
Befeech you Sir, ¢o (pare me, till I may 
Be by my Friends in Spsine,aduls’d ; whole Coenfaile 
1 will implore. 1fnot,i’th'insme of God 
Your pleafere be fulfill’d, 
Wel. You heue heere Ledy, 
rs of nip biesaeed thefe Rewerend Fathers, men 
Copel ray end Learning ; 
© plesde your Caule, It thall be cherefore boatlefie, 


That longer you defice the Court, 38 well 
For your owne queet,as co reQifie 
What is vnferied in the Kiog. 
Camp. His Grace 
Heth fpoken well, and iwflly : Therefore Madom, 
It's fie i Royall pine proceed, 
And chat (without ) cheie Argements 
Be new prodec'd,and heard. 


a. Lerd Cardinal, to I Speake. 
ra Your " eoden, 

Sie, 1 sm about to 3 bus thinking ches 
We are a Queene (er long keoedicun'd fo) concine 
The daughter of s , Poy drope of teares, 

He ture to fparkes of Bre. 


Wel, Be yet. 

Qe, Ill, wba you ere humble ; Ney before, 
Or Ged will pasith me. 1 do beleeue 
i pte Ly eolperparey lp 

ou ste mine ; 

You thall net be judge. Foicttyo 
Haue blownechis wine my Lerd,and i - 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore,! (ay againe, 
I vecerly abborre ; yes,from my Soule 
Refofe you for my ludge, whow yet once more 
Thold my moft malicious Foe, and thinke not 
Acalla to treth. 

Wel. 1 do profelle 
You fpeske not lke your felfe : whe ever 
Hove Rood to Charity,end difpleyd creeds 
nme 

-topping womans powre. do me 
I have 00 Spicene ag aiaft yoe, nor inio hice 
For you,or any : how ferre } hawe 
Or how fasse farther (Shall) is warranted 
By s Commiffioa from the Confiftorie, 
e,the whole Coohiftorie of Rome. You chesge me, 

Thos | howe blewne this Cosle :1 do deny it, 
The King is : Iftcbe knowne ohio, 
That I gsintsy my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily ary Falfehood, yes as mech 
Asyou have done ary Trath. fhe know 
That Lam free of your Report, he knowes 
1 em not of your wr Therefore in him 
Tt hes to cure me, and che Cure is ro 
Remove thefe i from you. The which before 
His Highneffe thell {peske in, 1 do befeech 
You(graciows Madam) co vathinke yous fpeshing, 
And to fay fo no more. 

Been. My Lord, my Lord, 
1 am 3 Gemple woman, much too weake . 
Tor pofe your ewoning. Y’sre meek, & humbic-mouth 
You figne your Ploce, and Calling, m full feeming, 
Wich Meekeneffe and Humilite : but your Heart 
Is crammen’d with Arrogancie, Spleene,and Pride. 
Yow hove by Fortune, and his Highnefle fauors, 
Gone flightly o're lowe feppes,and now sre mounted 
Where Powres sre your Retainers, and your words 
(Domeftickes to you) ferue your will, as’t pleafe 
Your felfe pronounce their Office. 1 maft tell you, 
You tender more your perfons Honor, thea 
Your high profeffion Spicituall. That agen 
Ido refule tg for i Apes resent 
Before you all, Appeale vnco 
To bring my wt Conk Yoel HolieSe . 
And to be iudg’d by him. 


Ste Corsfes to the King aud offers te depart. 
King aud offers — 


Se a ee oe 






Caup. The is obftinere, 
Scubberne co leftice, apt to eccule it,snd 
Difdalnfull to be teide by't; cis not well. 
Shee’s aurey . 
Koo" Call bes ogsive. 
Criar. Kasherine.Q_of England,come ince the Coort. 
Gent. Uf. Padniaa os aan 
. Whee need you nece k?prey you your wey, 
cbc et ty Now che Lord helge, 
Ler‘ eziod-onelet I pewaperscig Ld ca 
1 will nec carryine, aor cuct mere bs 
Veen this my eppearence moke, 
tnveny of heix Coutts, 
Ext Quan adhe Ateadats . 
Km Goe wayes Kae, 
The: men pda day fer thal! sepor: he ha’s 
A bercer Wile Jet him in be crafted, 
For (peeking falfe in thee ; or slone 


lenefle, 
i deckecke Set Maes fe Goucrament, 














And like her cove Nobiliy.the ha's 








Carried her felfe cowards me, 

seat. Molt gracious Sir, ; 
In beondleA manner J acre yore Highnes, 
Thac it thall plesfe you to in heanag 





Of all chefe cases(for where Lem red d snd bound, 
There mut | be valoosd, sltheugh nox chere 

At oace,and ieee) whether ever I 

Did broach chis bahaes to your Highaes,or 

Laid any (cruple in your way. which mugh: 

laduce you to the queftioa en’tser cust 

Howe co you, but with thankes to God for fech 

A Royall Lady, fpake one, the leaft word chas might 
Bere the preudice of ssid sara Stace, 

Or touch of her good Perfon 2? 

Kise. My Lord Casdinall, 

Idee © you a vpon mine Honoer, 

t free you froen's: You ore not to be tought 

That you have many cnemics chat know not 

Why chey are fo; bur like ca Viliage Cures, 

Berke when cheie fellowes doe By fome of thet 
The Queene is pur in anger; yore eran d: 

Bec will you be moreisfifi'de? You ever 

Haae with'd che (iceping of this bufines newer defis’d 
Teco be Bird; bet oft have hindred oft 

The psf ges made toward it; on my Hanoer, 
Ifpeake my good Lord Cardeall, ve this pone; 

And thes clease him, 

Now, what mou'd me too'r, 

Fail be bold with time and your sctention : (coo'; 
Then marke th'inducerment Thusic came; give heede 
My Coofctence firht ceceiu'd a tenderacs, 

Scruple.snd pricke,on cercaine Speeches viser'd 

By th’ Bithop of Zayen,then French EmbaSsdor, 
Who had beene hither fer on the debaring 

And Marriage ‘twat the Duke of Orlaanes 20d 

Ow AMfey - \'ch' Progrefle of this buhaes, 
Ere a detereminare refolusion. hee 

(Tmeane the Bithop) did require arefpice, 

Wherein he nnghr che Kang bis Lord 

Whether oor Daaghcer were legitimate, 

Refpedting this our Marsiage withthe D A 
Seeactimes our Brothers Wife. This re(pne thooke 
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fee, enter'd mes 
Yea, with s power and madero semble 
The heirs Lary wehich ferc'd fach way, 
Thee many 2, did throng 
And pref ia with this Cauczon, Firtt me thoughs 
5 flood aot in the fenile of Hesven, who had 
Commanded Nature, thar my Ladies wombe 
Ife concers'd » male-cheld by ac, thould 
Doeno mere Offices of life wo't; then 
The Graue does to th’ dead: For her Male Iffue, 
Or dfde where chey were made, or thorily efter 
This world had syr'd chem. Hence | tooke s thought, 
This was 2 ludgement on me,thac my dome 
Well worrhy the bef Heyre oth’ World) thould « 
gladded in’t by nc. Then followes,chas 
I weight che danger which my Reaienes (toed ia 
By chis my I (Tees faile,and chaz gave to me 
Many a grosning throw © thus hulling in 
The cd Sea of my Conlcience,I did ficere 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now prefent leere together:ehat’ste fey, 
J encom co recifie my Conlcience, which 
3 then did feete ful’ ficke,ond yes nox well, 
By all che Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And DoGiors learn'd. Ferft | began ta priuace, 
With you my Lord of Lescoine; you remember 
How under my thea I did :eeke 
When | fief moed you. 
B. Lm. V wed my Cees: gece 
Kin [have (poke long, be pleas’ to 
Hew farre you eesfide = as "7 
Lin. So plesfe your Highnes, 
The queftroa did a ficft o hag ger me, 
Beacung 2 Sucve of mighty moment int, 
Aad coafequence of dread, thet 1 commited 
The daring Counfaile which Ihsd to doube, 
Aad did enteeate your Highnes to this courte, 
Which you ere runniag heere. 
Kin. (thea mou'd yee, 
My Lord of Ceuterbur7,end get your lesme 
o make chis prefenc Sumemens valoliciced. 
I left ao Reverend Pesfon in chis Cours, 
But by particulas confent proceeded 
Vader you: hands end Seales; cherefore poe 00, 
For re diflike sth’ world ne the 
Of the good Queene ; bur the tharpe chorny points 
Of my alleedged reafons. dnoes thistoneire : 
Prowc bot our Merriage lewfull, by my Life 
Aad Kingly Dignity, we are contente 
To weare our moral! Stee co come, with her, 
(Xatherrne owt Queene) before che primefi Creature 
That's Parragon’d oth’ World 
Camp. So pleale your Highocs, 
The Queene being abfent, is a ncedfall fineffe, 
That we sdioume chis Court ill futher day; 
rater 20h be ao pabineelane 
tothe Queene to ca cher Appeale 
She incende ote Holivefie. 
Kin. l may percetee 
Thefe Cordinels rifle with me: S sbhorre 
Tins dilatory Dosh, and celckes of Rome. 
My leara’d and welbelowed Seruans Craemer, 
Prethee rererme,with thy approch: ) know, 
My comfore comes sloag : breake vp the Courts 
Jay, (et on. 
Exeunt, in manner as they exter'd. 
v3 


















seca nica 

wes meant; 
We come vot by the way of Accafarion, 

To taint thas honows cuery good Tongue bicSes; 










Emer and ber We . Ner 
ne or 
My Soule oxic you 






grewes treables, 
Sing, ond difperte ‘em if chow canft: eons working: 










Like free end honett men) our inft opinions, 
ver podeaarpageiper 
Camp. Moft honew’'d Modem, 
My Lerd of Yorke, out of his Noble secure, 
Zasle aad obedience he Rill bore your Grace, 
a (ikea good man) yous lere Cenfare 
of bis truth snd him (which was coo farre) 


Offers, as 1 doe,' of pesce, 
Hisgontesei hs Comidl 
Qugee. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thanke you both fer — 
Yeh ake like beneh een, Gey Ont ce > 
Bu how ro meke ye fodeinly an Aafwere 
In fuch a poynt rd i 
Rode forbsea of greeny ad lero 
to 
locruch I keow ae. {was ke 


sips Wat Maids, full pil ers knowes )lookiag 












or fach men, of fech 
For her feke chaz J have beene, for I feele 


Wich me, a poore weake women, falac from fevour? 
I doe not like their comalag; now { chinke on’r, 
bee beagle la ai 
Bur al] Hoods make not Monkes. 
Las tephaatarresen & Canmpian. 
. Pesce to your Hi 
pals Your Grocer find oe heere part of s Houlwife, 
L would be ell) egsief che worft msy heppen: 
are your pleafures with me,reverent Lords? 
wel. May it plesfe you Noble Madam, ro wnhdvew 
Jato your priwste Chamber; we thall give you 
ete ° 

















Or bes knowne friend ‘geinht bis Highoes plesfare, 
"Though he be growne fa defperace to be hooeR) 
And lives Subie&? Nay forfooch, my Friends, 
They that muft welgh out ray affiliations, 
They that my cruft mut grow co, live nec hesre, 
They ate (ss sil my other comforts) far beace 
la mine owne Cosnrrey Lorde, 

. IL would your Grace 



























Could {peake chis wich ss free a Soule es I doe. 

My ee ce aie ambappy 

Aboucanomber) if my sfions 

Were tsi'de by cu'ry vongot,eu'ty eye (owen, 
‘em, 


Lknow my life (oewem ify 

Seche we ous tos tee oy a WE 

Oot with it boldly: Trech lowes open dealing. 
Card. Tama cft oye te mantis ancgritas Regma formiffina, 
Queen. O wy Lord,no Latin ; 

Jem not fach a Truant face my comming, 
Asnottoknow the Language I haveliu’din: «= (ows: 
A ficange T: makes my coufe mose frange, fulpiti- 
Pray fpeske in oglith yheere ase fome will chanke you, 


If you Speske 
Belcewerne fhe ba'shed muuch wrong. Lord Cas 







Camp. Puc your meine coufe ire che Kings prowedtion, 
Hee’s} and moft gracious "Iwill be mech, 
spt Bester, ind Coufe : 
For if che tryall of the Lew o'retake ye, 


















Heauen is sboue oll yer; cherefcs ae 
That no Ring can corrupt. 

Camp. to pc ipabbares vs. : 
ren. The more fhame wen } cheughe 
pon Atpica? Sorsih- o 

Bet Cardinal Sins,end hollow heasta I feare yes 
Mend ‘em for fhame my Lords: Is this your comfert? 
The Cosdiall char ye brings wresched Ledy ? 

A women loft among ye, langh’t at, fcorad? 

I will act with yehalte ay miferies, 

















Theoe more Charky. Bes {oy I wara'd yes 
Tilston! ie “GEC bea pa ac ence 


ifyebe byt Charehenens babies 
et ra bse. Manni ee Ee 
Alas, ha's benith’d me his Bed akevdy, 

His Leer, too long ego. | amold my Lerds, 
And slithe Fellowship f hold now with him 


Whee can 
your Swedies 
Mabe me a Carfe juke chis. 
pera ataeey 
I ik? eRe » 
Ps findes ao Gnd Wien wectaat 


Seal wer the King ? Leu'd him next “é hie? 
Bie (onc ) feperflitioes to hin ? 
ce content hem ? 


Ove chat es're ddenen'ds ley, beyond bis pheafere 5 
Aad co that W eman (when the hee done moft) 
Yee will | edde en Hener; s gre Patience, 

Car. Medem, you wander from the geod 


We ayme ct. 


Se. Weddi hades ered this Engiith Berth, 
Wi newer 
6 Ga a Raat dol gion pa 


Socuchthey love &. Buc to flubborne Spirics, 

They fwell and grow, ss terrible as florees. 

iinew yoe Nene oe ete: 

ASoale ss even as a Calme ; Pray ve, 

Thole we .Peace-maleers .Preends, and Servants. 


Camp. aden yor lesen ie! 
You wrong your Vertues 


ie Life King Howey the Eig 
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befe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spiric 

As yours wee, pet into you, cues cafis 
Such doubes as falle Coane from ic. The King loves yor , 
Beware you leoé: it not 1 For ve(sf you pleafe 
Tovrult vs in your bufineiic)we sre resdy 
To vie our vemoft Stadies,in fenace. 

Qa. Do wher ye will my Leeds : 
And prey forgive me; 
ICT hewe vs'd my eife vamennerly, 


ed ree 

He ii oval sacertubnbara ills Me 
While I (helt haue any life. Come B 
Beftow you Counceison me. She now begges 








she Duty of Nerfoley, 


Nerf. Ifyou will now ynize ia your Complaints, 
ned force theen wuh a Coaftascy she Cardizal 
Cannot Rand vader chem. Ifyou ome 
The offer of chs time, I cannot promife, 

Bat chet you thal faftaine moe new difgraces, 
With thefe you beare alreadie. 


Chan. My Lords, ake your pleafures : 
Pe fer docs aiip spres 4 ol 
What we can do to him (though now the tine 
Gioes wey to vs) I mach feere. Ifyou cennot 
Berre his scceffe to'th King, newex scterapt 
Any thieg on him : for he hah s Whecherafs 
Ouer the King sn's Tongue. 

Ne. O fesre bra oct, 

His (pel in chet bs ow : the King hath found 


Are all unfolded : wherein he eppeares, 
AsI would wilh mine Eacny. 
Ser. How come 
Hie pradiifes to light ? 
Saf. Moft Arangely. 
Ser. Ohow? how ¢ 
Sef. The Cardinals Lerrers tothe Pope rmifcarried, 
Te 
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came to th'eye o th’K ing, whereia was 
How chat che Cardinal did imreat ins Helineiie 
Idd lake plo, Ide (geo npc 

t plece,1 he 
My King b vingiod to : 
A Creature of che Queencs, Ledy ave Balm, 
Sar. Ha's the King thts ? 
Belecar 


e eo 
Ser. Will cus worke? 
Cham, The King in this percelocs bien, how be coofls 
Aad cs hisowne way. Bus in chis 
All bis trickes foundersod he brings his 
After his Pesseats deaths che King slready 
Sav, Weald he hed. 


; Mas be ) with 
pattem naer in 


Saf. There's ecder given for her Cosonstion : 
Masry eis os yet bes yong, and may he left 
To fome cares vnrecoumed. But my Lords 
She 1s 8 gallent Crescure, snd ¢ 
In minde and fexure. | pecforede me,from her 
Will fall fome bleffing co this Land, which (hall 
Ia x be memons'd. 


Saf, No,no: 
There be moe Wafpes that buz about his Nefe, 
Will make this fing the foener. Cardinal Casprm, 
Is ftolne sway ro R ome. hath ‘cane no leave, 
Ha’s lefe che caule e’th King vnbandled, and 
Is pofted as che Agent of our Cardinall, 
Tofecond all ns ploc. J do effure you, 
The King cry'de Ha, 2c thes, 
(bam, Now God incenfe him, 
Aad let him ay Hatowder, 
Nef. But my Lord 
When returnes Craver? 
He wretucn’d in his ‘ which 
Hawe {atished che King for his Diworce, 
Together with all famous Colled 
Almoft in Cheiftendome : fborily (1 beleewe) 
bis lecond Morriege (hal! be publ: thd,end 
HerCoronstion, Karbevere no more 
Shall be cali'd Queene, but Princefle Dowoger, 
And Widdow co Prince Arthar. 
Nor. This {eee Crasmer's 
A worthy Fellow,and hath cone much pains 
La the Kings bufhineffe. 
Saf. Hebe's, and we thall fee bin 
Zor t.an Arch-byfhop. 
Ne. So Theare. 
Sof. Tisfo 
Enser Welfey and Crenrwell, 
The Cardinal. 
Nev. Obferue obferuc, hee's meody. 
Car. The Packet Cromwell, 
Geu’t you the King? 
Cres. Tohis owne hand sn's Bed-chember. 
Card, Look'd he oth'infide of the Paper? 


The Lifeof K ing Henry the Esghe. 


— Ee Dette ee oe ae 


y 
He did vnfeale them, ond the Grft he view'é, 
He did it with o Serious minde : a heede 
Wee in his countenence. You he bad 
Attend him beere this mg. 


Alanfen, 
The French Kings Siftes ; He (hall hes. 
une Balbo? No : le 20 sinus Baliens for bien, 
There's move in’t then foie Vilage, Bali? 
1 wilh 


To heore from Rome. Maschicaefle of Peabrole 

i orcrenee’ | 
» Maybe he heares che 

Dea whethisAngertoben. 


To be ber M sftris Miftsis ? The Quecacs, > 
Thit Conde bucacs not cere, “Tow echoes 
Then out it goes. What though I know ber vertsees 
Aad well g’ yet | know hes for 
A {pleeny Lutheran, sad not wholfome co 
Our caufe, chet the thould lye ith *bofome of 
Our hard rul’d King, Agaee,chere is (prung ¥ 
AnH en Arch-one; Cranmer, one - 
Hath craw!'d sco the feuour of the Kieg, 
Ané is his Oracle. 

Na, He is vex‘d at fomething 


Euter King yoadeng of a Scodale. 


Ser. | would ‘cwer fomshing ) weuld fret the fireg, 
The Mafterocord on's hesst. , : 

Saf. The King, the King. 

Keng. Wha piles of wealth hath he ecourwulaced 
To his owne pertion? And what by'ch heave 
Seemes to flow from hive? How, i‘th‘narec of Thnk 
Does he rake this together? Now my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinalif 

Ner. My Lord, wehave 
Stood heere obfereing bm. Some firange Commotion 
Is to his besine : He bites his lip,end Aerts, 

Stops on a fodaime, lookes the ground, 
Then layes bis finger on his Temple : Rraight 
Sp-iags ouc inco faft gare, chen flops againe, 


The feuerel! parcels of his Place his Trestere, 

Hp ahatey sireanaery paar AgeengaoK which 

T finde at {uch Rate, ches ic 

Poflefhion arsereny aa 
Nerv, It’s Heavens will, 

Some Spiris put chis paper in the Packet, 

To bleffe your eye withall, 
King. If eve did thiake 


lobied, he fhowld 2 
atopy tei ae rms 
are the Moone,not worth 


Tok earthly 
1 decore youn if Hesband, cod om gatd 
Tose omens oere™ 
ar. St, 
Fer Holy OGers Ihave s tiene ; a cume 
of befineBe, which 


ith eny well faying. 
King. ‘Tis weil dagen, 
And ‘una hinde of good rh esc 
Aod yet words sre no deeds. My Father lewd you, 
He (oid be did, end with his deed did Crowne 
His werd vpoo you. Since I hed my Office, 
ee pee 
"d you where hgh Profies might come home, 
d any prefent Hevings, to befiew 


ic you. 
is What hold his meane ? 
Sar. The Lord incresfe this buéneffe, 


se Apia 

Yer All d wich any Abilizies « owne ends 
Hee beene me fe, that ceermore they pouned 
Toth’ goed of your moft Sacred Perfon, and 
The profic of che Scare. Ret Yor Bre meet 


"4 me (poore V I 
Pic uchice ashe bei Alicguim theskak 
Prayres to heseen for you; my Leyalsie 
eucr he's, and ewer thal be growing, 
TUt deach (chat Wonter) killic. 
sively. anfwer'd : 
A Leyell, and ebcdrent Sadiedt is 


Thee hand he’s ’d Boancy co you, 
My bend Meap'd Lace, wey poutecaw'd Honor, more 
On you, then etty : So your Hend,and Heart, 


my De 
ding Flood.” 
And Rand vathaken yours. 


Rives breske, 
Kieg. ‘Tis Nobdly fpoken: 
Take notice Lords, he he's oL oall bref * 
Fer you haue feene him open’. Read o’re chis, 
And efcerdhis, and chen te Break fal with 
Whet oppecice you have. 
Exte King, wpen the Lordmal, the Nobles 


bees wiper ong 
Car. wan Redathn a 


What fodsine Anger’s thus? How have | reap'd 1 ? 
He ported Frowning from me, es ifRuine 
Leap'd from his Eyes. Solookes the chafed Lyon 
Vpon the dering Humeimen thet hes gait'd bem . 
Thea makes him neching. Tault resde this paper: 

1 Feare the Story of hus Anger. “Tis fo: 

This paper ba’s vadone mes Tisth’Accomps 

Of all chac world of Wealth I heve drewnes 

Fer wrigheaescteshar Chace A ois the Popedome, 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) ligence ! 

Fis for e Foote vo fell by : Whee crofe Diueil 

Made me puc chis maine Secret m the Packer 

I fenc the King Us there no way 00 cure this? 
Nonew device co beare thes from his Braines? 

T haow ‘twill flicre him Rroagly ; yet 1 hnow 

A way, ific cake right, to (pig ht of Ferrune 

Will bring me off againe. Wher's chis ? Te rh'Pope? 
Leidorbi deta with all che Befineffe 

T wre too’ Holi Ney then, farewell : 

Ihave cowch’d the highelt poianc of oll ay Greacacfie, 
And from thet full Meridien of my Glory, 

[ hefte cow tomy . J thal fot 

Like  brighr exhaletion in the Earning, 

Aad no man (ee me mere. 


er toWeelfey, the Ne and Seffelicg, che 


Na Heare che Kings plesfore Cordinall, 
W lo comanends 
Seale 


exprefiely? 

Ca. Til bfeds cess Aen wiles cote ask: 
feane malice know, Officious Lords, 

Prose pep tl New I feele Easy 

Of whet courfe Ddctile ye sre molded, Eauy, 

How ezgerly ye follow my Difgraces 





Tide ie by Lerters Patents. Now, whol take st ? 
Sar. King chee it. 
Car. it mut be thes. 
Sar. Thoe art s proud Traizor, Priel. 
Car. Proad Lord, thos lyeft 
Within thefe fertie hoores, durft betes 
Howe burn: thet Fengue, chen (side fo. 
Ambition 


Ser. Thy 
sala ea gical rtd aes 
Neble my Fothes-10-Law, 
The heads of olf chy Brother-Cardinals, 
(With chee, end beft perts bound cogether) 
Weigh'd nec 9 here we of your policie, 
Youfern me for 
Ferre from his fuccour ; from the King, frem all 
Thee might howe mercie on the fouls, thoe gou'ft hin: 
Woail'ft yous grees Geodnefie, out of holy pitcy 
Abfele'd bim with en Axe, 


rabeneetatze ncpacteres 


hie deferts. Hew innocence | was 


If Llowd many words, Leed, } fheeld cell you, 
You hawe as Inrtic Hoacfhe, 1s Honor, 

That in che way of Loyakie,end Truth. 
Toward the King, my ever Rosa Mafter, 
Dare mate e founder mea then Surrie can be, 
And ell thet jour his follies. 


Y safe (PrieA) prote& 
our ¢ (Prief) protedts 
Thee fhould ft feele i 

My Sword ith’ iife blood of chee elfe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure ro heare chis > 

And from chis Fellow ? if vee live chas tomely, 
Tobe thus laded by a peeve of Scarier, 
Farewell Nobilicie : let his Grace go forward, 


The goodneffe of your 

You writ co'th Pope, 

Since you prowoke me, 

My sab of Norfolke,as you are erely Noble, 

Asyoe the common , the Scare 

Of our defpis’d Nobilitie, aul 

— ithe live, will (corfe be Gentlemen) 
odace the grand fernme of his fiones, the Articles 

ColleRed from his life. Ile Rartte you 


gee Speake on Sir, ie 
wert ObteRtions: 
Teis Sicsthtkeseasneaaat 
Sar. \ bed rather want thofe, then my head 5 
Heese st you. 
You vmovphe coves Leger, Wraucnpeees™ 
oe to bee , 
Yoursaie!dche Ioestdsdtee ofa 
Ner. Then, Thet in all you wrie to ere 
To Forrsigne Princes, Ege & Rex mem 
Wes fill infornb’d : 10 you breaghe che King 
Servent, 


the Kings will, of che Scotes ellewence, 
egneberweene hes Highnefie,end Forvare. 

Saf, That ovr ofmeere Ambaion, you hese cous’d 
Your haly-Hat robe Rampton the Kings Coine. 

Ser Then, Thee you have fern inemersbic fabRance, 
(By what meenes got, | leane to your owne confcience) 
To furatth Rome, and to prepere the wayes 
Yos have for Dignities, to chemecre vadeomg 
Of all the Kiegdome. Many more there sre, 

Which ince che sre of you, and odious, 
J will nos cone lo baa i 

Cham. Omy 
Preflenot o falling man roo Ferre: "1s Vertue s 
His favits lye open to the Lewes,Jet them 

ot you) corre nm. My heart worpes to fee hie 

o litcle, of his gress Setfe. 

39. i Dagan i, 

. Lord Cardinal), the Kings further plesfere 

Becoufe all chofe things you haue dose of lave 
By your power Legative within this Kugdore, 
Fell into’ch’c vA e Preenualre ; 
That therefore facha Writ be feed ogainf you 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lends, Tenement, 
Caflles. and whacfoever, and to be 
Our of the Kings proteGion, This:s my Cherge. 

Nerv. And fo wee'l lesue you co your Medications 
How to live berter. For your ftebberne enfwer 
About the giving becke che Great Seale to vs, 

Tbe King Mallbnow x spd (ae cee) Coe te 
So fare you weil, my little good Lord Cardioell. 
Exot hbn Wolfez 


Wel. So forewell, to che lictie you beare me. 

Ferewell A long ferewell co yy asad 

This isthe flare of Man ; to dey he pets forth 
Lesers ,to morrow 


BieGome, 
jenors thicke vpon hie: 
The third dey, comes a 12 killing Frof 
Aad when he thinkes, goed cabe men, fall Knely ‘ue 









































Hos Gresencfle 19 0 repening, sppes Mus root, 
Aad chea he fale as I do. love ventur'd 
Like litle wentoa Boyes chat faim on bladders: 
Thee many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
Bur farre beyond my depth: my bigh-blowne Pride 
At length broke onder me, end now ha's bef we 
Weary and old wich Service, co the mercy 
Of a rede Arcame, thet molt fer ever hide me. 
Vame pompe, ond glory of this World, I here ve, 
I feele eny heart new open’d. Oh how wretched 
Ischet poore man, that hangs 00 Princes fencers? | 
There ss berwine thac ferile we would sfpire tee, 
That faces Afped of Princes, and shew rume, 
More pangs, and feares then warres, ar womes hove | 
And when he faites. he falies like Lucifer, 
Neuer ro ogame. 
Cromme§ fending emeurd. 

Why hee now (romeet!? 

Crom. | have no power ce [peske Sit. 

Car. Whee, omaz d 
At my misforcencs > Canthy Spire wonder 


Agreas mon thould declme, Noy and you weep 
| ans falne indeed. 

Cram How dors your Grace. 

Cord, Woy well: : 


Newer fo «rely hoppy. my good Crewe’, 
Ihnow ey fife now, end | feele within me, 
A peace aboue al! corthly Diganies, 
A Aull and qure: Confetence. The King he's cer'd me, 
therbly chaak< bus Grace ond from thefe Mroulders 
Thefe nia'd Pilers, ows of precy, cohen 
A leads, would finke s Navy, (oe mach Honor ) 
Os sburden Cremwel, 102 borden 
Teo heaay for e man, shat hopes for Heawen. 
Crom. 1am gisd your Grace, 
Has mode thar right vfe of it. 
Card. \hope i haves 
Tam able sow (me thiokes) 
(Ove of a Fortuude of Soule, I feele) 
To endure more Mileries, and greocer farre 
Toow ny Werke hearted Enermes, dare offer. 
Wha: Newes abroed? 
Crom. The heaareh, and the worf, 
Is your 6:(picafare with the King. 
Cad Ged bielle hrm, 
Crom, The nest ss, thee Sit 7 bsemas Adeae | chofen 
Lord Chancellor. sn your piace 
Card. That slomewher fodere 
But he’s a Learned men, Mey he conninse 
Long m his Highnefle feeour, ond de lufisce 
Fes Tranhs-lake snd bes Confcsence ; thet bos boars, 
Whee he he's run tus courfe, and fleepes m Biefhings, 
May have 8 Tombs of Orphancs tcares wept on hen, 
What more? 
Crom. That aise alc with welcome ; 
Jo@al'd Lord Arch-by of Canserbury, 
Card. Thec's Newes indeed. 
Cran. Loft, that the Ledy Aaw, 
Whem che Kieg hash ca Gecreen long manned, 
This day was view'd a open, os Ins Queene, 
Going co Chappell: and the voyce 1s now 
Oncly sbovr her Corrensnen. 
Card There was the waight cher pull’d me downe, 
O (romec!, 
The King hs’s ond me: All my Glenes 
In thet one ioe bay for ae 















paper whe Noble Treapes th veh 
tide ageiae at warghted 
Vpon my tedes. Go ct thet fromm ne Crusert, 


I am a peore f2ine man, vaw now 
To bethy pe spony ain the nae 
(Thee Sao, I pray may cever fer) I howe told him 
Wiss and how ave hag anc he's advance thee . 
Some little of me, will Ficre bom 
know hie Noble Nacure) not ce let 
bopefull ferusce too. Good Creaurfl 
Negle& him soc, make vie now, and promée 
For chine owee future fefery. 
Crem O my Lord, 
Mafi I chen leave you? Muft I needet forge 
$0 good, fo Noble, and fo true aMafter ? 
Beare wineffe, all thet howe oot hearts of Iron, 
Wich whas Pees Creme leswes his Lord. 
The Kin hewe my feruice » but 
Betcact asd ercic: all be yours, bh aca 
Card. Cremwad, | did not thinke to thed 2 ceare 
Te all my Miferies : Bar chose halt fore’d ne 
yo of chy hone f unnh) to pley the Woman. 
et dry ovr eyes) And chee forre heere me Cremect, 
Aad when | om forgotten, 2s } Hrell be, 
And (eepe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, more muft be beard of : Say § cooght thee; 
Say Welfey, chat once trod the weyes of Glory, 
And founded all she Deptht,end Shostes ; 
Poend chee a wy (out of hie wracke ro rife in: 
A fore, and (ofe one, though chy Maer muft ic 
Marke but my Fall, and thee thee Rein'd me : 
Crome! Ic thee, fing awey Ambition, 
By chet finne fell the Angels : bow con man then 
(Thel of his Maker Jhope co win by it ? 
Lowe thy feife loft, chersth thote heares chat here thee; 
Cerreption wins oot more then Honefty, 
Seill in chy nghe hand, cersy gerule Peace 
To Glence conoces Tongecs Be if and feare net) 
Let ali the ends thow aymn'ft at, be thy Counenes, 
Thy Gods sed Truths. Then if chou fall A(O Cremee!) 
Theu fall'@ a bleffed Mertyr. 
Serve the King : And prythee leade me sn: 
There take an Inuencory of all | haue, 
To the lat peny, ‘us the Kings My Robe, 
And my imegricy co Heauen, 1s all, 
I dare now call mine owne. O Creamel, Cromwel, 
Hod | bus feru’d sy Such with halfe che Zeale 
i lerdémy : he woald nai in mene Age 
Hove ich me naked 10 mine Encemes. 
Crem. Good Sie, heue penence. 
Card. So thaue. Pasewet! 
The Hopes of Court, my Hopes in Hesaen do dwell. 


Esest. 

























Scena Prima. 


Atius Quartus. 


Enter owe Goulemen, meciong one avether. 


» Y'sre well met once againe 

a So are you. 

1 You come co cake your Aland beere, and beheld , 
The Lady fane,paffe from ber Corronedon. 





s Tu 


® May I be bold co eske whos ches concaines, 


The: Peper in yaur hand. 
a Yes, usthe Lift 


:you 
2 Ichenke you Str: Had | nec 
I Choulld bawe beene 


the Adace. Then Gorter, m 
bis Coase of Aruses, and on bu bead be wore a Gils Copa 


‘Gul eblen,vbateef corey 

6 . 

the Red of Sihuw wb ibe Dens, Crewaed with an 
Earles Covenet. Collars of Effes. 

7 Duke of Suffolke, se ba Robe of Eftate bots Corence on bis 
bead be. 0 beng white Wand, oo High Seward. Ob 
heise Dobe 


Marhafoip, 

a Covenct on bis bead. Collars of Effes. is 

8 A Canopy, borne by foure of the Cinque. Ports, onder 
the Queens in bar Robe, m ber hawe, rerbly aderucd with 
Pearle Crowned. Ow cach fide ber she Bilveps of London, 
and Wiochefler. 


‘olke, werb she 


are 

Aad thes the Essie of Surrey,with the Rod. 
& Abeldbreee Geaulenan, Ther thoold 
Duke of Saffolke. 


3 Heseen biefle thee, 
Thoe haf the fercecett fece I ever look'd on. 
Swr,pel hewe a Soule,the is se 


I cakeis,the chet carries vp che Traine, 
Is thet old Noble Lody Durcheffe of NesSotbe. 
3 Je i6,20d oll che reft are Councefies. 
foenctimes ones. 


2 Youfaw che Ceremony f 

3 Thee I did. 

a How was it? 

§ Weil worth che (ering. 

3 Good Si fpeske is to 08? 

Aawcil as J amoble. The sich fireame 

Of send Lodies, hosing 
Tos "d ploce m the 
A diftance from her; erhile her Groce fore dowee 
eek Gan tes Geeaeae 
Ino rich Chei €, freely 
The Besury of het Perfon to the People. 
Beleeve meSir, the is the goodhefl Women 
That ever ley by man: which when che people 
Hod che full view of, fachs srofe, 
Asthe fhrowdes make at Sea, ins ftisfe Tempeft, 
As lowd,end to as mony Tunes. Hots.Closkes, 

oubdlets, I chinke sibel in or ge 

n loofe, this day t beeneloft, Such oy 
J never few before. beily’d women, 
That had act halfe a weeke co go, like Remenes 
Ia the old time of Warre, would theke che presfe 
And make ‘em reele before ‘em. Ne man liang 
Coald {ay this be ny wife there, all were woven 
So firengely in one pecce. 

a Buc whet follow'd > 

3 Acleagch, her Grace refe,snd with modeft 
Come to the Alear, where fhe kneei‘d,and Ssine-like 

a : 


“As 
Exeom, fr paffery owe the Stage in Order and Seas, and 





With all the choyfeft Muficke of the Ky dome, 
T (eng Te Dean. So the d pl 
with the face full Seate pacd bay cogaine 
Te Yorke-Ploce, where the Fest s held. 
yes ia no more call ic ela conerary peft: 
Fos fince che Casdaoall fell, shat Tides lof, 
"Tis now the Kings, aad call’d Wbice. Hall, 
3 lknowss. 
Bur ‘tis fo lacely alcer'd, that che old nome 
Is frefh about me, 
a What two Reseread By thops 
Were thofe thac wen on each fide of the 
3 Stekeley and Gardener , the one of Wiachefler, 
Newly preferr'd from the Kings Secretary 
The other ee 
a HeofWrachefter 
Isheld a0 greet good lower of the Aschbithops, 
The vertuoas Crasmer, 
g Aliche Lend knowesthace 
How ever,yet there 1s 00 great bresch, when it comes 
(roene will finde Friend will aot Mirinke from hem. 
« Who may iho be, I pray you, 
3 Thema Crane 8, 
A evan in pauch efleemc with th'King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King ha'a made hun 
Mafies o'th'iewell Houle, 
Aad ove slready of the Prewy Coonceil. 
39 He will deferue more. 
3 Yeswihous all rene 
Come Genuemen, all go my way, 
Whichssto'th Can uns ce ye thall be my Goefts: 
Something I con command. As! walke thither, 


Le sell ye more 
; Bab. You msy command vs Sir. Evenst. 





Scena Secunda. 





Ester Raberine Dewey e7, firke , ead berwerne Geifah, 
ber Gentleman V flrer, and Patuence 
ber Woman. 


‘Grif. How do's your Grace? 
Kath. O Griffith ficke vo death: 
My Legges like loaden Branches bow co'th Earth, 
Willing co leave their burthen : Reach a Chase, 
So now (me thinkes) 1 feele a lietie cafe. 


Diff chou 001 rel me , 8 thou lead’ A mee, 
Thes the goes Childe of Honor, Cardinall ‘ “aifey 
Was dead? 


Grf. Yes Madam: but I chanke your Grace 
Ons of she paine you sop pb care co0't. 
iM 


Rab, Pre'shee Grub, cell me how he dy'de. 
If well, be flepst before mehagpily 
Fos my example. 


Grd. Well, the voyce goes Madam, 
Fee eftes the Rout Earle Northamber!and 
Asrefied him as Youke, 20d brought him forward 
amas (orely tainted, to his An(wer, 
fell ficke fodsinly, and grew fo ill 
He could nos fi bie Male. 
Kath. Alas poore man, 
Grif. Ac lat, with eafie Rodes, he came to Lelcefter, 


I naadd my Knell; whil RT (it meditacing 
° a 






Lodg’d in the Abbey ; where the reverend Abbot 
‘With al] his Couenc, honourably recem'd him ; 
To whom he gaue thefe words. O Facher 
An old man, broken with the flormes of Sease, 
Is come to lay his weary bones emong yer 
Gree bim a hietle earth for Chasity. 
So went co bed ; where eagerly his fickneffe 
Perfu'd bim full, and cheee nghcs sfter 
Abou che houre of eight, which he himfe 
Foretold (hould be his lef, full of Repentence, 
Continvell Meditetions, Teares,and Sorrowen, 
He geue his Honors to che world agen, 
His dieffed part to Heaven,snd (eps 10 peace. 
Kab, So may be reft, 
His Faults lye gendly on him: 
‘Yeu thao farre Crffcb, give me leave to fperke bie, 
Aad yet with Charity. He wes aman 
Of an vnbounded Romacke, ever ranking 
Hunofeife with Princes. One that by fug geftion 
Ty'deall the Kingdore. Symonie, was fure ple y, 
His owne Opinion was his fa Puvprefence 
He would (ay entruths, and be ever doeble 
Both in ns words, and meaning. He wes never 
where he meane to Rune Sport ifull. 
is Proanifes, were ashe then was, Mighsy s 
But his performance, os he is now, Nothing " 
Of hus owne body he was ill,end gee 
The Cerpy ill example. 
Grf. Noble Madam 
Mens eulll maoners, live in Braffe, cheir Verrves 
We write in Water. Mey it pleafe yous Highnefle 
Toheare me {peahe his good now ? 
Kab. Yes good Grifwb, 
I were malicious ee, 
Grf. This Casdinall, 
Though from an humble Scocke, undoubtedly 
Was fofhion’d to much Honor, From his Cradle 
He wasaScholler, end ripe,and good one 
Exceeding wife, feue fpoken,and per(weding : 
Lofty ,and fowre to them chat lou'd him not : 
Bur, 10 chofe men that toughe him, (weer as Summer 
And though he were enfatisfied in getting, 
(Which was s finne) yer in beRowing Medom, 
He was molt Princely : Ever witneffe for him 
Thole cwinnes of Learning, that he re10'din you, 
Iplwwich aad Oxford: one of which,fell with bm, 
Voawilling to out. lue niet Spe that did it. 
The other (though wnfinith’d) yer fo Famous, 
So excellentia Art,end full feria 
That Chriftendome thall ever fpeske his Verve, 
His Overthrow, heap'’d Heppineffe vpon hun . 
For then and oot cil chen. he felt himfelfe, 
And foand the Bleffednefie of being little. 
And to adde greater Honors co his Age 
Then man could give him; he dy'de, hank God, 
Kah. After my death, I with no other Herald, 
No orber fpeaker of my living Aions, 
To keepe mune Honor, from Corruption, 
Buc fuch an hone Chronicler as Graftrb. 
Who I mofthaed Liumg, thou haf made mee 
With thy Reb gious Truchend Modefie, 
hed in his Afhes)Honor - Pesce be with hum 
atience, be neere me Null, end fet me lower, 
Shave not long totroublethee Good Gri 
Caufe che Mufusans play me thar fed nore 
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On chet Corieftiall Harmony I go coo. 
and foloman  Mafcke. 
Grff.She is alleep : Good wench, let's fit down quiet, 
For feare we wake her. Softly gentle Patience. ~ 


fume ie acca cas fxeP 
Este one ° ) 
clad im whee Robes , oe their beadss Carlands of 
Bayes and golden Fis.ards on their faces, Brawhes of Bayes 
o Palinc bn shew bands, Ther fri Conge were ber, then 
Dance : and os certaine Changes, the fir 8 rwe beld a 
Garland over ber Head, « the orber ree 
wereed Cartfes. Tira the twe thas bold tis Garland fals- 
mov the fanee to she ocber next twe whe sbferne the [ame ore 
rabrhget arg ih and beldang the Garland ener ber 
bead, Which dene, they delmer the fame Gariend so tht 
left ewe : whe likeweft obforne the fame Order, «ft whech 
(an pugley heresies (em bar fleepe) figues of 
jopcing , and belderh op ber baud: to beans. And {in 
cher Dancing yarith, carrying the Garland with them. 
The continue’. 


Kath. ite of peace. where are yef Are ye sll 
And vicdiatst cht wretchedneffe, behinde re a 
, Madem,we are heere. 
It 1s aot you I call for, 
Sew ye none carer fince J fleps? 
Grif. None Madam. 
Kab. No? Saw you not eeen sow a blefled Troope 
Tawite me toe Banquet, whofe brigh: faces 
Caf thoulsad beames vpon me, like rhe Sun? 
ey, tomis'd me ecernall Heppineffe, 
brought me Garlands (Griffith yechich I feele 
Lam nut worthy yet to weare : | thall affuredly. 
ot Lam moft oyfull Madam ,fech good dresmes 


Kerb. Bid voy ae leave, 
They are hearth and heavy to we, Af ufichs coofts, 

Pai. Do you note 
How moch her Grace is slrer’d on the fodaine ? 
How long ber face is deawne ? How pale the lookes, 
Aad ef ancasthy cold? Marke her eyes? 

Grif. She is going Wench, P ; 

sek going Me 

Ea « ?. 

Mea. Adi tihe peat Grace 

Karb. Y oucse a (swey Fellow, 
Deferve we no more Reucrence ? 

Grf. You ae too blame, 
Knowing the will not loofe her wonted Creatnefle 
To vfe o rude behgeiver, Go too, kneele. 

Mf, | hombly do entrezt your Highoeffe pardon, 
My haft made me varnennerly. There is ftaying 
A leman fent from the King, to [ee you, 


If my ighs faile nos, 

ig alee Ambafledor from che Ecaperos, 
y Noyall Nephew,and your neme Capuchsas, 
Cap. Modem the fame, Your Serusat. 
Kath. O my Lord, 

The Ticnes sad Titles vow ore sker'd @rangely 
With ene, face ficft you koew me. 

Bet I prsy you, 

What is your pleafere wish mef 


eda iver rhea hel 

gencle Phyficke given in time,hed cur'd me: 
Box now I sea paft al Cosnborts heere,bat Prayers. 
How does bis Highneffe? 

Cap. Madam, in goed healch 

Kab. Somey h¢ ever do,and cust flowrith, 
When | thall dweil with W ormes,end my poore teins 
Bamfth'dthe Kingdome. Paréruce, is thas Letter 
1 cousd you write, pet fens awey ¢ 

Pa. NeMadem. 

Kash, Siz,] moft bambly pray you to delaser 
This to avy Leed the King. 

Cap. Moft willing Madem. 

Kash In which I hove commended co his goodacfe 
The Modell of exc chaite loves : bis yong dengheer, 
The dewes of Heaven fail thicke ia on ber 
Befeeching hem co give her vertwom mg. 
She is yong, end ef a Noble modeft Nature, 

I bope she will deferve well; aed 8 litle 

To lowe hex for her Mothers fake, thes los’d him, 

Heeoce knawes how deerely, 

My next poore Petition, 

Is, chat his Noble Geace would hove fore pirtie 

Vpon my wretched women, that foleng 

Heee follow'd both ary Fortunes faichtully, 

Of which there is not one, | dere mow 

And now | fhould not lye) but will deferus 
Vercue,and t rue Besotie of the Soule, 

For honefite and decent Cortioge 

A right good Hesband (let him bea Nebdie) 

And fare thefe mea are happy thes fhall howe‘em. 

The laft is for coy men, they srethe pooreft, 

(Bus powerry could never draw ‘em from me) 

Thatthey mey haue their wages, daly paid ‘em, 

And formerbing over co remember are by. e 


1f Heaven had pleas’d co haue gieen me 
Aad able meses , we had aot parted chas. 
Thefe are the whole Consents, end geod my Lord, 
By thar you loue the deerefi in chis world, 
As you with Chriftian pesce co foules deperted, 
Seand thefe poore peoples Friend end vege che King 
Teo doanc this loft right 

Cap. By Heaven t will, 
Or let me loofe the fathion of s men. 

Kab. I chenke you honeft Lord. Remember me 
Ya oli hurmilce vaso ins Highneffe: 
Say his long trouble now is paling - 
Ov of thie world. Teil him in death | bleh bie 
(For fo 1 will) une eyes grow dimme. Forewell 
Dy Lord. Grafub farewell. Ney Aaseoev, 
Vou maf not me yer. Iauft cobed,, 
Call in more women. When lam desd.good Weach, 
Let me be vs'd with Hower; frew we curr 
With M siden Flowers, thes oll che world may kaow | 
[ wase chafte Wife, co my Grase: Enbaleue we, 
Then ley me forth (although v ‘d) yer Bke 
A Queene, and Deughter tos encesre a6. 


1 con no nvese. 
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wrechefter Page wish a Torch 
chy arsasnkahiy tra 


Gard. Is ene a clocke Boy ,is’« or, 

Bey. It bach flrooke, 

Gard. Thefe thould be heures for necefticies, 
Net for ; Times to cepsyre ous Nature 
With ing repofe, and not for vs 


Whether fo lace? 
Leu. yp) agama ie Lord? 
Gar. 1 did Sis Thomas sad ich hire at Pramero 
Wh the Duke of Suffolke. 
Len. lek to him too 
Scforehe gota bed. Llerskemy lewe. 
Gerd, Foc yer Sic Themes Lowwdl: what's che matter? 
Ie Seemes you are in haft : ond if there be eae 
No great offence belongs toot, pret yout 
See wich of gour lane be 3 AGaires thes waSke 
As fay Spits do) st 
Serle ec tat ane aes rs 
Thet feckes difparch by day. 
Los. My Lord, I love you; 
Aad durft commend 0 fecret to your core 
pls ll ala 


Heare me Sis Thamar, yore a Gentleman 

Of mine ewne way. | you Wile, Religions, 
Andlet me tell you,}c will ne re be well, 

"Toll cot Set Thomas Lencll, cak't of me, 

Till Crosser ,Cremad, bet vo hands, and (hee 


in cheis 
Lawl, New Si,you (peake of two 
The mof cemach’d 1° 328 for Cromwell, 


O’uRolles, and the Kings Secretary. Farther Sie, 
Stands in the gap and Trade of mee Prefermens, 

Wih which the Lime will leede hia. Th’ 

Isthe hand,end tongue, sad who dere fpesk 

One soft hien ? 


Gad. Yes,yes,Sic Thomas, 
Theeeare thas Dace, and [ my felfe haus ventur'd 
To fpeshe wy miode of bin : and indeed this day, 
5uc(I may tel) ic you){ thinke I hase 
lacenft the Lesds o'th’'Councell, chat he is 
(Fer fo 1 haow he is, chey kaow he is) 
Aa@oa 8 Peftilence 
That does iafeat che Lend: with which, they mowed 
Howe broken with the King, who hath fo ferre 
Gitta eare to our ofhis great Grace, 
Aad Princely Care, fore-fering thee fell Mifchictes, 


Our Reefons fayd before him, hath commanded 

Temorrow Morning to the Councell Boord 

He be consrated. He's a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 

And we mut rooc him om. Prom your Afflanes 

i binder you too long sees nie Thomas. 

iinenina ee 

ood nights, ord, our fe 
Creek “ad Safe. 


. Charies, 1 will play no more to ni 
Pigs. Sapa on't, you pili te Sia 
Saf. Sit, I did newer win of you before, 
King, Bet ticle Chartes, 
Nex (hall not when my Fancies oa my pley. 
Now Lendl, from the Queene what is che Newes, 

Lea. | could not perfonsily deliver co her 

What you commanded me, but by her women, 
I eth your oie rose seturn'd her chankes 
Io che grear {t bumbleneffe, snd defir'd your Highneffe 
Moft heartily co pray for her. ? 
King. What fay'ft choo? Ha? 
To pray for her? What,is the crying our ? 

lew, So Gid her woman, end that her fuffience 
Almoft each pang,a death. 

Kiag. Alas good Lady. 

: God fafely quit het of her Burthen, and 
With a peat ie gladding of 
Your Highneffe with an Heire. 

Kiog. “Tis midnight Chartes, 
Prythee to bed, 20d in thy Prayres remember 
TheRtace of my poore Queene. Leaue me alene, 
For | maft thinke of tha, which company 
Would not be friendly too. 
arceeo 

eres Miftsis will 
Rescuer in my id 

. Charles bi 
waite ce sh ai 
Enter Sir Aatheay Dewy. 

Den. Sit,T have be my Lord the Arch 

Fh aan 


Exie Safely 


Vv 
Leu, This is ebout thet, which the Byfhop fpake, 
1 am happily come hicher. as 
~ A the Gallery. Lead oe 
fia tage ac iegeee eae 
What? ; Encun Lonel end Dewy. 
Cras. | am feacefull : Wherefore frownes be thes 
‘Tis bis Afpe& of Vercors. All's not well. 
Kay. How now ay ? 
You do defire co khaow wherefore 
I fent for you. 
Cras. Icis my dutie 
T'atrend your Highneffe plesfure. 
King. Pray you arife 
My good and gracious Lord of Concerburies 
Come, you and | cuft walke a tune together! 
Lhase Newes to teil you. 
, come, give me your herd. 
Ah my good Lord, ] greewe ar whet f {peale, 
And em cight forrie co repeat whst follewes, 
I heve,and moft vnwillingly of late 
x3 Heard 


reo grag pesamaldona Le 
Which will require wer, 
coor pationce to pon aad ba wall contented 


Teo make year houle ow: Towre : you,s Brother of vs 
whneffe 


Ic fics we thas proceed, ot elfene 
Wohon. Ttuntbly sSenke youn Higheefe, 
Cran. 8 e 

vo-eatchvhls occefton 


Holydeme, 
heed satel dof Lerd, | beok'd 
You would haue gion ae 


The goed { Rand on, is wy Trach sad Honefite ; 

eee ee s 
triumph e're ny perfon, which | waigh nor, 
of chote Veriuce vcs I feare 


o'th’quefiion carries 
The dew o’th Verdi with ic 5.0: whee cafe 


lope of danger, 


The bet wafions to the contrary 
Leda eat ecar pirate 


ape ° his oe 

° Aa hundred Mockes? Bght,Tie wore. 
kaeeess Crencuuen 

I will heme more or fold is cet 

Said I for this, che Gyrle was like to hia? Ie 

Haeue more,or elfe vatey’s : nd now ,while ‘tis her, 

Tie put ic co che fue, Ente 


Scena Secunda. 


Bae (recur, Archhylog of Canterbury. 
Cras.3 hope I am nos roo late, and yet the Geacleman 
Thee was fene co me from the Councell, pray’d me 


Towmske greatheft. All falt ? Whet eocanes this ? Hos? 
Who waite: there ) Sure you know mef 


Your Grace mut till you be call'd for, 
Ae poem 


Cran. So. 
Bers, This isa Peere of Malice : 3 am clad 


I come chis f . The 
Seal onder u pretory us Bat Bas 
Cran, “Tis Baer. 


M Groomes,and 

Bedepintrs 

Déuft be fulFill'd, and I extend wish petience. 
fave te Rogen Se sae 


na 


Sues 








amy 
The von of his Grece of Canarbury, 
Waste sa css ts des eens Bate 
Pages sad Foor-boyes. 

Kia. He ? ‘Tis he indeed. 

Ts this che Heaour they dee one anecher ? 
“Tus well chere’s ene “anc (ade ta 
They had pecred fo usch y epong em, 
As leah good manners; as oct chase f 
A etn of his Place, and ae our Messe! 
To dence stsendance on chest Lord fhips 
a papeg eenponrenr si pea meorei 
By holy Adey (Busts) there's 
Les ‘em alone, and draw she Custaine clofe: 
We fhall beace more pon. 


Ai Cormcel Table brenghs ms wal Chayres and Stocker, and 
vader the State. Ener Lord Chencellesr , places 
bumnfelfe at she upper ond of the Table onthe left band: A 
Sease left vod ri hom, as for Canterbar ses Seate. 
‘olkeg, Duke of Nocfolkg, Servey, Lord Cham- 
parley bles faa shemfelucs os Order 0a cach fide. 
Creanec as lower ced , as Secretary. 
Chas. Speake co the bufineffc, iM, Secretary; 
Why are we met in Councell? 
Crem. Pleafe yous Honours, 
ctuefe caufe concernes his Grace of Canmrbery. 
Ged. He'shchad haowledgeof is? = 
Crem. Yes. : 
Nerf. Who waits there? 
Kap. Withow ay Noble Lords? 
Gard. Yes, : 


. Yes. 
Keep. My Lord Archdithop : 
Aad ha's done halfe an howre to know your pleafures. 
Chas. Lethim come in. 
Keap. Yous Grace may enter now. 


Cracmer 1 the Counce Table 
Chan. My good Lord Archbifhop I'm very fe 
To he heere at chis prefenet,snd behold raed 
Thee ftend : Bue we all are men 


In our owne natures fraile,end capable 
Of our ficth few are Angela, out of which frailey 
And wasn of wifedome,you the beit thould tcach vs, 
Hawe mifdemesa’d your felfe.andnoc a little ; 
Towaed the King firft, thea his Lawes, in filling 
The whole Realme,by yourteachiog & your Cheplaincs 
(For fo we are inform 4) with oew opinions, 
Divers and dangerous ; which are Herefies ; 
And oot reform’d, toe perncious. 

Gerd, Which Reformation awl be fodaine too 
My Noble Lords; for chofe thac tame wild Horfes, 
Pace ‘em not i theis handsto make ‘em gentle; 
Sut flop cher moothes with flubborn Bits & (purre ‘co, 
Till they obcy the mannage. If we faffer 
Ow of ous eshaelle and childith pitty 
To coe mans Honour, this concegious fickneffe 3 
Farewell all Phyficke: snd wha: followes then ? 
Comenotions, vprores, with s generall Taine 
Of the whole Stare; 38 of late dayes our neighbours, 
The vpper Germany can deercly waneSfe 


Ver fee ttred 19 our Memories. 
Cree, My @od Lords ; Hitherco,m all the Progrefic 
Boch of my Life and Office, haue labour'd, 


a wich no lische Mudy, that muy teaching 
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Migh con way sad tabelyand he end 

C ¢ 
Ws ens ts det oat nor 1s there Luing, 


5 eit with s heart, my Lords 
hays more fan ‘pia Ricces agsie®, 
Boch in his Conference, and bis piace, 
Defacers of 2 publique peace chen I doe : 
Pray Heauen che King aay newer find a heary 
With leffe Allegeance init, Men thas make 
Enuy, and cr malice, nowrtfhaent ; 
Dare bice the beft. 1 doe befeech yous Lesdibips, 
Tha in chas cole of leftice, my Accufess, 
Be what they will, may Rand forth face to foce, 
Aod sory ee ogsioR me 
Sef, Nay, my Lord, 
Thas cannot be; you are a Counfellor, 
And by that vertuc no man dase accule you, =» (mene, 
Gawd. My Lord. becaule we bsuc » of more mo- 
We will be thort with you. Tisbis Highoc&ec pleslore 
And our confer for beer tryall of you, 
From heuce you be commicted to che Tower, 
Where being bus a prinace man againe, 
You thall know many dere seule ouboldly, 
More then (1 fease) you ase prowided for. 
Cras. Ah my good Lord of tincixfi: Ichanke you 
You are alwayes my good Friend , of yous will pafle, 
I thall both our Lor dthip, budge aad lusor, 
You are fo mercifoll, I fee your end, 
Tiswy vadoing, Loue and meckeneffe, Lord 
won a phere berter then Ambition: 
Wm firaying Soules wih modefty og sine, 
Catt saneere : Thac 3 thail cece) feife, 
Lay all the weight ye con vpon my paticoce, 
I make ss lie doubt as you doe confcience, 
In doing dayly wrongs. I could fay more, 
Bat reverence to your calling, mekes me modcft. 

Gard, My Lord, my Lord, you are 2 SeAsry, 
That's che plaine truth; your painted gloffe dilcouers 
To men that ynderftand you, words s0d weaknefle. 

(rem, My Lord of Mrachefler,y are o biele, 

By your good favour too tharpe;Men fo Noble, 
How euer foultly, yet fhould finde refpeA 

For whas pa haue beene: ‘tis a cruelty, 

To load a falling maa, 

Gard. G . Secretary, 
| cry your Honour mercie; you may wort 
Of all chis Table fay fo. 

Crew, Why my Lerd? 

Gerd. Doe nat | know you for s Feuourer 
Of chis new Sedt? ye are not Cound, 

Crem. Nos found? 

Gard. Not foend ] fay. 

Crem, Would you were heife fo bone: 

Mens prayers thea would feeke you,nos theis feares, 

Gard. 1 (hall cemembe:z this bold Language. 

Crem. Doe. 

Remenber your bold life roo. 

Cham, Thisis too much; 
Forbeare for thame my Lords. 

Gard. Uheue done. 

Crom. And!. 

Cham Then thus for you my Lord, it ftands agreed 
Teake tt, by all voyces : That forthwith, 

You be conuaid to th’ Tower a Prifoner; 
There co remaine till the Kings furcher ples fare 
Be knewne vntovs: arc you all agreed Lords, 
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AE. We ate. 

Cras, Istbere no ocher way of mercy, 
Bat I muft needs to th’ Tower wy Lords? 

Gard. Whac other, 

Would you expo? You sre firangely woublefome: 
Let forme o’th’ Guard be ready chere, 
Eater the Guard, 
Cras. Forme? 
Met] goehkea Traytor cbecher? 
Gard, Recewe bin, 
| And fee bum fafe th Tower, 
Cras. Stay good my Lords, 
Dhauc alierle yeetofey. Looke there my Lords, 
By verve of that Ring, (eke ay caule 
Out of the gripes of cruel] men,sad give it 
To amoft Noble ludge the King my May iter, 
Cham. This 1s the Kings Ring. 
Ser. "Tisno councerfei. 
Soff. “Ts che right Ring.by Hese’n: I cold ye all, 
When we fist put chis dangerows flone s rowling, 
‘Twoid fall vpon oes (clues. 
Naf. Doe you thinke my Lords 
The Krag will (uffer bur che lnrle finges 
Ofhts men ro be vex‘d? 
Cham. Tis now too certaine; 
How much more ishis Life in value with him? 
Would I were fairely oui on's, 

Crom. My mind gave me, 
Ta feeking «sles end Informations 
Againftt this man whofe honefty che Diveld 
And his Difetples onely cnuy ac, 
Ye blew the bre thac burnes ye. now hawe & ye. 


Emser Kang {-owneng on tore, cakes bes Seaie. 
Gard Dread Soversigne, 
How mouchare we bound to Heaven, 
lo dayly chankes; thac gave vs fuch a Prince; 
Not onely good and wife, but moft religioos: 
One chatin all obedience, makes the Church - 
The cheefe ayee of his Honows. and co ftrengthen 
That holv ducy out of deare refped, 
Hus Royal! (elfe in Judgement comes co heare 
The caufe berwizt ber, and chis grea offender, 
Km. Yoo were ever good at fodaine C omenendations, 
Bithop of Minckefer. Buc hoow I come nor 
To beare fuch Aaccery now, and in my prefence 
They ase too ehin,and bafe co hide offences, 
Tame you cannot reach. You play che Spsavell, 
And thuke with wogeging of your rongue to win me: 
But whasfoere thou tek’ me for; I'm fure 
Thou hafta cruel! Narure and a bloody . 
Good man fit downe. Now let me fee the proudeft 
Hee, that dases mot. bot wag bis hoger at thee. 
a that's holy ,he had beuter Nerue, 
Then but on ethinke his pisce becomes thee not, 
Sur. Mry it pieale yout Grace; == 
Keo No Sir ,it doe’s not pleafe me, 
Thad thought, Thad had men of fome vnderflanding, 
And wifedome of my Counce); but | finde none : 
Was it difcrenon Lords.to let this man, 
This good men (few of you deferue thar Title) 
This bone man wait like alowhe Feor-boy 
At Chamber dore? and onc, os greet as you are? 
Why.whac a thame was this? Did my Commiffion 
Brd ye fo farre forget your (elves? I gaue ye 
Power .as he was a Counfellour rotry him, 


ee 
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Noc ss 0 Groome: There's fome of ye, | fee, 
More out of Mabe then Integrity, 
Would wrye hum to che vemott bed ye @eane, 

Whiuch ye thall newer have whale J Lue. 

ene Thus farre 

y molt dread Soveszigne, i hke Groce 
Toles my tongue excufe oll. What micpupos’ , 
Concerning his leaprifoneent, was racher 
(If these be faith 1 men) meant for his T ryall, 

And faire purgation to the world then malice, 
I'en (ure in me. 
Kaa. Well, well my Lords refpcd him, 
Take hirn,and vic bien well; hee's worthy of ke, 
1 eill fay ches cwuch for him, if 2 Prince 
May be beholding toaSubie; | 
Am for his loue sod feruice, fore him. 
Make me no more adoe,but all embrace hies; 
Be friends fo: Chame my Lords: My Lord of Cawerbary 
Theue 2 Sone which yeumeli not deny wee. 
That isa farre young Maid that yet wares Baper(me, 
You pig odfachet,snd snfwere for her. 

Crean. seatcht Monarch new siiue 
lo fech an hoeeer” how may I deferue it, me 
That am a poore and humble Sabied te you? 

Km. Come, come my L ord, you'd {perc your fpoonen 
You thall boue two Partoers with you: tbe eld 
Dechefle of Norfelky, and Ledy MarqueBe Dorf? will 
thefe plesfe you ? : 

Once more ord of MW lo, i charge 
Bebrece,and ies this anan. sal ae 

Gard. Wiha true heart, 

And Brother; love I doc it. 

Cras. And le Heswen 
Wuneffe how deare, i hold this Confirmation. (hears 

Kim. Good Man, chole ioyfull teares thew chy tree 
The common voyce I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fayesthus : Doe ary Lord of Cancwrfary 
A threedturne, and hee’s your {riead for ever : 

Came Lords,we tnfle ume omay: | long 
To have chis young one made a Chriftian. 
As T hawe made ye one Lords onc remsine: 


So I grow flsonge:,you mose Honou: gainc. - Zamna. 


Scena Tertia. 





Nofe ond Temel: wabin, Ema Porter and 
be man. 

Pers. You’ lesue your noyfe anon ye Rekals: doe 
oe ee ye tude Sleves, 

ue your geping: 

When, Good N. Porter | co th’ Larder. 

Port Belong to th Gallowes, ond be heag ¢ ye Rogue: 
Is this « place ro roare in? Feech mes dozen Crab-crer 
faves, snd ftrong ones; chefe ore bar fwreches to ‘em: 
Ie fcracch your heads ; you muff be feelog Cacifienings? 
“Spe looke for Ale, and Cakes heere, you rude 
Roashalis? 

Alon. Pray Sir be patient, ‘tis eemuch impofidle, 
Vaileffe wee fweepe ‘em from she dore with Cannons, 
To fcetrer ‘em, as ‘tis to enske ‘erm f 
On Moy-day Morning. which will never bet 
We msy as well puth egsinit Powles as Rure ‘em. 

Per, How got they in,and be bang’d? $ ae: 






















Aten. Ales iknow noc,how 


As auch as one found Cudgell 
(Yor fee the poore remainder) could diftribete, 


I made no (pore Ses. 

Part. You did noching Sir. 

Adan, | aa Dot oo nor Sit Gay, nos Colbrand, 
To mow ‘em dewne emes but if! ford any 
That had a besd co hit, either young or 
He or thee, Cackold o¢ Cuckold-maker : 

Let me ne're co fee a Chine e > 
And thet I would nos fore Cow, (suc hes. 

Wiba, Do you heare M. Porcer? 

Pos. 1 (hall be with you preferuly, good M. Papgy, 
Keepe che dose clefe Sirhe. - 

Man. What would you haur me doe? 

Por. Wha theeld you doe, 
But knock ‘em a th dozens? Isthis More fields 
co mutter in? Or haue wece fome firange Indien with the 

reat Teele, come co Court, the women fe befiege vs? 

Biette me,wbeta (cy of Formeatien 1s at dove? On my 
Chosftian Conference this one Chaiftening will e 
thoufaad , here will bee Father, God-facher, end all to- 

her. 
Man, The Spoones willbe the bigger Sir. There is 
a lellow forme wha neere che deore, he thould bes Braft- 
et by his as ochey Aaaatenerasie ae of the Dog- 
dayes now teigne in's Nofe; all that fund about hin are 
ender the Line, they ced no other penagace: thar Fire- 
Drake did f bie cheee cienes on the head, and cheee times 
was his Nofe difcherged again mee; bee ands there 
hike s Moreer-piece to blow vs. There was s Habberds- 
thers Wife of (mall wit, neere nen, chet cail'd me, 
till her pinck'd porsenger fell off her bead, for kundling 
foch s combeftsonio the Scate. 2 mitt the Meceos once, 
and he chat Woman, who cryed owt Clubbes, when I 
emighe (ee fromfarre, fome forty Trunchconers draw to 
her feccow,, which were the hope o'th’ Serond where the 
bss tdaibt they fell on, I made good my place ; at 
lengt a) eed Daina ends I defide’em 
ful, when fodsinly a File of Boyes be bind’em,loo'e thoe, 

of Pidbles, chee 1 wee faineto 
draw mene Honour in, end let ‘een wio the Worke, the 
Disell was snonght ‘ern I chonke furely. 

Per, Thefe sre che youths chat thunder at a Pizyheule, 
and figts for bitten Apples, thar no Aedsence ber the 
tribatation ef Tower Hill, orthe Limbes of Limehoafe, 
theis deare Brothers ase able to endure. I hove fome of 
‘emin Lewbe Patrum, and chere chey are like to dance 
thefe chree dayes, befides the sunning Basque of two 
Besdies that is tocome. 


Eater Lord Chamberlaha. 
Chem, Mercy ome: wheca Muitende are heere ? 
fall coo; from al) Parts they are cormening, 
As ir we kepca Faire heere? Where are thefe Porters ? 
Thete leny ? ¥ ‘neue made s fine baad fellowes ? 
Treres a tvim rabble let in: are all chefe 
Your fainhfell ftsends o'th’ Suburbe? We thall hove 
Great fore of roome no doubt, left for the Ladies, 
When they 7 pefic becke from the ChrRtening? 
Por. And pleale your Hencwr, 
We ace but men;ead wher fo meny may doe, 
Not being torne 8 pieces, we heue done : 
An Army cannet rale’em. 
Coam. Ast live, 
the King blame me for’s ; Tis ley ye all 



















































sed tend eb heads 
Clip rd Pes ry ervlay kenece, 
Phachip hiy hess belated iAP 
€ e 
Th'are come from the Chrift 
Go breake emong ¢ , and finde s 
To leche Ti fare! leks 


Stand clofe vp, er Ile make yoor head ske. 
Por. Yous'th’Chamblet get vp oth’ raile, 
dic pecke y od eine thi pales a Esowt, 





Scena Quarta. 





En_ter Trampets fe : Thentwo Aldevrmee,L. Maier, 
Corte, (Varma, of N 
Ath pater 

if es for she C. Cuts: Thm 

Nebirnara boareng a (anepy. se Sr rg 

Norfolks , Codmecber , bearing rhe Chalde 

a Maule, Ge. Traine berue bya Ladys T 

che Derfer , she other 


ders, The 7 ence abcan the Stage, and Gar- 
nat as of 


Garr, Heanen 
Fromthy eadleile goodneffe, fend prof{perous life, 


Long snd ever happie, to the high and Mighe 
Practical Englecd Ekeabab™ ai 


Flarfe. Enter King and Guard, 
Crav, Aad to your Royall Grace, & the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felfe ches pray 
Ali coasfore, iey in this moft grecioes Lady, 
Hescen ever leic vp to make Pesents happy, 
sig ge AeA r 
Kis. Tb ood Losd Aschbifhep : 
What isher Nowe? © 
Crev Elincbeth, 
Wahihis Ride caheay Blefing : God proceéa shee 
Wath this Ki »? ¢ : 'e 
abagdro yaad pei eitp, ae 
a 7 Hable Goffin y"houe 
im, M beene coe Pr 
1 chanike yi beartily t So thali chis Ledy, ae 
Whee the he’s fo much 
Cras. Lerme fi Su, 
For Hessen now bids me; snd the words I veter, 
Let nope thinke Fistrery; for they'l finde’em Truth, 
This Royall Infar.t. Heawen fill move about her; 
Though m her Cradle; yet new promiles 
A seein Land at thou lend Ble 
hich Tiewe thal bring to ripenefic : She fhall be, 
Buc few now liuing can behold ther goodneffe) 
Pecrerne co all Princes lasing with hes, 
And oll thes thall fecceed: Saba wes newer 
More conetous of Wifedome,end feire Vertus 
LU eislaned pcslarebede be. All Graces 
Tha vp foche mighty Piece as this 
Rie Laci ce faces 
Shall Aillbe doubled en hes. Truth Narfe her, 
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Holy and Heawenly chooghts {till Counfell bes . 

She (hall be lou'd and fear’d. Her owne fhall bleile ber; 
Her Foes thake like a Field of bearen Cocne, 

And hang ther heads with forrow . 

Good growes with hes 

In her dayes, Every Man fhall eace in iafety 

Vader hisowne Vine what he plancs; and hag 

The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. 

God thall be trucly knowne, and thofe about her, 
From her fhail read che perfe€t way of Hoaour, 

And by thofe claime cher greatneffe;n01 by Blood. 
Nor fhail this peace fleepe withher: Rut as when 

The Bird of Wonder dyes, the Meyden Phoemz, 

Her Athes new create another Heyre , 

As greacin admirstion as her felfe. 

So fhall the lesue her Bieffedneffe co One, 

(When Heaven thal call her from this clowd of darknes) 
Who, from the facred Athes of her Honour 

Shall Sear-hike rife,ss greac on fame as fhe was, 

And(o fland fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Loue, Truth, Terror, 
Thac were che Seruants co chis chofen Infanc, 

Shall chen be his, and hhke a Vine grow co bin ; 

Where ever the bright Sunne of Heaven thal! thine, 
Hus Honour, and the grestneffe ofhus Name, 

Shell be,sod make new Natsons. He thal floussth, 
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Is conte one, thes Play can neuer pleafe 
Abtbes are beere Some come totake theo cafe, 
Aad fleege an AR or rw; but thofs we feare 

W hase froghied with err Tampets fo ts cleave, 
They | fay tes wanght, Orherstebeare tbe City 

Abus dextrcamly and to cry that's erty, 
Whecke woe bane wot dene atuber; that | feare 
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Tre Epitocve. 





And like e Mountsine Cedar, reach his branches, 
To all the Plaines abour him : Ous Childrens Chudren 
Shall fee this,end bieffe Heauen. 
Ke, Thou {peakeft wonders. 
Cras. She thati be co che happineffe of England, 
An aged Princefle ; many dsyes thal feeher, 
And yet no dsy withous 8 deed co Crowne it. 
Would 1 had knowne no more: But the me 
She coult, the Sarots muft have her; yet ¢ Virgin, 
A moft unfpotted Liily thall the pele 
Toth ground, sad all che World thall mourne hes. 
Kus, O Lord Archbifhop 
Thou haft made me now a man, never before 
This happy Child, did] get any thing. 
This Oracle of comfort, ha's fo pleas'd me, 
Thee when J sm in Heaven, } (hell defise 
To fee what this Child does, and praife my Maker. 
Ichanke yell. To you my good Lord Maioe, 
And you good Brethren, 1 em much behol ding - 
I hauc receia d much Honour by your prefence, 
And ye fhall hnd me thankfull. Lead the way Lords, 
Ye muft all fee the Queene, and (he muft thanke ye, 
She will be ficke els. This day, no man chinke 
"Has bulinetfe at his houfe; for all thall Ray: 


This Lactle-One fhall make st Holy-day. Exemnt, 


Al the expelled good ware lhe ta bears. 
Fer this Play at thw tcme, se omely on 
The merciful confiradi can of good womes: 
For {ach acce we focw'd em. If thay fanie, 
And fay tant dee; | knew wabr awhile, 

AR the beft meu ave ours, for'tss sh bap, 
Uf thuy bold, when thesr Ladets bed ‘cum clap 


The Prologue. 


N roy there lyes the Scene : From les of Greece 
The Princes Orgillone, their bigh blood chaf'd 
Hane co the Port of Athens fent their fhippes 
Franght with theminifters and inflrwments 
Of crnell Werre : Sixry end nine that wore 
Their (rownets Reel, from th’ Achenian bay 
Pus forth coward Phrygia, and their cow is made 
To ranfacke Troy, within whofe ftrong emares 
The ranifh'd Helen, Menclaus Queene, 
With wanton Paris fleepes, and that's the Quarrell. 
To Tenedos they come, 
And the decpe-drawing Barke do there di 
Their warlike frautaze : now on Dardan Plaines 
The ws and yet unbruifed Greekes do pitch 
Thetr brane Pasillons.Priams fixegated (ity, 
Dardan end Timbria, Helisa, Cheeas, Troien, 
and Anecnonidus with ma/sée Staples 
And corre{ponfine and falfilling Belts 
Stirre up the Sonnes of Troy. 
Now Expectation tickling skitti(h [piries, 
On one and other fide, ii and Greeke, 
Sets allon bazard And hither am J come, 
4Py arm d, but not inc 
4 s pen, or Afbors veyce ; bus fusted 
like conditsons, a6 our A ; 
To tell you (faire Beholders) that our Play 
Leapes ore the aut and firftlings of thofe broyles, 
Beginning inthe middle . far ting chence dbay, 
To what may be digefied ina Play: 
Lite, fnde fl do as your ples ee, 
Now good ,or bad, ‘tis bus the chance of Ware. 


RAG 


Troylus and Crefsida. 


flus Primus. 


Ester Pavdarw oud Trapt. 


Treylas. 
OK All here my Variet lle vnarme againe. 
SS Why fhould | warre without the wals of Trey 
ane That finde fech cruel! battell here within? 
Each Troien thac is mafter of his beast, 
Let bese to field, Trepias sles hach none. 
Pas, Will this nere be mended ? 

Trey.The Greeks are ftrong. & skilful vo cheit Arength, 
Fieree co chete skill,and to cheir fiercenefle Valiant : 
Bot I am weaker then 8 womans ceare ; 

Temer then fleepe, fonder then ignorance 
Leffe valent chen che Virgin in che nighe, 
Aad skilleffe as unpradtis'’d Infancie. 
Pas, Well, thevetold yor: enough of this : For 
Me not meddle nor make no farther. Hee that will 
s Cake outof che Wheate, mufi oeedes tarry the 
griodi 


oding. 

Trey. Howe I not tarned > 

Pan. Uche grinding . but you mult carry the bolnng. 
Trey. Hane f not terried ? 

Pas. Iche boulting ; but yau maf tarry the leau'mg. 
Trey Scillhacel tarred. 


Pan. 1, tothe leavening; bet heeres yet in che word 
hereafcer, the Kneading, the making of the Cake. the 
heating of che Oven, andthe Baking; nsy, yoo muft Ney 
the cooling too,or you mey chance to burne your lips. 

. Patience her felfe, what Goddetfe ere the be, 
Doth leffer blench st fufferance,then I doe : 
At Prsaves Roysli Table doe I fit 5 
And when faire Crefid comes into my thoughts, 
So( Traitor) then comes, when fhe is thence 
Pa. Weil. 
She look'd yeftermght fairer,then eutr | few her loohe, 
Or any womaneffe. 
Trey. 1 was about to cell theeswhen my heart, 
As wedged with a figh, would rive in twarne, 
Leaf Hebe ot my Father (hould perceive me : 
Ihsue (as when the Sonne doth light e- fcorne) 
Beried shis figh,n vermble of a file 1 
Ber fonow he is couch’d in feeming gladneffe, 
is like chet micth Fate curnesco fudden (sdeeffe. 

Pas. Andher harre were pot fomewher darker chen 
Helens eee\\ g0 100, there wereno mote comparifon be- 
tweene the Women. But far my pote fhe is my Kinfwo- 
easn, ] would net (as they cearme st) presve it,bus J weld 


Scens Prima. 


forme-body bed hesrd her taike yeft 
not difpreiie your fifter Cafandre's wit, 

Troy. Oh Pander: "| tell thee Pandares } 
When I dee rell chee,there my hopes lye drown'd : 
Reply net ia how many Fadomes deepe 
They lyesndrench’d. 2 tell thee, ! em med 
In Croffide lone. Thow enfwer’A the is Faure, 

Powr'ft inthe open Vicer of my heart, 

Hee Eyes, her Hasre, her Cheeke,her Gece, her Voice, 
Hoadleft in thy difeeurfe. O chat her Hand 

(In whofe comparifon,sll wheces are Inke) 

Waring their ewne reproach ; to whole foft femare, 
The Cignets Downe is harfh,and fpint of Sente 

Hard asthe palme of Plough-man. This choo tel’ anc; 
Astrue choutel'ftme when I (ay Iloue her - 

But feying thus, infead of Ople and Balme, 

Thou lai'ftin every gath that lowe hath gwenme, 
The Knife thee made tt. 

Pax. i fpeeke nomore then mah. 

Trey Thou dof nor {peake fo much. 

Pan Fath, Ne wot meddiemt: Les her bees thee ts, 
f The be faire, ‘tis the bestes for her . snd thebe net, the 
ha‘s the mends in her owne hands, 

Trey. Good Pandarm: How now Peadarss! 

Pan. Thave had my Labour for my crauell sl] thoughe 
on of her.and sl) thsagia oui al pou|, Gone bexwvene aad 
betweene. bur (msl! thankes for my labour. 

Trey. What art thou angry Pesdorns? what with me) 

Paw. Becsufe the's Kinne tome, therefore fhee's nox 
fo faite as Helen, and the were not kin to me, fhe would 
be as faire on Friday, as Heten is on Sunday. But what 
care1? 1 care not and the were a Black-2 Moore, ‘usall 
one to me. 

Trey. Say I the rinos faire? 

They. 1 doe not care whether you doeer ne, Shee’ss 
Foole to ftay behinde her Father; Let her to che Geeeks, 
aad fo Ne cell her che next elme f fee her . for my part, De 
meddle nor make no mere ith martes 

Trey. Pesdava:? Pe. Nel. 

Trey. Sweete Pendarus. 

Pes. Pray you fpeake ne more to me, | will leoue all 
ae] found it,and there an end, Esa Peed. 
Semd Alarom 

Tre.Peace you vngraciousClemors peace rede founds, 
Fooles on both fides, Heim mufi needs be faire, 

When with your bloud you deily paint her thus. 


I cannes fight vpea this Argomert: 


aol did: | will 
















Stis coo Raru'd a fubiedt for my Sword, 

But Pacdarus © Gods! How do you pla goe me? 
I cennot come co Crefid but by Pasdar, 

And he's as teachy to be woo'dto woe, 

As thess Rubborne, chat againit all force. 

Tell me Aped: Cor thy Daphne: Loue 

What Creffid is,what Pendar,ond what we : 

Het bed 13 /ndsa,there fhe hes, Pearle, 
Between our shum,and where thee cecsdes 
Let it be cald che wild and wandring food , 
Our felfe the Merchant, and this fdyling Pander, 
Ovt dowd: full hope our convoy and our Backes 


Aleram., Eater Enea. 
ae. How now Prince Treylas? 
Whereforenot a field ? 


Trey. Becaufe not chere; this womans anfwer forts. 

For womanith itis to be from thence: 

What newes e£acas from the field ro day? 

Lae, That Para is cetucned home,and hurt, 
Trey. By whom ¢fness? 

eine, Treylus by Afcnelans, 

Trey. Let Paru bleed,'us but 8 fear to {eorne, 

Pew 1s gor'd with AMenelaus horne. Alarum, 
wae, Hatke what pood {port is out of Towne to day. 
Trey. Better ac homenf woald I might were may : 

Bur co the (port abroad, are you bound thither ? 

c£«, Inalt (wift haft. 


Trey. Come soe wee chen togither. Exrmt, 





Enter Creffid and ber man. 
Cre, Who were chofe wens by? 
Man, Queene Hecuba,and Helles. 















Cre, And whether go they ? 

Mas. Vpto the Eafterne Tower, 
Whofe height commands as fubredi all the vaile, 
To fee che bactell ; Heiter whole pacience, 
Teas a Vertye fixt,coday was mou'd. 
He chides Andromache and ftrooke his Armorer, 
hod like as chere were husbandry in Warre 
Before the Sunne rofe,hee was barneit lyte, 
Aad to che field goe’s he; where every flower 
Did es a Prophet weepe whack forfaw, 
lo Hedlors wrath. 

Cre. What was his caufe of anger? 

Atas, The noile goe's this; 
There is among the Greekes, 
A Lord of Troisn blood Nephew to Heiter, 
They call hia Arex. 

Cre. Good; and what of him? 

Mon, They (ay he iss very man per fe ond Rends alone. 

Crs. Sodo af men, vuleffe they are drunke, ficke or 
have nolegges. 

Maa, Thismsan Lady, hath tob’d many beafls of their 
particular addirions,h¢ 1s as valiant as the Lyon, churith 
asthe Beare, flow asthe Elephant; « man imo whom 
pacure hath fo crowded humors, chac his valour 13 crufhe 
mo folly, his folly feuced with difcretion : there isno 
man hathavercue, that he hachnows glmpfe uf, nora. 
By man an atteine, but he carries fome Maine of rt. Hes 
melancholy wihout caule,snd merry againit the hase, 
hee hath che soynesof eucry thing, bur every thing fo 
owt ot ioynr, that heeisa gowtie Brearems, many hands 
sndno vie; ot purblinded Argw,all eyes and no hight. 

Cre. But how fhould this man that makes me frnile, 
make Helfer angry? 

Mae. They fay he yeflerdey cop'd Heiter in the bac- 
tell and Nroke hem downe the difdsind & (hame whese- 
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him abouc, his complexion is highes then his he hsurng 





79 
ath ewer lince kept Helter fafting and waking. 
Enter Pacdarns. 

Cre. Whe comes here ¢ 

Adan, Madam your Vacle Paxdera 

Cre, Hettors agallaat man. 

Man, As may bein the world Lady. 

Pan, What's chatewhac’s thac 2 

Cre. haa mostow nls Pandarus, 

Pan, Good morrow Coren Crefid: what do ts 
ofgood morrow Alexander. ce yoo rie bees 
were you st ILiam ¢ 

Cre. This morning Vacle. 

Paw. What were youtalking of when] come? Was 
Heller accn’d vod gon ere yea came to Iiltam? Helles wes 
pot vp? was fhe? 

Cre. Heiter was gone but Helen was nor vp? 

Pan. E'cne fo; Hettor was Airean g carly. 

(re. Thac were we catking of and of nis anger, 

Paw. Washe angry? 

Cre, Sohe faies here. 

Pas True he was fo; I know the caufe coo, hele lay 
abouc him to cay | can tell them thas.and there's Treylam 
will not come fasre behind him, lecebem sake heede of 
Treylas; \cancell them that too. 

Cre. Whats he angry too? 

Pan, Who Trey /us ¢ 
Treylas 1s the bercer man of the two, 

Cre, Ob Jupeterthere's no comparifon, 

Pas. What not betweene Treylaw aud Alelter ? do you 
kaow aman ifyoufee hime 

Cre. (af fever faw him before snd knew him, 

Pan. Well [ fay Trepless is Trepim. 

Cre. Then you fay as I fay, 

For fam face hess not Hector. 
Par. No not Hell isnot Treyfm in fome degrees. 

Cre. Tis wfi,co each of ther he is himfelfe. 

Pan. Himlelfe?alas poore Trozlus\ would he were. 

Cre. Soheis. 

Pan. Condivon {had gone bare-foote co Indis. 

Cre. He ts noe Hector 

Pan. Himfelle? aos hee's not himfelfe,woold ¢ were 
himlelfe: well, che Gods are shoue, time maft friend or 
endswell Tr (us well, ] would my hescc were tn her bo- 
dy: no, Helfer snot abeicer aan chen Treylas. 

Cre Escufle me, 

Pan. He iselder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pas. Th’ochers not come too’, you fhall tell me sao- 
thercale when ch’ethers come toot: Meter thal] nox 
have his will this yeare. 

Cre, He thall nor neede it fhe heue his owne. 

Pan. Nor his quabties. 

Cre. Nomaeuer. 

Pan, Not his beaut. 

Cre Twauld aoc becom« himshis own’s Detrer. 

Paw, You have no sudgemenc Neece; Hedca hes felfe 
(wore th’other day char Theyhe for abrowne fawour (for 
fo ‘sis | awl confeffe ) nox browne nether. 

Cre. No, but browne. 

Pan: Foubto fsy wuth,brewne and no: browne 

Cre. Tolay the treth teve and rot trve 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion sboue Paris. 

Cre, Why Pars hath colour inqugn. 

Pas Sohchas 
Cre, Then 7rep/as should have too much, if the prosi'd 
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Colour enough and che other higher, 16 C00 Rlaming I 


praife for a good complexion ,] had as lieve send ig 
den tongae had cornmended Trepins fer a copper note. 
Pas. | (weare to you, 
Ichinke Helles loves him berter then Paris. 
Cre. Then thee’s a merry Greeke indeed. 
dee. Nay 1 am fore the does, fhe came ro him th’osher 
day wo the compaft window,.snd you mow he has Got 
pelt chree of foure haires on his chinne. 
Crof. Indeed a Tapfters Arichmetique may foonc 
bring bis particulars cherein.to atorall. 
Pand. Why he is very yong, and yer wiil he within 
three pound lift 3s much ashis brother Hebfor. 
| Cref. Is beis fo younga man,end fo old a lifcer ? 
Pas. But to prooue to you that Hcbes loves him, fhe 
come and puts me her white hand ro his clouen chia. 
Cref, Jmmehaue mercy how came it clouen ? 
Paw. Why, you know tis dimpled, 
I cdwake his fmyling becemes him better chen any man 
jn all Pheigra. 
Cre. Oh he feniles valiantly. 
Pex, Dooes hee not? 
Cre. Obyes,and iwere a clow'd in Astsnme, 
se Why go to then, but co proee to you that Helles 
7 


Toyless. 
Cre. Trepten wil Rand to thee 
Proofe.if poule proese it fo. 


Pas. by he efteermes her no more chen J e- 
fecesk cde 


Cre. If you lone an addleegee 21 well 18 you loue an 
head, you would este chickens ichfhell, 

Pes. lt eaonnot chefe bat laegh to thinke how fhe tick - 
bed his chin, indeed thee has a meruc!’s white hand | mult 
needs confeffe. 

Cre. Withous the racke. 
ae And flee cakes vpon her co (pre a white haire on 


Cr. Alas pore chio? 8 wart is richer. 
Pad, Bu there ores foch laughing, Qoctoe Hocuba 


pean thes ba ren ore, 
vs.: Wuh : 
Pan. Aad Cafandra\s Ce 
Cr. Bat chere was more veraperete Gire vader the pot 


ofber eyes : did her eyes run ore too? 
Pav. And Hell lag 
Cre. At what wasall this leughing ? : 
Pand. Matty as the white hase chet Hellar fpied on 
Trephe chin. 
Cref. And vhed beenes greene heise, | thould have 


too, 

Pasd. They laoght noc fo much at the halre,as at his 
pretty snfwere. 

Cre. What was his aafwere ¢ 

Pes. Quoth thee, heere's but twe and fifty heires on 
your chinne;and one of them is white, 

Cre. Thisis her queftion. 

Pan d Thac's crue,meke 00 von of chat, tw and 
fiftie haires queth hee,and one white,thet white haire ss 
my Farher, and all che reft ore his Sonnes. Jeperer quoth 
fhe, which of thele hsives is Poru my hesband ? The for. 
hed cae be, pluckt our and give i him : bur there 

ghing, snd Helle fc btathe, ond Pera fe 


a 1 Jcold you aching yeflerdsy,chink on't. 


realy i rs Ss F 

P Ne befworne ‘tis true,” he will weepe 

an'cwere a man borne 1n April, Sound a ag 
Cref. And lle {pring vp in his teares,an'twere a oerrhe 


again May. 
sre comming from the Geld, thal we 


Pen. Harke 
fland Ni here and fee them, as they pafle toward I Bruen, 
good Neece do, [weer Necce Creffida, 
Cre Acyoar pleafure. 
= er teagie aia sn excellent place, heere we 
ce moft braucly, Tie rel you them all by cheis names, 
ihe paffe by erase Trey above toe ref. 
Emer lacus. 
Cre. ke noe fo low'd. 
Pan, Thor's -£ecas 1s not thats brase man,hee's one 


of the flowers of Troy I can you,but meske Treylus.you 
thal (ee anon, 


Cre. Who's that ¢ 
Eater Auer, 

Pan. That's Astener, behas athrow’'d wit! cantell 
you,and hee’s a man good inough, hee’s one oth foun- 
deft 1edgement io Troy whofoeuer, end s proper men of 
perfon:when comes 7reylas ? ic thew you Treyts 000, 
tf hee fee me,you thall feehim him nod at me, 

Cre, Will he give you the 206 ? 

Pan. You thali fee. 

Cre. ifhe do,the rich thell have,more. 

Enter Heller 

Pan, That's Helfer that, that Jooke you,thae there's s 
fellow, Goe thy way Hetter.chere’s 9 braue men Necce, 
O brave Fetter! Looke how hee lookes ?chere’s 8 coer 
tenance; ift not a brave man? 

Cre, Obraue men| 

Pox. Isanot? ft dooere mans hesre good, looke you 
what hocks are on his Hetmetlooke you yooder.de you 
fee? Looke youthere 7There's no tet ing on,cak’s 
off, who «il as chey (ay, there be hacks. 

Cre. Be thole wih Swords ? 

Emer Paris. 

Pas. Swords, eny thing he cares aot, and che dwell 
come co him, it's ell one, by Gods tid it doses ones heat 
good. Yonder comes Paru, yonder comes Parw: looke 
yee yonder Neece,ift not 2 gallant nan to, iA not? Why 
this ts braue now : whe (iid be come hurt home to day ? 
Hee’s net hurt, why this wilt do Hellas heart good 
now. ha? Would | could (ee Trews now, you thal Trey- 
ls anon, 

(ve. Whole tha: ¢ 

Eater Relive . 
Pos, That's Helirags,} marectt where Thoplaw it,that's 
Fielewms, \ckunke he went not forthto dsy:that's Hei. 
hom 


Cre. Can Heliswan fight Vacle 2 

Pan, Hebmen no : yes becle fight indifferent, well) 
maractl where Troytw is; berke, doyou not heere the 
people crie ¢ Melouar 31 Prick. 

Cre, Whot fellow comes yooder? 


Serer Try lus . 

Pan. Where? Yonder? Thats Dephober. Tis Trey- 
tas Ther’s a man Necce, hom ¢ Braue Treplacche Prince 
of Chiusirie, 

Cre. Peoce, thame prace. 

Pand. Marke hin, aot hice 1 Obreer Trepta : looke 
well vpon hin you hew his Sword is blow- 


Neece,loake 
died nad his Holme mere heck: icimalcaaier ariel 
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leokes, sad how he goes. O sdenirable youth! he oc’re 
faw three and twenty. ape prindlicoe sone hath 
had 1a fifter were 3 Grave, or a daughter 6 e, hee 
theuldteke bis choice O sdrnicable mee ! Pars? Paru 
1s dace cobim, aad} wartene, HHelente chenge, would 
give monary co boot. 


Eoter commen Scaldars. 


Creof Heese come more, 

Pen. Affes fooles, dolcs chaffe and bran, chafhe and 
bran; porredge after ment. I could Jue ond dye i th'eyes 
of Trerlas, Ne'se looke,na're looke «the Eagles are gon, 
Crowes and Dawes, Crowes and Dawes: I had cacher be 
fach omen ss Treylas, then Agasramen end all Greece. 

Crof Theress among the Greekes Acheller, a berrec 
man then 7rey/ey. 

Pas. tebides? « Ocag-men,s Porrer.s very Camel. 

Crof. Well wet. 

Pan, Well,well ? Why have you say difcretsonthouc 

oy any eyes? Do you know whor aman te? Is not birth, 
. good fhepe, difcourle, menbood Jearning , gen- 
leach, vercue, youth, libersiny and fo forth : the Spice, 
aad fal chet feafons a men? 

Crof. 1,2 eoc’d man and chen co be bak‘d with ao Dace 
in the pyc, for then ihe mans dates out. 

Pan, You ere lech anocher women, coc knewes not 
rey yar ward you - Pr re 

ref. V: cke. to defend my belly; vponmy 
we, to defend zy wiles; vppon my fecrecy, to defend 
mune honeAy ; my Maske, to defend my beauty end you 
co defend al se anaes allthele wasdes | lye oc, o¢ 8 
thouland waiches, 

Pan. Say onc of your watches. 

Cref. Noy Ile watch you for that, end that’s one of 
the cheefcft ofihem too. If | cannac wasd what ] would 
nor haue hit, [cso watch you for telling how I coek che 
blow, valeffe u (well paft nding, sad chee it's pe wat- 


ching 
i Eu bg. 


You we fuch snocher. 
Sir, ny Lord would wftsacly (peake with you. 
Pan, Where? 
. At yourowne hoofe 

Pax. Good Boy cell him I come, J doubt he bee heart 
Fare yc well good Neece 

(ref. Adios Vnkle 

Pan. Me be with you Neece by and by 

Cref. To bring Vikle 

Pas. I,stoken from Troha. 

Cref. By the (ame coken,yousres Bawd. Ex Pend 
Wordh, vowes, gifts, teares, & loves full fecrifice, 
He offers m anosbers eterprile » 
Bus more in Trev/ms thouSar.d fold | fee, 
Then in the glaffe of Pendar's praile may be g 
Yer hold | off. Women ore Angels nooing, 
Things won are done, royes foule lyes in che dowing 
That the beloe'd, knowes nought chac hnowes es this: 
Men prize the ching wngain d, more then st is. 
That the was never yet. chac euer knew 
Lowe pox fo fweer. as when defice did fue : 
Therefore tbis moapene out of love } reach; 
* Atchicorment us command ; ungain d, befeech. 
That though my hearts Contents firme lowe doth besre, 
Nonhing bj thas (hall from mine eyes sppeace, Exis. 


Sout. Enter Agawsawen, Nefo, , Desens 
i ¥ neat 
Agam. Princes: 7 


Iaall , begun on earth below 
Fayles in the promift i cheches end difefiers 
Grow bo the veines of ations higheft reas‘d. 


As knots da heschaaly pation ; 
Infe@ the Pine, and diverts bus Graine 
Tortrae end erant from his courle of growth. 
Nor Pronces, is it mocter new to vs, 
That we come thor: of ovr fuppofe (0 ferre, 
That afcer feaca yoares fege, yet Troy walles Gand, 
Seth euery ation chat hath befere, 
Ore reas hecere. riell did draw 

189 and thwart, not an the sym: 
Aad that vabodied afte though 
Thas gewe’t facenifed Why chen( yee Prieses) 
Do yeu with cheekes abafh'd, beheld eur workes, 

thinke cheen theme, which ase (indeed aoughe alfe 
But che proissAtwe crisis of greac love, 
To finde pevfiftius conflsacie in men ? 
The fnenefie of which Mettall ie not found 
ta Forrwecs lowe : for then, the Bold and Cowerd, 
The Wife snd Feole, the Arift snd 
The hard and oft. (eeene all offia'd.and hun. 
Bec in the Winde and Terepett of her frowne, 
Difiiniion with a lowd and powsefall fen, 
Teens ol siemeees ee hen ower 
And what hech male, or matter by ic felfe, 
Lies rich in Verrue, and : 

Nefle Wh dee Obfereance of thy godly (eat, 
ren Agrees he ater 
Thy lateft woods. 
Tathe reproofe of Chance, 
Lies the tue proofe of men 1 The Sea being fmeoth, 
upon coe) talon beable Fone: ee lets 

her pacienc breft, thei 

Wich hols of Neblerbelbe?? 
Bat ler the Roffism Serra: ence enroge 
The ached behets beheld e 
The nbb‘d Barke through ial ats 


Booad the two moyft 
Like is Horfe. Where's chen che fawcy Soace, 
Whofe weake entimber'd ides but euen sow 
Co-riwal'd Grenineffe f Eicher co harhous Bed, 
Or mode a Tofe for Neptune. Even fo, 
Doth velours fhew,and velours werth diaide 
in Aocenes of Fortune. 
For, in hee cay and brightneffe, ; 
The Heasd hah more ance by the Beiese 
Then by che Tyger: Buc, when the fplitting winds 
Mokes flexible che knees of knoceed Oskes, 
And Flies fled vnder fhade, why cheo 
The thing of Courage, 
Astowz'd with rage, with rage doth fj 
Aad wich an eccens tun'd 10 felfe-fame key, 
Retyres co chiding Forrune, 

f. Agena. 


In wehorw the tempers, and che mindes of all 
Should be thes vp : Hease whar WIyffer fpenkes, =~ 


Befides the iy cose 
The tape paedr thy place end fway, 
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And thou moft rewerend for thy Arercht-our fife, 
give co both your speeches : which were foch, 

As Az ancemnen and the hand of Greece 

Should hold vp high mt Breffe: sad (uch agsine 

Asveuersble Nefier (harch’d in Silver) 

Should wich a bond of ayre, frong asthe Axiletree 

la which the Hesuens ride, bout dil Greekes cares 

To his experienc’d congwe : yee let ic pleafe beth 

( Thou Grest,end Wile) to heare Pip fes (peake. 

Aga. Spesk Prince of /rhara,end be of lefic expe : 
That mstrer needlefle of importleffe berchen 
Deorde thy lips ; shen we ace confident 
When canke Ther frer opes eMsfticke iswes, 

We thal neere Muficke Wit snd Oracle.» 

Vif Trey yet epon hrs bafis had bene downe, 
Aad the preat Heldors Sword had leck'd a MaRter 
Bat for infiancer, 

The fpecraley of Rule hech beene negle&ed ; 

And looke how Grecian Tents do ftand 

Hollow vpon this Plame, fo mary hollow Fa@ions. 
When chet che General 1s nut like the Hive, 
Towhom the Forragers thell all repsire, 

What Hony is expected? Degree being vizerded, 
Thvaworthicht thewes es fairely in the Maske. 

The Heavens themfelees, the Pisners, and chis Censer, 
Obferue degree, priority and place, 


Jonftnre, cousfe, eg aeepei feafon, forme, 
Offce, and cuftome, ia all line of Order : 
And cherefore us che glorious Planet Sol 
In nobie eminence, enchron’d and (phear’d 
Armd che ether, whofe med’cinable 
Corredéts che sll Afpedts of Planets euill, 
Aad puftes like che Command’ment of a King, 
Sans checke,co good and bad. But when che Planets 
In ewill mixcure co diforder wander, 
Whar Plegues, and what porcente, whet touriny ? 
What raging of the Sea? Ihaking of Earth? 
Commoton in che Win-ics? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert, and cracke, rend-and dei ecinete 
The vanity, and warned calme of Srates 

ite from chess fixare?O, when Degree is thak'd, 
es hich is the Ladder to all high defignes) 

eencerprizeisficke. How could ides, 
Degrees in Schooles, sad Brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peacefull Commerce from diuidable fhores, 
The primogenitiue, end due of Byrth, 
Prerogatiuc of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(But by Degree) (tend in Aurhentique place? 
Take bat Degree sway, vn- une chat Aring, 
And hearke what Difcord followes : each thing eeetes 
In cere oppugnancie, The bounded Warers, 
Should life their bofomes higher chen che Shores, 
Aad make @ foppe of all chs folid Globe s 
Strength fhould be Lord of imbecilicy, 
And che rude Sonne Qroald ftrike his Father dead: 
Force thould be right, or rather, right md 
(Becweene whofe endlefic sarre, luftice recides) 
Should loofe her names,and fo thouls | uftice too. 
Then euery ching iaclades it felfe in Power. 
Power into Will, Willinro Apperice, 
And Appetite(an vniverfall Wolfe, 
So deubly feconded with Will, and Pewer) 
Muft make perforce en vnwerfall prey, 
And lft, este vp himfelée. 
Great Agamenmes: 


This Chaos, when Degree is fefbocate, 
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Despre ing : 

And this negleQion he ie 

Tht by i pace gors beckteed ia perpele 

iecelpherees The General's difdein'd 
im onc fiep below ; he, by the 

T aca Go edb Ceaj ae 

Exewpled by the firft pace chat is ficke 


: Of bis Saperiour, growes te an ensious Fesnes 
loodlefic Braelation 


Ael'sdiiPesey ba tree Te foote, 

os 

Lethnafipelerader a Tomdsuk 

toy in our weskneffe fines, not in her firength. 

ae Mof wi 
Pesuer. w all our power ts ficke. 

- The Necure of che GchneSe found 
Wietadurmenet ee 
VOf. The greas Achiles , whem Op: 
The fnew, and the fore-hand of owe , 

Hosing hus card fall ofhis 

Growes dainty of hes , and 10 his Tem 

Vests ie Bed, che Bec-loog cane : 
olez et 

Becahcs (carci! 1c&s, “y 

And with ridiculous and sakward 

Sabre Slanderer, he imication call's) 

‘Pageants vs. Sometime greet Apamrmuse 

Thy topleffe depurssicn hepetsoage 

Aod tke e firurring Player, whofeconceit—- 

Lies in hiv Ham-ftring, wap it nich 


crownes, 


‘Teiat his ecrhsfoonog Charest 
wist his footing, snd the Scaffolege, 
Such ro be pittied, and ore-refted feeming = 
e mt Grestnefe in: sad when he 

ishkea Chimes mending. With cearmes val, 
Which from the tongee of roering 7; iis 
Weald (cemes Hyperboles. Att Kreps 

large Achelies (on his pref. bed felling) 

From his deepe Chef, leughes outs low sppleafe 
ce separ a Azememnes buf. : 

ow play me Nofer ; hum, and ftroke thy Bea 
Ashe, being dreft to fome Oration s os 
That's done, es neere es the extreacecft ends 
Of perslels ; 2s like, as Pulcew and bis wife 
Yet god AcheRes Rilleriesexcelien, 
Tis Nofe sight. Now pisy bim (me) Patrecien, 
Armiog to sofwer in anight-Alarme, 
And chen (forfooth) the sine defects of Age 
Muft be the Sccne of myrth, co cough, aod {pix, 
Aad with a paific foruoling on i, dood . 
Shake in and our the Rivet: and st chis i 
Bis Valour dies ; cries, Ocnough Parrecias,. 
give me shee of ses I Mhall (plic afl 
n pleafure S - And m this fathion, 
All our abilities pitts, natures, fha 
Severals and generals of grace Ae 
Acchieuments, plots, » preuentions, 
Excitemenis to the field, of {peech for truce, 
Succeffe of loffe, whs¢ is, oF is not, ferves 
As fuffe for thefe ewo, to make paradoxes, 

Nef. And in the imitation of thefe cwaioe, 
Who (83 Wipes (ayes) Opinion crownes 
With an Impenall voyce, many sre infec : 
Alexis growne felfe. will'd, and besres his head 
"i Hasek SPs proud a place 

8 broad 2 cheBes, ond keepes his Tent hke him 
Makes faQ:ous Fealts,sailes on ous fate of Ware 


Troylus and (refsida. 
Bold os 09 Orecie, sad fers Tharficcs He cele chee to Elentelie. 


A Ghee, whofe Gall cowes Manders ike 2 Miat, 
Teo sanch vs in comparifons with durt, 
To weakeo sod diferedu ovr cxpolare, 
Hew ranke fecucr rounded 1 with danger. 
hf. They raze out policy, ond call it Cowerdsce, 
Cowcs Wi 06 a0 eembecr of the W are, 
Fore-@all sence, and cfieeme ao afte . 
Bwe that of head : The fall and mencall peris, 
The do coarrue how mony hends thal fithe 
When Gnefie call hem on,sed haow by mesfure 
Of cnein eblereant 


The call this Bed. werke, Mepp'ty, Clofles- Wasre : 
Pred at ieee 
Fer che fame and peize, 
They pscebefone shad cat made he Engine 
Or chet wah che fincactle of chew foules, 
By Reslen geide het execution. 
Weft. Lec this be graned, ond Achries hocle a 


From Troy. 

Age. What would you Tore ovr Ten: ? 

oben, ls chis gree Agamrassen: T en:,| preyyen? 

Aza. Even thus. 

. May one chet ts s Herald, end s Prince, 
Doe tesre ac Sage ro tes Kingly cares! 

Ags. Wah fie then Achelles rme, © 
Fore off the Greeki 5, whech wah ove voyce. 
Call Agameaseen Head and Generali. 

cAas. Foe lesue, snd lerge fecunty. How may 

laperia! lookes, 


AQ to thofe moft 
Knows thems Som eyes of ote Morcals ? 
Age Hew? 
. F: Leake, thee I enight waken reverence, 
the checke be ready with » bluth , 


Which is che high end mighty Agamemwes ? 
Age. Tras Troyso {corees vs, or the aca el Troy 
Are cercmontous Courtiers. 
e400, Coartierses cig xg aa 
As bendng ls: chae's ome, in peace: 
Bc cal hep sald (orans Sobduety ney het pullels 
Good armes, Arqug ioyots, tree (words,& Janes accord, 
appa Sombie leas pap aarad conta 
Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 
The si de ay pdr, diocese npn : 
If chas he d hincletfe, bring sv. $e forth. 
vied commceds, 
prate fole pare tranfet ds. 
Siz,you of Trey,call you yous (elle oBanar? 
. 1Greeke,chac 19 ary name. 
Age. What's your sEsyre I prey you! 
5 Sir pardon, ‘tis for Agsmempmons cores. 
Ags. He beaces nought preachy 
That comes from Troy. 
Ear. ast eel ir bres al larg 
S brrog 0 Truapes to his esre, 
To fer bes fence on che asteniac bene, 
And then to feerke, 
Age. Speake frankely os the winde, 
ssedaras ‘erp exyetd man toe diab 
Thes chow thal: know Treyen he is awake, 


ee ee 
Sead thy Braffc voycethrough allthese laste T 
Aad every Greeks of aetils, let bias koow, = F 
ee ee een atowd. 
Tranepess fomad. 
We have great Agaurcmes beere m Troy, 
A Prince calld Hetior, Proam is has Father ; 
Mifsrhobes doll roy moat, Trece 
Is growne. He bad me cake s Tremper 
And so thes perpole (peake : Kings, Prieces, Lords, 
if chere be ons among 'f the fayr ft of Greece, 
Thac holds tus Hower hegher chen hie cafe, 
That leckes tes preife, more then he feares bis perill, 
Thst kaowes lus Velour, end knowes noc his feare, 
Thac lowes hes Mifices more chen wn confeffion, 
(Woh ereane vowes to her ovene lips he lowct) 
Aad dese avow ber Beauty 2ad ber Werth, 
Jn ether ermnes then bez: : to haan chis Chellenge, 
Helter, a new of Troyens, and of Greekes, 
Shall make x , o¢ do his befi to do x. 
He hacho , wifer, ferer sroty, 
Then corr Geeeke did compafie in his ormes, 
Aad will ce ahorrow oth bes Trumpet call, 
Madwoy berweene your Tencs,end walles of Troy, 
Teo rewse s Grecies thac is true in love, 
If any comme, Heller thal honour buse : 
Ifaone, beet (ey in Troy when he reryres, 
The Grecian Doenes ore fen- burntsnd oot worth 
The (phaser of a Lance : Even fo much 
Mga. Thus thall be cdid ovr Lowers Lord Enna, 
Maeve of chem hove fquie 10 (uch « kinde, 
We lefc chore all ac hoene s Bus vee are Sooldiers, 
Aad mey ther Seuldier a morte reercant prose, 
That mesnes sot, heh aot,er is nes in lows : 
If chen eneis, or hech,or menace ce be, 
Thet ove reeets feller; f none eile, bic be he. 
Neff. Tell bien of Nel, enc that wee e man 
When Heiters Grenadine Cecht: he 1s old sew, 
But if there be aot in ous Grecian mould, 
One Noble man, thas hath one {parol fire 
Tooalwer fer hes Lowe ; ceil nen frora me, 
te hidemy S:lues beard mn s Gold Beaver, 
And w ay Vanibroce pac ins wither'd brawne, 
Aad eesecing him, wil teli ham, chor my Lady 
Was fayrer chen bis Grandemm, and as chafte 
Asmey be in che world : his youth in flood, 
ie powne this truth with my chree drops of diced, 
eer, Now heswens forbid tach (carfuie of youth. 
Pipf. Amen. 
igs. Fane Lord fnew, 
Letene roach your hand ; 
To.cer Peoiven thal | eade yoo eft: 
Achedes fnali have veord of chis cent, 
So thal each Lord of Greece from Tencte Tames 
Your feife (hal! Feaft with vs before you goe, 
And fede the welcome of a Nebie Fee. 
Vf. Nelle. 
Nef, Wha layes Vopfes ? 
Vif. Uheve s young ona rey braine, 
Be you avy timeto say A foape. 
Nt. Wharis't? 
Utyfee. This ‘cto: 
Blea tive hard koocs : the feeded Pride 
The hath to this matunty biewne vp 
°G 3 


Ecouss, 





Troylus and Crefride. 


on him. . 

, And wake him to the anfwer, chinke 

|, Yes, ‘tis mot meet, who may elle oppose 
Heno: 


Alch lor) Chall gone o {can 
otcacemGeed. 
Ant 10 Coch [adexes, alchough {mall prickes 

. Voluenes, there is feene 


doa co my (peech 
, Gree pardon co my [pecch . 
Theciore tneanes, Ache Bes meet nor Hether : 
Let ve (like Merchents) thew our fowlelt Wares, 
Aod thatke they fell : Ifaor, 
The latter of che berrer yet to thew, 
Shall thew the betser. Do nor confent, 
Thee curt Helfer and Achilles meete: 
For both eur Honosr, and oar Shame inthis, 
; nis abd hie 


Yet go we vader our 


(+) 
That we hese 


* leas 
pe eee Sceaee 
Ais, The faces? 
Ther. e¢yancemm, bow ifbehad Bites (fal) oll curs 


? 
. And chole Byles did ranne, {ay fo; hd net the 
Gouna, wacweraabecog reer ow 
Ais. 


s hie, 

Ther. The of Geeece thee thee Munged 
biceeines tae ae 

Aia. Speake chen you whinid'ft lesuen fpeske, 3 will 
beace thee inso hand: 

Thes. 1 thet foonet rayle thes into wit and hobedke 
but I thinke thy Hocfe wi seiig-hlenk pire! | 
learns prayer without booke ; Thaucenft frike, 
thou? A red Murren o'ch thy Iedes crickes. 

Ais. Toads Roole, teame me the Proclameden. 

Ther. Doeft chow thinke I howe ae fence thou Artira 

ion, (wechus? 

Ther. Thow ast procissm’d a foole,I thiake. 

Ass. Donor ine,do net; 
Ther, | would chow didft tech from 


iech. 
ad co foot, and 
I had che (cratching of chee, | would meke thee the lous 
fom'ft {ced in Greece. 
Aa. 1 fay the Proctemation, 
Ther, Thou grumbleft & raileft eueryhoure on 4. 


chitles and thos art as ful ofenuy atbis greatner, 0s Core 
berms it 0 cp soa besury. J, chac chou bark ot him. 

Mia, Mitte Ther fees. 

Ther. Thou fhould'A ttnke him. 

Aa. Coblofe. 

Ther. He would pun thee lato thivers with bale BA, 28 
a Seiloc breakes a bisket. 

Ther. Do,de. 


Aia. You borfon Curre. 

Aca. Thos Rtoole fors Witch. 

Teer. 3, do,do,thoe fedden-witted Lord; shoe bef 
80 more braine then | hane in mine elbows: An Afstice 
may tetorthee. Thos valians Affe shou att heere 

art ht and folde o- 


Achil Why how now A:ax?wberefore do you this? 
How now Therftes? what's the motter man? 

The. You fee him there, do you? 

Ackil. 3, whet's the maceer. a 

Ther. Ney looke vpon him, 

Added. So do: what's the moter? 


















































Thor. Nay ben cugard hun welt. 

Achd. Well.why | de fe. 

Ther. Bur yet you looke act well vpon hie : fer whe 
Some ever you take him co be, he 1s Alex. 

Abed, \ know thet foole. 

Ther. 1, bus thet foole knowes net binfelfe. 

Asax. Therefore | besce chee. 

Ther. LoJoJe,jo, whac medianms of wit he erters:his 
exshens baue cares thss long. I base bobb'd his Brasac 
more chen be bas beace my bones: | will buy ane Spar - 
rewes for 3 proy, snd bis Paamaser ts not worth the nench 

of aSpertow. Tins Lord ( ActeBes) Asa who wears 
Cis wk wo bis bely, cod ins getces in tes beod, Lie cei you 
has I fay ofhan. 

Acbel, Whar? 

Ther. 1 fay thes efier ——— 

Ther. Lorde rely 

Ach. a yee. 

Ja wb hop che eye ot His Needle Sor whom 
becomes co fight. 

Actd, Peace feole. 

Teer. 1 would hove peace and quictecs, bat the fools 
Gill not : be chere, thet he, leoke yne chere. 

Meax, O chou dama'é Corre, See haret 

Added. Wii you fer wie toe 

The. Ne 3 wecone Joe for afeotes wll Qrame i. 

yr Wharsche quarrel? 

debel, e 

Asax. | ted chee vile Owls, got learne me the cenere 


Aun. — 12 £00, gO C0. 

Ther. 3 voloncary. ; 

Ae, Loar lak Ceruice was (uiferance, ‘c@es NOt vO- 
Jentary. no man is beasen voluntary : Acar wes heere the 


ey aed you os vader an Imprefie. 
The. ‘acio a grevidesle ot yor wit too les 2 yous 
Ganewes, oF elfe cere be Liars. Heer hall haves gscat 
catch, afbc Knocke om either of pour braincs he were es 
geod cracke s feftre nat wuxb no kernel, 
Achd, What with me to 7 berfee:? 
Jar, There's Wh fes, nd old Nefier, whole Wie was 
meeldy ere ther Grandfires had assis on cheie coesnyoke 
you like draft-Oxen,snd make you plough vp the ware, 
Achid, Whar? whac? 
Tier. Yes good forth, to Achilles £0 Aix, (mam 
Auax. 1 thall cus out your t ° 
Ther. "Tisn0 macter, 1 tha ¢s mach es thou 


ae, thei! 17 

Achd. There's for you Patrectm, 

Ther, } wi l{ce you hang’d like Cloepeles ere I come 
any more co yo wr Tease; 1 oil keepe where uhere 1s 
Buring , snd ieave the (ed) ton of fooles. exit. 

Pet. A riddence. 

Achel Mary chss Sit is proclaim'd through al our heft, 

That Heckler by the filt houre of the Sanne, 
Wit witha Tromper, twits eur Tents and Trey 
To metrow mernmng call fome Knight to Armes, 
That hath a fomacke, end fech » one chet dare 
Masisine | koow aot what: tis trath. Farewell. 

Aian. Farcoreti ¢ abo (hall aniwer hire? 

Achd, Lunow net, 1s pet to Lousy: ether wife 





Trek and fst 






Heknew bis men, 
Asan. enesning you, t wil go learne more of it. Exie, 
utor Priam, Heller 7 reytus Darn and Fidheuns, 
Pri. Afeer fo meny hoteres Jwes,fpeeches fren, 
Thes eace agen Nefter from che Greckes, 
Dedhuce Helen, and all damage cife 
(Asbooour, lofic of rime, wauaile, expence, 
Weends, friends and whasels deere thac 1s confen’d 
Jo hee digefisen of this comorsnt Ware) 
Shell be ftreke off. Heller, what (sy you toot. 
Hel. Loran Slaps leffer feares che Greeks chen I, 
As ferreestouches my porticular : yer dread Priam, 
There is ne Lady of more fofter bowels, 
More (pungie, to fuche m the fenfe of Fare, 
Moxe ready to cry out, who bnewes whac fellowes 
Then Helter is: the wound of peace is ferery, 
fecure : but modeft Doubx is cal'd 
The Beacon of the wile : therene thet fearches 
Toxh dottome of the werft, Let Helee go, 
Since the firft {word was drewne sbour this 
Every tythe foule mong ft many thoafand 
Heth bin as deere a3 Hela: | meene of curs : 
If we bau loft fo many renths ef owrs 
To guerd a thing aot ouss,nor worth to vs 
(Had it of nemne) che valew of one ten ; 
Whar acric’s in chet reafen whach Aenies 
The yeelding of bes vp. 
Trey. Fre, fie ny Brasher 3 
Weigh you che worth and In aoer of » King 
(So greac 89 our dread Father) om a Scale 
Of commos Ownces? Wil you with Counters famme 
The peft proportion of his iafinne, 
kie m 3 wofte meft fathomisfe, 
With {panes sad unghes fo dimmensive, 
As feares and reafons ? Fie for godly thame? 
Hel, No mereci though you bue (0 tharp ac 
You ata them, fhould nor our Father 
great iway ofhis es with 
Beesel ¢ your fpeechach dessioh aon 
- You sce fos deeames & flumbers brother Pri 
You furre your glowes with resfon:here are yous sealons 
You sae psc icends you harme, 
You know, alword imploy'd is pen 
er pos abbot afr pale 
Whe mereeis theh when Heleom bebolds 
AGrecien ond hit Tword, if he do fer 
The very wings of reafon to his heeles: 
Or like a Stare diferb’d, Nay, if weralive of Reafoo, 
Aod falas Mercure from loue, 
Let's thut ovr geces ond fieepe : Manhood sad Hosor 
Should bave hard hearts, wold they but foc then choghre: 
With this crammed ceafon : reafon and ref 
Makes Lusers pale. and loflyhood deie&t. 
What the doth coft the holding. 
Tre. abs taig ie bus ss ‘tis velew'd? 
Heit. Ber value dwels noc in particular will, 
Te holds hes efrenace 20d diguicie 
As well, wherein ‘cts orecions of it felfe,? 
Asin the prizes : Tis made Idoletie, 
To make the \ervice greater then the Ged, 
Aad the will doses cher 1s inciinesble 
Towhac rafedioully it felfe affcas, 
Without forme unege of ch'sfiedied meric, 
Trey, Leake wo day 0 Vile, snd my election 
Is hed on ia checonduQ ofmy Will; 


$3’ 


. Troylus and Crefsida. a 
My Witlenkindled by mine eyes and esres, Which hath our feurraii Honours ali engag'd 


Two creded Pylots “twine che dangerous thores 
Of Will, and Tad How mey | é2 
(Although my diftefle whas ic 
The Wite | chofe, there can be no eusfien 
Te biench from this, and to ftand firme by honour. 
Werurne noc becke the Silkes vpon the Merchant 
When we have fooy!'d them ; nor the remainders Viends 
We do net throw in vnrefpediive fame, 
Becsele we now acc full. Jc was though: meere 
Para fhould do fome vengeance on the Greekes 5 
Yous breath of full canfent bellied bis Sailes, 
The Seas snd Windes (old Wranglers) cooke s Trace, 
And did him fesuice ; be vouch’d rhe Ports defir'd, 
Aed for on old Aunt whom the Greebes held Captive, 
He broughe ¢ Grecisn Queen, whole youth & frethacéle 
Wrinkles fofers, and makes fale the morning. 
Why keepe we her? che Grecians keepe owr Aunt s 
Is the worth keeping? Why the iss Pearle, 
Whote price hath lauach’d sbowe 2 thoofand Ships, 
And cora’d Crowo'd Kings to Merchanrs, 
bhyou'l euouch, ‘rwas wi ¢ Paru wen, 
(As you cnuft aceds, for you all eride,Go, go:) 
Ifyou’ confeffe, he breughs homme Nobie prize, 
(As you mult needs) for you all clept your hands, 
And cride ineftimable ; why do you cow 
The ifue of your proper Wifedomes rate, 
And dos deed tha: Portane never dia? 

the eftimecion which you pria’d, 

then Ses end Land ?O Theft mo bafe ' 
That we have ftoine whee we do feare to keepe 
Baz Theeues vaworthy of a thing fo Rolne, 
That tn cheis Country did them chat difgrace, 
We feare to warrens in our Native place. 


Encer Caffendrawith ber baire abese 


her eares 
Cf. 7 repens, e 
radi le noyie? what theeeke is this? 
Trey. ’Tis ows mad ffter, 1 do know her voyce. 
Caf. Cry Troyans. 
Hef. itis Ceffeadra, 
ree ve Bet be cry; bend me ten choufend eyes, 
And | will ful chem with Propheriche teares, 
Hef. Peace fifter peace. 
Caf. Vicgins,and Boyes; emd-age & wrinkled old, 
Soft infencie, thar nothing con bet cry, 
papitata rear Ager 4d berimes 
A moity of thet maffe of moane to come. 
Troyans cry, praftife your eyes with teares, 
Tey ml i nor : y Ulioo hand, 
Ovr fire-brand Brother Pars burnes vs all. 
Cry Troyanse cry, 0 Helen and a woe; 
Cry, cry, Troy barnes, o eWfe let Helen gor. Ext. 
Hett. Now youthfull Trey/mr, do noc thefe hic Rrains 
Of divination in our Sifter wwotke 
Some touches of remorfe 2 Ors your blond 
So madly hor, that no defeeurte of resfon, 
Nor feare of bad fucceffe in a bad coafe, 
Cen e the fame? 
Trey Why Brother Heiter, 
We may noc thinke che iufineffe of each se 
Swch, aud no other then ewent doth forme it, 
Nort once desea the courage of our mindes ; 
Bec sule Cafandra's mad het brainficke rapcures 
Cannot chftafte the goodnefie of 9 q ’ 


Tomake it gracious. For paral 
I acn no enove touch'a, then 1 Prices Goose! 
{und love forbid chere (ould be done smang'® ws 
os might offend che weakefl @! 
To igh ess cad tobe ibis 
Par. Elfe might the world convince of leutdie, 
As y eler Scheie a3 your counfels : 
Buc } arteft che gods, your fui! content 
Gave wings to my propenficn, and cur off 
All feares mg on fo dite a proicA, 
For whas (alas) can thefe my fingle ermes ? 
What propagnarion is in ene mens valour 
oe and of thofe 
is quarteil would excice? Yer} preset, 
Were! alone to paffe the difficulzies, 
And hed as emple power,es I have will, 
Part (howld ne’re recra& what he hath done, 
Nor taint in the purfuice. 
Pri. Paris, you {peake 
ike one on your (weet delights; 
You bese the Hony (till ber thefe cheGall, 
So to be valiant, is no praife at ail. 
Par, Sn,' je not meercly to my 
The ures {uch « witbic: 
Bet f would have the foyle of her faire Rope 
Wip'd off in dipmathopeten ts, leis 
Wheat Treafoo were it to che ranlach'd Queene, 
Difgrace to your great werths. and theme tome, 
Now ve deliver her poGefrion vp 
On rermes of bale compulfion? Cen it be, 
Shonld ene t looting ae 
once fer in your # bof ? 
There's aot che Spare Saou partes . oe 
W ithour a heart to dare, or (word ro draw, 
When Helen 1s defended : not none fo Noble, 
Whofe life were tl! beftow'd, ot death vafam'd, 
Where Helen is the fubie&. Then (I fay) 
Weil may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large {paces cannot paralell. 
He. Pars and Treyln, yoo hawe both faid well 
Aad on the caufe and queftion now ia hand, 
eee gloz'd, but feperficially ; not mach 
ikey men, whom Arffels thoeghs 
Voit ro saare Morall Philofopine. 
The Reafons you siledgc, de more condace 
To che hes pathon ot diflemp'red blood, 
Md oar vp a free determinstica 
win: nghe and wrong : For e. and seven, 
Howe cares meee draie een Aodcrnve ine ope” 
Of eny urwe decifion. Nacure creecs 
All dues be rendred co ches Owners : now 
Whacneerer debs in oll humanity, 
OF Nai t2tothe Husband ? If cis law 
atere be corrupred through effediien, 
Aad chet greet mindes of pertell ind 
To cheie benedbened wills effi the fame, 
There is # Law in each well-ordred Nesien, 


Te curbe chofe re chee 
Mofi difobediens OP ata oe 
1f Helen then be wife ve Sparse 
As 1 is knowne the is) chefe Moral] Lawes 


Natore, and of Nation, fpeake slowd 
To hawe ber bache eee Tee to perf 
In doing wrong, exrerwaces nor wrong, 
But makes it much more beswe. Helter opinion 
be 


Treylus and Crve/sida. 
Esthis in way 0: cruch ; yet nore che lefle, Ackil. Where, where,art thou come? wy cheeks, 


iy fpeinely brethren, I propend to you 
En reteletion so keepe Hees (hil 5 
Bec '‘tis » coufe chat hech 00 mesne dependance, 
Vpva eer ioyac ond feuersl) dignicies. 
Tre. Why? chere you touche the life of our aefigne : 


Week noe sais roa : ‘ 
Then the our heauing (pleenes, 
I would not with a drop of 7 res bleed, 


Spens more in ber defence. But worthy Holder, 
She te 2 theame of honour end renowoe, 

A fperre to valiant and megneasmous deeds, 
Whole prefent courage may beate downe our foes, 
And fare 1 cieme to come canonise vs. 

For! ii gta reed ast loole 
So rich edusatege of e prawil’d giery, 

As lathes spon the Cais heed of is saan 
For the wide worlds cevenew. 

He. lem 

You vahenc off-(pring of greet Praame, 

I hewe s reitting « font smeag'tt 
The dull and fe@:ous of che Greckes, 
Will Arike amazcmencte thew drowhe (pictes, 
3 was sdverciz‘dytheis Geest general fleps, 
Wulf camulatica m che armec ceept : 

Ths 1 prefeme will wake bon. 


Esser Theses folaw. 

Rew sew Thevfces? wha lof a the Lebyrinth of thy 
faerie? Chell the Elephane Asax corry « thus? he besres 
me, and J caile ot ban: O worthy farisfaGion, weuld a 
were echerwiles chet) could beste him, wiil'A he rail'd 
st mes Sfeore, Ile learne co conlure snd raife Diwels but 
He (ee fowe ifive of my ipicefall exectations Thea cher's 
Achilles ,arave Bagmer.lf Trey be nor taken cil thefe two 
undermine of, the wals will tll chey tall of them- 
felues. Ochoa thuader-daiter of Olyepas, forges 
hac chey are Jane che King of gods : and CSéwver7. loole 
all che ine crafe of chy Caduceus, if chou rake nec 
cast hiele lierle lefle chen lucle wit from chem ther 
heve, which thort-erm'd igaorance is (elfe knowes, is 
ebundenc fearfe , ic will noe in cwcummacation deliver 6 
Fiyc from aSpides without drawing the mathe Irons sad 
c.tnog the web: after chis,che vengeance 00 the whele 
Camp or caches the bone-ach,fer thet me chinkes Is the 
corte on thele chaz warre fora plackec. [howe 
(asd eny prayers sad diel, enuie, Gey Aca : Whas he? 
eny Lecd afebiles ? 


Qauvent . 


Ester Parechs. 

Par, Whe's there? Therfiees. Good Tharftes come 
wand raile. 

Ther. iff could bese remembred a guilt coancerfeie, 
thou would ft net heue flit our of my contemplation; 
bur is o@ carter, slg wpon thy felfe, The cormemon 
cutfe of mankinde, and ignorance be chine in great 
resenew; hese: bieile thee from s Tucor,ead Difciptine 
come voc neere thee. Lex chy bloud be chy direGion dll 
chy death, then if (he ches laies thee out (eyes chow art 4 
fasre cossfe, Ile be fworne and fworne vpont the never 


Ohrowded any but Lasers, Arsen. Wher's Arcistes ? 
Par, Whar ert chou deveet? waft thew sn a prayer? 
Ther, 1, the hegueas besre me, 


Enter Ackiirs, 
Acbd. Who's there? 
Parr. Tor fres my Lecd. 


digeftion. why heft thow noc fera'd: € im0 
Toble fo eoany mesles? Come, wher's py damadsy 7 

Ther. Thy Commender Achilles, then cell me Pare. 
Oye ty ene 

Par. ess then cel} ong 
whac's thy felfe? sl Ae 

Ther. Thy knowes Pasrecias; chen tell aveches, 
whe: Si ikea? sa 

Petr. Thou maifi cell chat knew ft, 

Aeled. Orel), cell. 

Ther. He deciinthe whole ion: Acuna com 
mands Achths, A chiles is = lodsas haracte kaow. 
ox and Patrecive 10.8 foole. 

Pare. You cefeall. 

Tor. Peace foole, i hase noe dose. 

Aclai, He is a pritaledg’d man, proceede Ther fees, 

The. Apomeramns #ooke, Actalris s fovle, Ther. 
fees 1s 2 foole, and 23 eforelasd, Pasrectas is 0 foole. 

Aebd. Derive this? come ? 

Ther. Azemcmsenis 2 foole to offer to commend - 
chelies, Ach Bes 1¢ 6 foole to be commanded of Agama 
Ther izes is 2 foole co ferae {uch a foole: and Pasrechas is « 
foele pofnive. 

Par. Why em sfoole? 


Emer Agemaunen, Viges, Nefer, Diemedes 
Alex, and Chelan. : 


Ther, Niche ther demand to the Creaver, jc faffiies wc 
thes art. Leoke you, whe comes here f 

Ahil. Pavesias, ike (peoke wich 20 t ia 

Ther. is fuch percherie, Sach . and uch 
dinsacee'stil the copacea be Cacholataae hae e 
Gord quereel ce deaw coslenons fadtions sod bleede co 
ch vpon :Now che A aca a 


Agen Whereis Achehes ? 

Par, Withiahis Tene, bur ill difpel'd my Lord. 

Azan, Lecia be knowne to bien thet we are here : 
He feat our Mefleagers, and we ley by , 

Oor ioments,vificing of hia : 
py taheclnassla hed aahdr-nnese kena 

¢ dare not moue the ef eur 
Gilsceca in ence o 

Oi Winches 

. We at che epening of his T: 
He is nes ficke. re ad 

Asa. Tes, Lyon ficke, ficke of heart; youmsy 
call « Melencholty if will faucur the mea, but by my 
heed, itspride; but why, why,let him fhow vs the canfe? 
A word my Lord. 

Nef, What moves Aiax thus co boy at his? 

Tif. Ackilis huh inacigied tis Fools from bim. 

Na. Who, Ther freer? 

Vif, He 
i Nef. Then will diax lecke wecter, if he hame loft his 

ment. 
; Ne, yon fee he is hie argument thar hes his argu 
iment Ach. ies. 

Nef. All che beer, thels fradien is more our with 
then theirfsftion, but ic wese ftrong counfell chat 0 
Foole coald difumee. 

_ Vif. The emisie that wifedome knits, net folly ney 
onde. Puter Patreshes. 


Here 


Troylus and Crefrids. 


Here comes Patrecten. 
Nof. No Achille: with him? 
Vas. The Blephen beth leynes, but none for curtefie : 
pg sgt dpebmsaranerspaniry a 
Pave. bids me fey he is much : 
Lany ching more thee your {past end plesfure, 
Did moue your greatnefle, and this noble Stace, 
Tocall vpos bim: be hopes it 1s no other, 
But for your bealth, aod your digeflion lake ; 
Ao shter Dinners breach. 
Age. Heare you Parrectar: 
We are toe well ecqaauned with thefe enfwers: 
Bot bis cunSion waged thus fed: with fcorme, 
Cannot ourflye our spprebenhons. 
Mech eceribute be heth, and much the reafon, 


® 
in to leofe thelr gioffe ; 
Yea, end te mire Pea in en vaboldiame dith, 
Are like co rot vntafied : goe and reil him, 
We come to fpeake with him ; and you thal not finee, 
Ifyen doe Lay, we thinke hun over proud, 
Aad ender hevef in felfe-afumprion greater 
Then wn the nace of udgement:& worthrer chen him felfe 
Here rends the fauage [trangenefie he puts on, 
D: the holy fhengeh of their command : 
voder write in an ebferuing kinde 

His hemorous . yea watch 


deax, Whar is be moce then another? 
a. No more then whet be thakes he is, 

4 Ishefemuch, doe you nor chinke, he thinkes 
bunfelfe a better man chen | am? 

&%. No quefticn. 

fsax, Will you febferibe his and fey he te? 

4g. No, Noble Arax,you sre 0s valiant.ss 
wite, no lefie noble, mech more ceacle, end elaogether 


more . 
Aiax, Why treuld « aan be proud? How doth pride 
wi { know noe wher it is. 
wiga. Your mde is the cleerer Atax,and yous vervees 
che fairer ; he chat 1s proud, cates vp hiamielfe; Pride us his 
eowne GieSe, his owne has owne Chrenicie,and 
what ewer prasies u felfe bur in the deede, deweures the 
deede in the praife, 
Emcor Uipfes. sisal aealeioe 
5 = eax, I dohate 9 proud man,es J 
of Teodes. 
Nef. Yer be lowes bianfelfe:ist not Arange? 
Vid. Aclales mil act co che field to morrow. 
Ay. Whas's hisezcafe ? 
Wlof. tie doth relye an none, 
But cassieson che Arcaae of bis 
Wabout ebferusnce of refpe& of any, 


Holds in bis bloud fuch fwelee sad hot 4: 
Thee cwisxc bis menzall and his aAtiue ports, 
'd Achilles ie commonen rages, 
bacsers gainft ic felfe; what thould I fay? 
Cr 2 fo plagey proodythes the death tokens of, 


tad hie be his Tene; 
“Tis Card be bids pou well ond will be led 
As your cequeft s luctic freee hienfetfe. 
Vif. O Agamenmn, let ix ner be fo. 
Win kGviuice Ae ee 
Sabodeteres ot from grt aplat soacheae 
s bis arrogance bis owne {eome 
And neucr fyffers marcer of the world, : 
Emet his choug hes: fewe fochesdocresolee = * 
Aed reminace hiafelfe, Shall he be worthips, 
Of chat we hold en Idol, more then hee ? 
No, chis thrice worthy and right vahane Lord, 
Maff not fo Aaute his nobly ecqur'd, 


o 


got 


Ner by any will sfubiugace his mesic, 
As amply titled 20 drbifes 1s: by going to chiles, 
That were to enlard his tae siready spelt, 

be burnes 


Aad edde more Coles te Cancer, w 


Aue. If i gee to bien wi:h my armed fift, Ile poth him 
ore che face, 

Ag. On0,you thal not gee. 

ad. And 2 be proed with ane, ile phefe his pride : let 

me gee re him. 

UE. Nos for che werth chee ow 

Aisa. Apokiy etuatane cia Daas 

Neff. How he dekcribes himfelfe. 

isn, Can he aot be fociable? 

Wig, The Raven chades bleckneffe, 

Ata. Ihe let his homeurs blood. 
geet He will be che Phyfitsen chet (hewld be che pe- 


Aca. And ail men were 8 ay minde, 

hf. Wi would be ont of fala. 

fia. A thould nce beare x fo, 2 theetd cos Suarés 
fist: thall pride 


it- I will knede hiss, }le make him fapple, bee's woe 


through were. 
jit ersten wh palpi pur ico 
bition is 
bf. My L. you feeds coe auch on this dike, 
Nf. Ovr noble General, doe act doe fe. 
Deo. You wef prepere te fight wihous Achélise. 
Vay. Why. Netprsteseat fe hem Gotk hem heraes 
Here bs omen, bus ‘tis beferehis foe, 
1 will be lens. 
Ne. Wherefore thoald you fo 7 








He tenet emuioes, ac Mohdibs ts. 
Vf. Know che whaie world, he is es valiant. 





Pe. Peiend, we vaderflend noc ene enetivt: 1 umtee 
courtly and chow ert wo cunning. As whole requelt dee 


Ass. A veclen dog shes thal pelos thes wich ve,weeld | thele men ploy? 


he were 8 ‘ 
Neff, Wheto vice were is in Mist nove 
peond, 


Thy (paciens ond dilered ports ; heres Neofer 
by the Astiquary umes. 

He andi, he is, be cannot bur he wile 

Bux pasdon Pubes Nef or, were yous dayes 

As greene 0s Ana and your brane fo cemper'd, 

You fhould act heve the eminence of am, 


Faches ? 


Keopes 

Tocell together all bis fie of waste, 

Freth Kings are come to Trey 110 morrow 

We weft with all ear maine of Rend fa. 

Aad here's « Lord, come Koi 

Aad call thei Rowse, Atsx (hell 
My. Goe weee Covnlette, let Ceepe ; 


so pf esate hacboor a 
Pan. Friend, you, pray you e word : Doe ner 
love the yong Lord Poris? a 


aerdes preife 
Ser. The Lord be preifed. 
Pa, You know me, doe you net ? 
Ser. Farth Ger, (operficially. 
Pa. Frend knew mebeceer, | oan che Lord Pander. 
Ser, Thepe { thall know yeor hooeuf bares. 
Pa. I doe defes x. 
Sor. You are io the fare of Grace? 
Pa. Grace, not lo friend, heaor end Lerdfhip ere my 
tinke : Whee Mofique bs chis? 
Ser. 1 doe bun portly know Ge : iz ts Maficke in parts 
Po. Know you the Mefniens. 
Sa, fe 
Pa, Who play they co? 
Sar. To che beerers fir. 
Pe. At whole plealuce friend & 
Ser, Avmmine Gr. apd chews chet lous Maficke, 
Pe. Command, I rncene friend. 


Sa. coo indvede fr . rparry Ge, a che requeft 
stpeceg Lue: there inperfon: wih hin the mor. 
tall Pann, che heast blewd of beeaty , iouss inudfible 


Pa Whe? ay Coba 
Ser. Ne he,  rodl pes onl edieaia 
eceribuces. ? 

chee haf not Cogn the 


heer : 
Pa. it thould Goome feilow,shet 
Ledy ee ae (peake wud Para fom the 
Prace Trephus: make o complemeatall oflaak 
befinefle feethes, aad 


"oe. Soades 
Se. bufinefic, there's 2 Rewed phrefe indeede. 
Ease Pare and Helens, 


Pas.Feice he to you my Lord,sad co all this faire conr- 
2x adapt saan ebb 
te , Fae 

Were 


He, Deew L. yousre fll offers monde 
Pan You (peske your faire pieslore (waste Queene : 
feline Prunce, here i sea beokee Muficke 
Par. Youhane broke x cozen - and by ay Ife you 
Galt make tc whole sgeine, you thal! pesce wt out wuhs 
perfermence. Nol, be 1s full of hesmeny. 


chem, 
be your 


pesce of your 
Pao, Traly Lady no 
Bel, O be. 


* Pas. Rade io footh, a goad feeth very rude. 
Porn. Wel (aid Liesl well, fou (ey Gos Oa 
Pas. I heme to my Lord deeze Queene : my 
Lerd will you veuchishe me s word. 
Bel, Ney this thell act hedge vs out, weels heare you 
cestainely. 
an, Well fwenre you sre plesfent with me, 
bes, marry thes my deere Lord,sad moft eiee- 
med friend your brother 


Treylne 
Hel. My Letd Pandarn: , hony {veces Lord. 
Pan. Go too fwerte Queene, poe to. 
tuanlelfe maft sffeltionsrely te you 
Hel You thal not bob vs out of our melody : 
If you doe, eur melancholy vpon your bead. 
Pew Swreese Queene, (weere Queene, that’s a (weere 


err 
el. And to moke » fweet Lady {o4,ls 0 fower oGfence. 

Pas. Ney, thes thal) ect ferve your unene, ches fhall 
not mn treth Co ee oe ae. 
Aad any Lord he you, thee if the King call for him 
a Seopa veo cena eee: 

My Lord Pandarwe ? 
Pa. 


at eam ome ey very, Very 


Queene 
Pa, Whetesplok’s in head, where faps he to 
Ha. Ney bur ay Lord? panels al 

Par. foiee any (weese Qgeene? my cosen will 
fel) oat with you, 

Hel. Yoummofiact knew where he fope. 

Par. With any dlpoler (refside. 

Pas. None; co fach motte: you ove wids,come yous 


be 
a cscictii 
P. ‘ e 
sie yout Geaaee lipebac's Gels aia 
an. 1% 


Troylus and Crelside. - 


laftrumenc now fweete Qecene. 

Hel, Why this is kindely done 

Pas. My Neece is horrible in love with a thing you 
bawe {weete Queene. 
Hel. She thall heue tc my Lord, if it be noc my Lord 
Paris. 

Pad. Heet no, theele cone of him, they two sre 


waine. 
Hed. Falling in efter falling oot,may make them three. 
Pas, Come, come, Ite here a0 more of this, Ile ing 
re |. prethee now: by my troth fweet Lord chou 
. 5,1, now: by my troth fweet 
bafta fine fore-head. : 
Pe. | you msy youmsy. 
Hel. Lirthy fan be loue : this lowe will endoe vs elf 
Oh Capid.Cuped, Caped. 
Pan, Love? Icbat it thell yfaicb. 
Par. }.g00d now loue,leve,ne ching but love. 
Pan. In good croth it begins fo. 


Leste J ocet corling but lone fill avere : 
Fer O bene: Bow, 
Sheores Burke and Dee : 
The Shaft confomed: ner that & wounds, 
Bar trckles Rill the nee ‘ 

fe Loner: cry,eb bot t 
es whee’ fms the wesnd so bi8, 
Death rupee ob beso ba ba be: 


Hel. In toue yfaichco the very tip of che nofe. 

Par, He caces Leap ber dour loue,end chat breeds 
hot bloud, and hot bloud begets hor thoughts, end hot 
thoughts beget hot deedes,and hoe deedes 1s lowe, 

Isthis the generation of Jove? Hor bloud, hot 
choughts,and hot deedes, why they ace Vipers, ts Loue 
generation of Vipers? 

Sweete Lord whofe afield to day? 

Par. Heller, Deghabm, Helens, Anthemer, ond sil the 
gallantry of Trpy. 1 would faine have arm‘d to dey, but 
my Nel woald not have iro. 

How chence my brother Trepfns went not ? 

Het. Hehangsthe hippe at fomerbing; you know all 
Lord Panda? 

Pee, Not! hony fereere Qoeene: long to beare how 
they today: 

Yocmabe your brothers excufe? 

Par. Toaheyre. 

Pan, Farewell fweere Qeeene. 

Hel. Commend me to your Neece. 

Pon. 1 will fweete Seand a retreat. 

Por, They're come Relde : let vs to Priaws Hall 
To greete che Wartiers. Sweet Belew, | muft woe you, 
To helpe vnarme our Helter: bis ftubbome Buckles, 
Wich thefe your white enchanting fagers couche, 

Shall more obey chen co the edge of Sreele, 
Or force of Greekith finewess you thall dox mose 
Then all the Nand Kings, difocme Heftor, 

Hel. ‘Twill make vs preed to be bis leruant Pars : 
Ves what he foal cecelve of vein ductie, 

Gives vs more palme in beautie thea we have: 
Yea overthines ous (elfe. 


Sweete sous thought I love chee. fxepem . 


Pes. How now, where's chy Maifics, a ony Couzen 
Mas, No fir, he flayes for youto condudt him chinher. 
Emer Troples 


Pas. O here he comes: How now, how now? 

Trey. Sitta walke of, 

Pan. Heue you (cene my Coun? 

Trey. No Pandars : 1 Ralke about her doore 
Like a range feule vpon the Stigion bankes 
rozing for sec €.O be thos my Chaves, 

give me (wift cranfportence co thofe Belds, 
Where 6 may wallow in che Lilly beds 
Ahi aptly ipdeabane O gentle Pardew, 
ids (houlder e inted 

And flye with mete Cagud ebies 

Pas, Walke bere kh‘Oreberd,Nebring her firsighe. 

Tro. Lang scien ee 

rey. Tam se ion whules me roan 

Thismaginery rebth is fo fweere, : 
That it inchents my fence : wha will it be 
When that che worry pallats tafte indeede 
Lowes theice reputed ? Deach I feare me 
Sounding difttudtion, or fome ioy teo fice, 
Teo febtile,porent, end too therpc in fweetneffe, 
For che cepacitie of my rede powers; 
1 fearesc awch, and | doe feare befides, 
Thas J thal loofe diftin€tion in my ioyes, 
As doth a bertaile,when they charge on heapes 
pr topnad as ber ready, thee! nse ep 

es. 8 i thecle come firsi 
moh be cow, the does fo bleth,ecferches her winde 
fo thort,es ifthe were fraid with s {price : le ferch ber ; it 
io che prettlefi villaine,the fetches her breach (0 (hort ase 
new tone Sparrow, Exit Paad, 

Trey. Even fuchs sgt doth imbrace my bofeme: 
My heart besteschicker then a feavorous polfe, 

Aad all my powers doc their befewing loofe, 
Like ie at vnawares encodntring 
The eye of Maieftie, 

Enter Pandaras and Crefrida, 

Pas. Come.come,what neede you blafh? 

Shames a babie; here fhe is now,(weare the osthes now 
to her,thec you haue fworme to me. What are you gone a- 
gaite,you awh be warch: cre you be made tame, maf 
P come yoor weycs,come your wayes, and you draw 
Kkward weele put you i'th his: why doe you not f 
co hes? Come drew chis curtaine,& lec’s fee your piGure. 
Alsfle the day ,how loath yoo are to offend dey light’aad 
*cwere darke you'd clofe fooner : So,fo, rab on,and kifle 
ylacanta how rapt eer ager ator ther: 
Carpenter,the ayte Is (weete. Nay, you our 
hearts out ere I seated. The Peckcou.asiie Teele fo: 
all the Ducks sth River : go too, ge too. 

Trey. Youhaue bereft me of all words Ledy. 

Pan. Werds psy no debts; giuc ber deedes : but theele 
bereaue you ‘oth’ deeds too, if thee call your sCtmiay in 
qteftion: what billing againe? here's in witnetle where- 
of she Beties ioverchangeably. Come in,come in, Ile go 

ct ahre? 
, Cref. Will you walkein my Lord? 

Treg. O Crofreda,hew often hese I witha me thes ? 

Cref. W ithe any Lord ? che gods grant ? O my Lord. 

Trey. What thoald chey gront? whet makes this pret. 

abruption: what too curious dreg efples my (weesel.e- 
4 in the fountsine of our lowe? 

Crof. Mere 


Troylus and Grefriae. : 


. More sthen wacer,if my tesres haue eyes. 
pass Seite oe divels of Cherubins,chey pr fee 


5 ,Bindes fafe 
t fease sto 


troely. 

Cri, Blinde feare,char feeing tesfon 
fooung, then biinde resfon, humbling 
feataibe worft, oft cures the worfe. 

. Oblecmy Lady apprehend uo fesse, 
In all Capsds Pageant there is prefented no monfer 

Cref. Not nothing monftrous neither? 

Trey. Noching bor our endercakings, when we vowe 
to weepe fess live in fire,este rockes,teme Tygers;think. 
ing 1 herder for our Miftreffe to deuife impofiion 
inough, then for ve ro vndergoe any difficulne imoofed. 
This isthe mooltruofitie in love Lady, chat che will 13 1n- 
finite andthe execution confin’dé;the:x the defise 1s bound- 
beffe, and the 0& 2 Mlaue to limit. 

(ref. They (ay oll Louvers fwesre more performance 
then they are able, and yet referueen ability that they 
neucr petforme: vowing more chen the perfetion of ren; 
and difcharging 'effe then the tenth part of one, They 
that have the voyce of Lyons, and the a& of Hares : are 
they nec Moniters ? 

Arethere fach? fuch sre not we: Praife vs9s we 
are tafted, allow ws a9 we prove ; our head fhall goe dare 
ti menit crowne it: no perfection in reucriion (hall have 
apraifein prefent. wee will not nane defert before his 
birth, and being borne his addition (hall be homble: few 
words to faire faith. Trozlas Thali be fuchto Creffd, as 
what enuie can fay worR,thall be amocke for his truth; 
and what truth can fpcake crucft, noe irver then Trey- 


a 
Cref. Willyou walke in my Loed ? 
Enter Pavdarus, 
Pas. What bluthing fill ? haue you not done talking 


? 

Cel. Well Vochle, what folly I commit, I dedicacre 
to you. 

Pa. Ithanke you for that .ifmy Lord get 2 Bey of 
you, youle geve him me : be true co my Lord, ifhe flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Tre. You know now your heftages:your Vachles word 
snd my firme faith. 

Pas, Nay, lle give my word for her too : ovr hindred 
thoogh chey be long ere they are wooed , they sre con. 
Acoc cine wonne : they are Bucres 3 cao cell you,they'le 
flicke where they are throwne. 

Cref. Boldacife comes to mee now, and brings mee 
hears : Prince Trep/as,1 baue lou'd you night and day for 
many wesry moneths, 

Trey. Why was my Creftid chen fo hard towin ? 

Cref Hard co feeme won : but I was won my Lord 
With che firft glance ; thst ever pardon me, 

If confeffe much you will play thetyrant ; 

I love you now bur nor till now fo much 

But { might matfter is; infaith I lye: 

My thoughts were like vabrideled children grow 
Too hesd-ftrong for their mother: fee we fooles, 
Why heue t biab'd : who hall be trueco vs 
When we are fo vofecret co our felues? 

But chough | lou'd you well, I woed younos, 
Aad yet guod faith I witht my felfe aman ; 

Or chat we women had mens priviledge 

Of fpeaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
Fors tius raprure f (hall furety fpeake 

The thing J halt cepenc: fee fee.your flence 
Comming wn dumbneffe, trom my weehenefie drawes 


My foule of coanfell from me. Stop my mouth. 
Trey. And thall,elbels (weete ke if_fues thence, 
Pan, Pretty yfaich. 

Crof, My Losd, 1 doe befeech you pardon me, 

"Twas not my purpofe thus to beg 8 hiffe : 

I am efham'd ; O Heavens, wha haue J done! 

For thistime will J tahe my leaue my Lord, 

They. Your leawe (weete Creffid ? 

Pov. Lease: and you take leave till to morrow mote 
ning. 

Coe. Prey you content you, 

Tray. Whatoffendsyo Lady? 

Cref, Sit, mine owne company. 

Trey. You cannot thun your felfe, 

Cref. Letme goe snd try. 
Led skinde of elle tecides with you: 

ut an vnkinde felfe, thac it (eife will leave, 

Tobe anothers foole. Where is my wit / 

UL would be gone: J [peske 1 know noc what, 

Trey. Wellknow they whac they {peake, tha fpeakes 
fo wifely. 
Cre. Perchance my Lord,! thew more craft then love, 

And fell (o roundly to 8 large confethon, 

To Angie for your thoughts; bur you are wile, 

Or elfe you lowe not : for to be wile and loue, 

Exceedes mans might, that dwels wich gods aboue, 
Trey. O thac Ithought ic could bean a women: 

As ific can, | will prefume in you, 

To feede for aye her lampe and flames of loue, 

To keepe her conftancie mn plight snd youth, 

Our-liuing beaunes outward, with a minde 

That doth renew (wifter then blood decaies : 

Or chac pesfwafion could but thes canuince me, 

Thac my incegrizic and truth to you, 

Might be affronted with the maceh and waight 

Of fuch 3 winnowed purititie in loves 

How were I then vp-lifted ! but alas, 

Lam as truc,as truths fimplicitie, 

And fimplec then the infancie of truch. 

Cref- \n that be warre with you. 
Trey. O vertuous fight, 

When right with nghe wats who hall be moft right : 

True (watnes in loue, thall in the world tocome 

Approue theis troths by Treyiws, when theit rimes, 

Full of proteft, of oath and big compare; 

Wancs fimiles, truth tie’d with irerstion, 

Astrue as Recle, as plantage to the Moone : 

As Suaneto day: as Turtle roher mace: 

Aslronto Adamant : as Earth coth’Cences: 

Yer afcer al! comparifons of truth, 

(Astruths authearicke suchor tobe cited) 

Astrue as 7¥epins, thall crowne vp the Verfe, 

And fandifie the numbers, 

Cref Prophet may yeube: 

If be falfe, or fwerues haste from cruth, 

When cme Is old and hath forgoc it (elfes 

When water drops haue worne the Scones of They 3 

And blinde obliuion fwallow'd Cities vp; 

Ard anghtie Scaces characterleffe are grated 

Toduftie nothing ; yet lec memory, 

From falle co faile, among falfe Maids in love, 

Vpbraid my falfehood, when chey‘auc faid as Balle, 

As Aire, as Weter, as Winde,ss fendse casth ; 

As Foxseto Lambe; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe ; 

Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdame to hes Sonne; 

Yea, ler them fay, co Micke the heart of falfehood, 

As 















, 


As falfe as Creffd. 

Pand, Go too,a bargaine made: Seale ix, feale x, De 
be the witnefic here J hold your hand: here my Coefns, 
Fever you proue felfe onc to another, fince I have caken 
fuch paines co bring you cogether, let all pittifull goers 
berweene be cai'd to the worlds end after ay name : call 
them all Pandecs ; let sll conan men be Treplafes , all 
falfe women Creffds, and all brokers betweene,Pandess : 
fay Amen. 

Tre. Amen, 

Cref. Amen. 

Pas. Amen. 
bieahoy taal hala bcos ele ates 
coufe it fhall not {peake of your pretive encounters, prefic 


ic to death : swey. 
And Cuped all tide Maidens heere, 
Bed,Chamber,snd Pander ,to prouide this geese. xesns, 


Zua Diemedes, Nefter, Agowsmecn, 
and Chateau. Fla dd. 


a 












Cal. Now Princes for the ferwice | have done you, 
TWadaestage of the rime promps tic aload, 
To call forrecompence : sppeare ic ro your minde, 
ookierte terri: selgohderher-9 ‘dela 
1 bege abandon'd Trey, left my poffeiion, 
locus’d a Trators name, amy feife, 
From certsine 







I doe befeech you, os in way of cafte, 
| To giue me now s little ry 
Ont of chofe msay regiftred in promife, 
Which you fay, liueto come in my behalfe. 
Agan. t thou of vs Troma? meke 


Cal. Youhsue a Troian prifoner. cal’d Athena, 
Yefterdsy tooke : Troy holds him very deere. 
Oft haue you (often send you, chankes therefore) 
Defis'd my Crefia in right greac exchenge. 
Whom Troy hath Qulleienta : but this Mathener 
I know is Sach 0 wreft in their effaices ; 

Thos their negotiations all maft flacke, 

Wanting his : and chey will elmoft, 
Gwe vse Driace of biesd.s Genes of Prune, 

In of tum. om ‘omtia map fe Prioces, 
And he fhall sughcer : t prefence, 
te de ot ail emer I have done, 


















Aad bring vs (reffad hither : Colca: fhall have 

What her of es: good Diemed 

Furnith yoo feirely for this enxerchange ; 

Withall bring word. if Heller will co morrow 

Be enfwer‘d in his challenge. Alex is ready. 
Dio. This thall | vadertske, end ‘tis eburthen 

ich { sm prowd co beare. 

Ns Emer Achilles aed Patroctes in their Tene, 
Wlif. Ackélles feeds ch cotrance of his Tents 

Peale it our Generall te palle Rrengely by him, 

shai pe par Sao sll, a8 

Loy ne gligens and loofe vpon hia; 

| oat eee laf, ‘cis Like heele queftion me, 













Exar. 














Troylus and Crefsida. 


ee ifion me 

Tov. beewerne fle and bes 
Which bu owne sill hell bor acieee amie 
It mey doe good, pride hech vo other gisfle 
To thow it felfe, il pe for foppic knees, 
Feede srtogance, 


am, Weele execute ,end 
ace of trang your purpote das 


Why fech lavtaue eyes are bent ? why coru'd on bien? 


gaia Troy. 
with ve? 
¢. World you my Lord cughe with the General 
e. 
Ne. Nethi Lord. 
ye seep tied 
thel. Good dey, good day. 
Mea, How doe you? how doe you? 
Achi. What, do's the Cuckold foome me? 
Aiex. How cow Potrecls? 


4Acbé. Good morrow Aiax? 
Aioax. Ha, 





To come as heebly a5 they ws'd to creepeto 
Acbil, What on lpsce ctice? ad 
Tis cercaine, grestnefie once falne oat with fi 
Mufi fail out with mentoo : what the decin'd is, 
He thal os foooe reade ie the eyes of 
As feele in bis owne fall: for men like butser-flies, 
Shew not their mealie wings, but co che Semancz : 
And aoc 6 aan for bei men, 
Hath any honoer; ber "d for chofe honeers 
That are without him ; 0s place,riches,and fanour, 
Wik 
Which when chey fall, 9s being {lippery Renders 
The love chat Jesnd on them as flippery too, ; 
Doth one plecke downe another, end 1 
Oye in the fall. Bot ‘tis not fo with me; 
Fortune and | are friends, 1 doe eni 
At ample point, all cha: J did poffeffe, 
Saue thefe mens lookes: who do me thinkes findeost 
Something not worth io me {uch rich 
pene damn iol feel Aaah dae 
eincerrapt his reading : how now Mlafes? 
Vt. Now great Thetis Sonee. 
Acbil, Whet sre you reading 2 
Vif, Afitangefellowhere . 
Wrices me, hac man, how desrely ever parted, 
How much in hsving, of without,or in, 
Cannot meke boaft to haue that which behath, 
Nor feeles nee whet he owes, bar by refledtion : 
As when his vertues dans gurtarioit 
Heme them, end chey retort that heace ageine 


ier ron nto rly 


To che fic piver. 
Ackil, sagt 28 ze 
‘The besurie ther is borne here in the face, 


Thebesrer knowes not, but commends it le, 
Nor going from kc felfe : but eye to eye oppos'd, 








Selwtes esch ocher with each others forme 

Fee fpeculaion turnes not to ix (elfe, 

Till ic hoch crovail'd, ond is worried there 

Where ic aay fee it (eife : this is not ftreage oc all. 
Ulf. rhe emaachiegplniraay tra, 

Tc be fasnilier 5 but ot che Anchors 


Thee no aay isthe Lord of acy thing, 
(Though in ead cf hie chere te much conhfting, ) 
Till he communicate his to others: 
Nor doth he of humfelfe them for caghe, 
Till he behold chem formed ia th'spplaefe, 
Where they are extended . who like an arch reverb'race 
The voyce againe: or like a gote of feele, 
Froneing the Sonne, recewes and renders backe 
His figere,snd his beece. J was moch rept in chis, 
And spprehended here immediately : 
The vaknowne Asex; ; 
Heavens what s man is chere?a very Herfe, (ere 
That has be knowes not whee. Netuse, wha things there 
Meft sbiedt in regard, and deare in vie. 
What things againe moft deere in the efteemne, 
And poore an worth : now fhall we feeto morrow, 
Ane& that very chance doth threw vpon him? 
Auaz renown'd ?O heavens, whae fome men doe, 
While fome men leave te doe ! 
How fome men creepe io skictith fortunes hall, 
Whules others play che I deots in her eyes: 
Hew ene men cates into snothers pride, 
While pride is fesfting in his vantonneffe 
To fee chefe Grecian 3 why even already, 
a clap che lobber ax on the fhoulder, 
As it his fooce were on braue Heer: beet, 
And great Trey (hrinking, 
Achd. | doe belceve it : 
For they paft by me, a myfers doe by beggers, 
Neher gave to me good word,ner looke: 
What sre my deedes for got? : 
Ulf. Time hath( my Lord) 2 wallet at his backe, 
Wherem he puts slmes for obliuson : 
A grest fiz d monfter of ingratiwudes: 
Thofe {crops are good deedes pat, 
Which ase dewour'd 2s faft a8 they are made, 
Forgot ss foone as done : perfewersnce,deere my Lord, 
Keepes honor ol to have done, isto hang 
Quite out of fathion. Hike arufite male, 
In monemencall mockrie : take the inflanc way, 
For honeet travels ina firsight fo nerrow, 
Where one bur goes sbeeshcepe then che pache 
For ernulation hath a thoufand Sonnes, 
That one oe: perfue ; if yoo giue way, 
Ox hedge afide from the diredt forth right ; 
Like ro on entred Tyde.they all ruth by, 
And \esue you hindmoft: 
Or like a gaflsac Hosfe falne in firt ranke, 
Lye chere for pauement tothe abiect, necre 
Ore.run and trampled on: then what they doe in prefent, 
Tooegh ieffe then yours in paft ,moft ore-cop yours : 
Fos cine is tske 2 falluonable Hote, 
Thac flighely thakes his parting Gueft by th hand; 
Aad with his armes out-ftretcht,as he would flye, 
Grafpesin the commer : the welcome ever (miles, 
And farewcls goes out fighing :O let not verwuc feeke 
Remeneration for che thing it was : for besutie,wit, 
High birth, viger ofbone, delert in fervice, 
Loue,frrendthip, charity, ace (ubseAts all 

















































Troplus and Gefsida. 


To cnaioes and calumn time: 
One touch of secure makes the whole world kia: 
Thee all wich one confent preife new borne grudes, 
Lore léer “Arihieandertirematiaas: ings peft, 
And goe (FUult that iss lictle puile, 
More laud then guidt orede 
The prefent eye praifes the prefers obseh ¢ 
Then mesuell nox thou great and complesr men, 
That oll che Greekes begin co worthip Arex ; 
Since chings in motion begin co cecch the eye, 
Then what oor fits: the cry went oat onthee, 
Aad flill it might, and yet it may seaine, 
Ifthou w oot encombe chy f{elfe alive, 
And cafe thy reputation in thy Tent ; 
Whofe glorious deedes, bur wn chefe fields of late, 
Made emulous miffions ‘mongfi the gods themfelues, 
And drave great Afar: 10 fation, 
Ackil, Ofthis my prisecie, 
I heue ftrong reafons, 
Whf. Bat 'ganh your pruacie 
The reafons are more potent and heroycall : 
‘Tis knowne Achifss,that you are in love 
With one of Priaaes daughters. 
Ache, Ha 2kaowne! 
Vif, Is chat a wonder? 
The prouidence that’s mn a watchful Szare, 
Knowes almoft euery gramme of Plutoes gold ; 
Findes boxtome in th'vncomprehenfiee 3 
Keepes place with thoughc; and simoft like the gods, 
Doe thoughts vowaile in thes dumbe cradics : 
There 1s acoyfterie (with whom releuon 
Durft neuer meddle) in the feule of Scare ; 
Whuch hath an operation more divine, 
Then bresth or pen can give exprefiere to: 
All che commmerfe that you hove had wih Troy, 
As perfedlly 13 ours,0t yours.my Lord, 
And betcer would se te Achees much, 
To throw downe Hetlev then Tolixena. 
But st muft grieve yong Prrbay now ot home, 
When fame thal in her Hand foend her trumpe; 
And all che Greekith Giles thall tripping fing, 
Great Hetters iter did Achelles winne ; 
But our great iax bravely beace downe him. 
Farewell my Lord: 1 as your lover (peske 4 
The foole flides ore the Ice that you fhould breake. 
Parr. TorhseffeA Achiberheue! mou'd you; 
A woman impedent and mannith growne, 
Is nat more loch'd chen an effeminace man, 
Jaime of ation : | Nand condemn’d for this 5 
They thinke my liccle Romacke to the warte, 
And your grest lowe to me,reftcaines you thus : 
Sweere,roule your felfesand the weake wancon (pid 
Shall from your necke ynloofe his smorous fould, 


"And like a dew drop from the Lyons mane, 


Bc thooke to ayrie ayre. 
Achil. Shall Aiax fight with Hector ? 
Pair, |, and perhaps rece.ue much honor by him, 
Achil, fee my reputation is at flake, 
My fame is (hrowdly gored. 
Par. O chen beware: 
Thofe wounds heale ill,chat men doe give then:felues 
Omuithon to doe what is neceflary, 
Sesles acommiflion tos bianke of danger, 
And dangers ike a0 ague fubtly caines 
Euen then when we fit idely in the funne. 
Abd. Gos call "C¢ hithes {weet Parroches, 





. Troylas and Crefsida. 


The fend the fool: to Asax, and dehee ben 
Tingice the Troian Lords after che Combat 

Teo fee vs Hert vnarm'd : | have 2 wormens longing, 
An eppetite that J am ficke witball, 

To fee great Helfer in his weedes of peace; Bug Toes 
Tocalke with him, snd co bebold his vifege, 

Evento my fall of view. Alebous fou'd. 


Te ses apace takdd ehng 
Ther, Aliex goes * ’ 
hienfelfe : 


Ackil. How lo? 

Ther, Hee mofi fight fingly co moirow with Heller, 
and is fo prophetically prowd of anheroicall cudgelling, 
ther he raves in (saying nothing. 

Ack. How con chat be? 

Ther, Why he fislkes vp and downe like a Peacock,e 
ride and a fiend: recninates like av hofteffe,chst hath no 
Arithmecque bet her braine to fet downe her recko- 
ning « bites bis lip with 2 politique regerd,ss who fhould 
fay there were wi ia his head and twoo'd out; and fo 
there is: but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a fine, 
which wll noc fhew withoat knocking. The oans va- 
done fos ever;for if Heifer breake not his aecke s'th‘com- 
bas, heele break’ himfelfe in veine-plory, He knowes 
Got mee 3 I (sid, good morrow Arex ; And he replyes, 
thenkes Azanrames. What thinke you of this men, 
ther cakes me for the Generall? Hee’s growne a very 
land-fith, languegeleffe , a monfter : 3 plague of o- 
sari » amen msy weare it on both fides like a leather 
Terkin. 

Act, Thou maft be my Ambafisder co him Therfires. 

Ther. Who, 1: why. heele anfvrcr nobody: he pro- 
feBles nocsnfwering ; {peaking is for beggers: he weares 
his congue in’s armes wil pucon hia pref ence; let Pa- 
trocts meke his demands to me , you thall fee che Page. 
ant of Aser. 

Achil, Tohim Parroctas) cell kam, ! Delia) Sia the 
valiant Aesx, to inuice the moft velorous Heller,co come 
wnaem’d co my Tent, and to procure (afe condvd for his 

erfon, of the magoanirmous and Moh lluitious, fixe or 
feawen times honour d Captsine Generall of the Grecian 
Armic Ay amenemen 8 ¢ . doe this. 

Pasve. lene biclle prea Asax, 

Ther. Hum. 

Perr, Teame fromthe worthy Actefes, 

Ther. Ha? 

Par. Who moft humbly defices youto iauice Heiter 
to his Tent, 

Ther, Ham. 

Pasr Andto procure (fe condud trom Aga menwon. 

Ther, Agancunen? 

Par I my Lord. 

Ther. Ha? 

Parr. Wher fay you too'r. 

Ther. God bey you with all my heart 

Par. Your anfwer fir. 

Ther. Ui morrow be a faire day, by eleven a clocke 
it will goe one way or other ; howfoeuer, he ‘hall pay for 
me cre he has me. 

Pet) Your anfover fir. 

Ther Fare you well withall my heart. 

Achill. Why, but he ts notin this rune, she? 

fe, No,burhe's out acune thas: what nuficke will 
Be inhi when efter has knocks our Ms branes, know 
nce: but Lam fore nore, valeffe the Fidler Apod get his 





on. 
Acbel. Come, chou thele beare 2 Letcer_ to him 
fraighn. 
Ther Let av another co his Horfe; 
more capable come ae 
- My minde is troubled like ine Oie'd, 
And! teu 
Ther . Wovld the Fountaine of your minde were cieere 
aine, thee [ amght wacer an Affe at it ¢ | had rather bee 
icke in a Sheepe, chen foch a valiant ignorsace. 


ie fioewes co make castings 


Pa. See hoa, who is chat there ? 
Dupb. Icusthe Lordeima. | 
ene, Is the Prince there 10 perfon ? 
fies | o-Lis occafion to lye long 
ow Prince Pars no but heavenly bufach: 
Sheold rob my bed-mate Lf = : 
Dem. That's my munde too : Morrow 
ctura. 4 atu 
Par. A valisnt Greeke cEneas, take hi 
Witneffe the proceffe of your Speech cere eas 
You told how Dismed in a whole weeke by deyes 
Did haent you tn the Freld. 
v£xe. Health co you valiont fir, 
| During all queftion of the gentle truce: 
But when | meere you arro'd,as blacke defiance, 
Asheare can chinke,or Courage execare. 
Drom. The one and other Diseased embraces, 
Our blouds are now in calme;sad folong health . 
twhen contention, snd occahon fmeetes, 
By bone, ite ploy the hanter for thy life, 
With all my force, purfuite and pollicy. 
ele. And thou thalt hent s Lyon chat will flye 
With his face backward, m humaine : 
Welcome to Troy ; now ifes life, 
Wetcome ‘deeds : rea daca wesre, 
No man alive can love infoch a fort, 
The ching he meanes to kill, more excellently. 
Drom. We funpathize, Lene het Lucas hee 
(1f to my Sword his face be not the glory ) 
Athoofand compleate courfes of the Sanne, 
But in mine emwtous honor let him dy 
With every ioyn a wound, sad that 1o morrow. 
efEae. We koow each other well. 
Die. We doe,and long to know cach other worfe. 
Par. This sche moft, defpightfal't gene grerting ; 
The nobleft hacefull love, thac ere f heard of 
What bufineffe Lord fo early? 
ene, Uveas fent for te the Kingsbuc why,] know nor. 
Par His purpofe meets youzit was to bring this Greek 
To Cakche's houfe; and there to render hues, 
. For che enfreed Anrhewer he faire Choffad: 
Lets hac your company ; or if you piesfe, 
Halte there before vs. I conRtanily doc chinke 
ad rather call my choughs acertaine knowledge) 
fy brother Trews lodges there to night. 
Roufe him, end give him nore of our approach, 
With the whole quality whereof, I fease 
We fhall be much enwelcome. 
cnc. Thar J affore your 
Tropew: had racher Troy were borne to Greece, 
Then Crofid borne from Troy, 
Par. There 





Troylus and Cefsida. 


Par. There is ao helpe: 
The bicrer difpofition of che tie will hane it fo. 
On Lerd, weele follow you. 

e520, Good morrow ail. 


Exk Baw 
Par. Aadtell me noble Diewed ; faich tell me true, 


Buen in the foale of found good fellow thip, 
Who in yoar thoaghes merics foise Hodes ruck ? 
My Glfe,or (AGzerlens? 
Dies. Both ahike. 
He merits well co hace ber,shat doth feeke her, 
Noe making any (cruple of het foylure, : 
With (uch a hell of paing.and world of charge. ° 
Aad yoo as well to keepe her,that defend her, 
Not pallating the cafte ofhes difhonour, 
With (uch a cofily loffe of wealth and friends: 
He like s puling Cuckold, would drinke vp 
The lees and diegs of s flac tamed peece: 5 
You iske 2 lercher, out of whorith loynes, 
Ase pleafd to breede out your iaheritors: 
Both merits poys'd, each weighs no leffe nor mere, 
Buc heas he, which heauier for a whore. 
Par, You are too bitter to your country -woman. 
Dee. Shee’s bitcer to her cowntse7 : heare me Para, 
For enery falfe dsop in hee baudy veines, 
A Grecsans Iife hath funke : for ewery (craple 
Ofher conranmnaced carnan weight, 
A Troian hech beene flainc. Since fhe could (peake, 
She hath net given fo many good words breath, 
As for her, Greekes and Trouens (uffred death. 
Par. Faire Diemed, you doe as chapmen doe, 
Dif prasfe che thing that you deftee to buys 
Bat we in tence hold chis vercue well ; 
Weeic not commend, what we intend to fell. 
Here lyes ous way. 


Enter Treyisn and Crefida. 


Exenat 


Trey. Deere trouble not your felfe : the morne is cold, 
Cref. Then (weet my Lord, {ke call mine Vackie down; 
He thrall vnbolk che Gates. 
Trey, Troabdie him not: 
Tobed,to bed: fleepe kill chofe pricty eyes, 
And give as (oft attachsnent to thy fences, 
As Infants empty of all thoughe. 
Cref- Good morrow then. 
Trey. 1 prithee now co bed. 
Cref. Are yous weary ofme? 
Trey. O Creffida' but char the bafe dey 
Wak't by the Larke,hath rouz'd the ribseld Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer : 
I would nce from thee, 
Cref. Night hath beene too briefe. (Rayes, 
Trey. Bethrew the witch! with venemous wighis (he 
As hichoully as hell 5 but flies the grofpcs of love, 
With wings more mo mentery {wift then choogh:: 
You will catch cold, and curfe me. 
Cref, Prithee terry youmen will newer tacry ; 
O foolith Crefiid, Lenight have (till held off, 
Aad then you would have tarried. Harke,ther’s one vp? 
Pand. wabin. Whet's ail the doores open here ? 
Trey. Ivisyour Vackle. Exter Pandarus. 
Cref. A peflilence on him : now will he be mocking : 
I fhatt have fuch s lite. 
Pan. How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads? 
Heore you M aide: wher's my coin Crofid? 
CrofGo hang your [elf,you nsughty mocking Vickle: 





You bring me to doo----and then you flowte me too, 
Pas, Todo whe? ta, het? Lee her fay what : 
Wrhias hawe | brouy') re 
Crof, Come en 









My Lord, « ot ao 
You frilcaad mei 6 a0 mean - ephtaes. 

on Cam - oat Lies fis at 
How exritull hy bene - men. f 
I would oo: deg ha: 72 iauc youfoemeNere, thao 

Pan. Who sthere  wiat's ste maser? wul vou beat, 
downe the dvare? How vow, wha. sabe ms itt 

ver. Good morrow Lud, goud iporow 

Pee, Who's there my Lordiefneas! by my troth f 
knew younot : what newes with you fo early ? 

efx Is not Prince Trey/ashere? 

Paw. Here? what fhould he doe here ? 

exe. Come he is ‘sere, my Lord, doe not deny him 
Ic doth impore him much co fpeske with me, 

Pos. ls he here fay you? ‘tismore thea I know, Ile br 
{worne: For my owne pert | came in late; what fhoul 
he doe here ? 

eve. Who,nay then: Come,come, yoale doe hin 
wrong, erd y‘are ware. youle be fo true to him, toh 
falfe co hun : Doe not you know of him,bus yer goe ferc! 
him hither, goe. 


Emer Treylus. 
Trey. How now, what’sthe master ? 
c£a, My Lord,! {csrce have leifure to faluce you, 
My matcerisorafh: cheress at hand, 
Paw your brosher,ond Deiphebus, 
The Grecian Disosed and our Aathruer 
Deliver‘d to vs, and for him forth-with, 
Ere che firft acnifice, within this house, 
We molt giue vp to Diemeds hand 
The Lady Creffide. 
Trey. Isieconclauded fo? 
vas. By Pream,and the general fate of Trey, 
They are at hand and ready ro effet it. 
Troy. How my stchievemencs mocke me; 
I will goe meee them: snd my Lesd efsear, 
We metby chance; you did not finde me here. . 
£2, Good,good my Lord the fecrets ofnaiure 
Haac not more giftia cacitarnitie. Exenn, 


Enter Pandarus and Creffid. 

Pax. 1s" poffible? no fooner gor bru loft : the dive 
take Aushewer ; the yong Prince will goe med: a plagu 
vpon Aetbener: 1 would they had brok’s necke. 

Cref. How now ? what's the matter ? who was here? 

Pen. Ah, he! 

Cref. Why figh you fo profoundly? wher's my Lore 
gone? tellme CaS Vackle, what's the matter ? 

Pas. Wovld! were as deepe vnder che carth a3 1 & 
above, 

Cref. O the gods! what's the matcer? 

Pam> Prythee get chee ins would chou had tt nere bee 
borne; I knew thow would'f be his death.O poore Ger 
tleman : » plsgue vpon sdeshener. Z 

4@3 A on 
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feech you what's che macter? 

Per. Thou mult be gone wench, thoe meft be 3 
thou art *d lor Anthewer: thou mufi to thy ° 
_ and be gone i bh ct ial his death ; ‘twill be 
his baine, he cannot Deare it.. & 

Cref. O you immortal! gods! 1 will oot goe. 

Dar Voitcs Viskies ices laigetiay Goths 

Cref. 1 ill noe Vinckle: 2: 
ince eo cosh clecataceatae: re 
No kin, no loue, a0 bloud no foule, fa necragne, 

Asche (weet Treyhn : O you gods dissing ! 
_Make Craffds name the very crowne of falfhood ! 
1feuewhe leave Treplas : sme orce-eod death, 
Do roth body whet exrremitie you ca; 

Bat the flrong bafe vad building of my lobe, 

Is as che very Center of the earch, 
Drawing all thingsco ix. I will goein and weepe. 

Ber cae ar igh and aes preifed 

Crof. Teare my brighs heire, coy pre 

cheekes, 


Cracke ey cleere voyce with fobs, snd breske my heart 
With founding Tropes. will not goe from Trey Exaut, 


Suter Pare Ti »D 
ae 


Per. Ic is great morning, end the beure prefine 
Ofher deliwerie so this valiant Greeke 


Cocaes fa vpoa: good any brother Treplar, 
Tell the Ey wha 
And haf ber 80 


the is ce doe, 


They. Walke into hes houle : 
Ne her to the Grecisa prefencly ; 
Ando bis hand, when I deluer ber, 
Thinke it sa Alter, and thy brother 
A Prieft, chere offring to it his heert. 
Par. iknow whac'tisto love, 
Aod would, es I fhall picrie, | could belpe. 
Pleale you walke in, my Lords. 


Eater Pandara: and Crefed. 
Pao. Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cref. me of moderetion ? 
The gricfe is kine, a 
And ao leffe ina fenle a1 ftrong 


The like alsiment could I give my griefe : 
My lose adenits no qualifyingcrofic;  Easer Treyius. 
No more my griele, ta fach » precious loll 

Pan. Here,here,bere,be comes,a (weet ducke. 

Cref, O Treylas, Troylas | 

Pas. What a paire of (pectacies ishere? let ane em- 
brace too : oh hart, es the goodly (aying is 5 O heart, hea- 
uie heart, why fighcft chow wichour breaking ? where he 
sofwers sgeine; becaefethou canfl oot cafe thy fast by 
frierrd hip nor by {peeking : there was never a truer riene; 
be xscih soapanting, fer we mey lise to hewe neede 
oe en te. par aecabeatnonay 

. : Jlove thee in fo firange a poritic 5 

That the bleft gods, as angry with ony froete ; 
More bright in zeale, then the dewotion which 

Id ls Glow cocheir Deitics: take chee frome. 
Crof, Haue che gods enwie? 





Cref. Andisic ave, 


lrowt from Troy? 
Trey. A hatefall crech. ie roy 


lease-caking, roughly 

Alliacef pads irndey begaleseut ips 
? Soscidly prevents 

Our locks ; franglos ous deere vowes, 
Eacn in che birch of our owne laboring breach, 
Weewo, thar with fo many thoulsnd fighes 
Did buy each other, mult y fell our flues, 
Wich the rude breuitie and difcherge of ovr 
Inivrious time ; now with s robbers hafte 


Trey. No remedy. 
Cref. A woboll Croffd ‘mong’ the merry Greekes. 
Trey. When hall we fee agsine? 
Trey. Hereme my love : be chou but crue ofheart. 
Cref, true? how now? what wicked deeme is this? 
Trey. Nay, we muft vfe expoftulazion kindely, 
For it is parting from ys : 
I {peake nor, be thou crue, as fearing thee: 
For f will throw my Glose to death bimifeife, 
That there's no msculation in thy 


. 1 will corrapt che Grecian Centinels, 
Ts gicdoc eighty ices, 
But yet be crue. 


Which | you call e vertnous Gane : 
Makes eve affraid. 

(ref. Oheauens, you love menor! 

Trey. Dye! avillaine chen: 
In chis I doe nor cell your faith ia ; 
So mainely as my merit : I cannot 
Nor beele the high Lavok s nor {weeren tolke; 
Nee play at fabtill games 5 faire vercues all ; 
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Te which the Grecians are moft prompt end pregnant : 
Bat I can tel! chat in each grace of 
There terkes 2 fisit and dernb-difcourfiee divell, 
That temnpcs meoft cunoingly : but be noe tempted. 
Cref. Doe you thinke I will: 
chy Balai fomething may be done thet we wil act : 
And we are diuels to our felees, 
When we will ternpt che frailtie of our powers, 
Preferming on theirs changefall poter -ic. 
Ea withen. ay, goed my Lerd? 
Trey. Cone hiffe, ond tet vs part, 
Pars within. Beother Treplas? 
Trex. Good brather come you hither, 
Aad bring «Latur and che Grecian with you, 
Cref, My Lord will you be true? 
Trey. Who I? alas ttismy vice, my fault: 
Whules others fith with craft for great opinion, 
I, with great truth, cach meere hmpliciti¢ ; 
Whit’ fome with conning guild their cog per crownes, 
With treth end plainneffe I doe weare mine bare: 


Ester the Greake:. 
Feare not my truth ; the morrall of my wit 
Is plaine and true. cher’s all he reach of it. 
Welcome fiz Deswed here is the Lady 
Which for Aatoner we deliser you. 
At the port (Lord) Ile give her to thy bend, 
And by the wry pofled: chee hu theis 
Ensreate her faire ; and by my foule,faire Geecke, 
Ifere chow ftend at me my Sword, 
Name Crefd,end thy life thall bc as fafe 
As Priaw is in [hon / 

Dum. Faire Lady Crefiid, 

So pleafe you favethe thankes this Prince expeds : 
The leftre in youreye, heaven in your cheeke, 
Pheades your faite vifege,and to Deemed 

You fhall be mifireffe, and command tum wholly. 

Trey. Grecanahou dot not vfe me curreoufly, 
To thame the feale of my petition cowards, 
Ipraifing her. Itell chee Lord of Greece : 

Shee 15 a3 farre high foaring o're thy praifes, 

As chow enworcthy to be cal’d her ferusnc: 
Icharge ghee vfe her well, ewen for my charge: 
For by the dreedfull Piure, ifthoudoact, — 
(Though the great bulhe etches be thy guard) 
He cut chy shroste. Hes 

Diem. Oh be not mou'd Prince Treylns ; 

Let me be priuiledg’d by myplace and meffage, 
To be » fpeaker free? when | am hence, 

Ile aafwer so my lft: and know my Lord; 

fle nothing doe on charge : to het owne worth 
Ghe (halt be priz’d : bot ther yor fay, be’c 103 
Lefpeake it in my {pitts and honor, no. 

Trey, Come co the Port. Ile setithee Disrmed, 
Tine besve, fhall oft mahe thee to hide thy bead = 
Lady give me yoor hand,snd ss we walke, 

To oer owne felves bend we ovr needefull othe. 
Seared Trnavpet. 

Par. Hartke, HeBars Trumpet. 

v£ we. How hae we (pent this mornin 
The Prince mult chinke me tardy sad remibie, 
Thac fwore to ride before him in the field. 

Par. Tis Treyins fault: come, come,to field with him. 

Essreer. 

Dio. Let vsmake ready Rratghe. 

e£ne. Yea, with s Bridegroomes freth elscritie 


Let vs addreffe to tend on Helton hecles : 
The glory of ear Trey doth this dey 
On his fare worth and fingle Chiualrie. 


Sacer Alan armed, Achile: ,Patvecke, Agenennen, 
Maclans J ifes, Neher (shea. 


: a. Here art thew is eppoincment (reth and faire, 
Aticipating time. With farting coerage, 
Give with t Trotapet stead since a Tee 
Thos U diaz, that the eppaeled ate 
MM sy pierce the head of the grest Combetanr, 
And hale him hither. 
Ara, Thou, Trumpet, ther’smy purfe; 
Now cracke thy leogs, and {plit thy brafen pipe: 
Blow villaine,till chy (phered Bias cheeke 
oo che collicke of puft 4. : 
ome, Aretch thy cheft, end lett (pout blowd: 
Thou blowef for Hefler. i als seats 
Vif No Trampec snfwers. 
Ackil. ‘Tis but carly dayes. 
Aze. Is not yong Diswed with Calcas deeghter? 
Vif, “Tivhe, | ken the manner of his geste, 
He rifes on the coe :, chac (pirit of bis 
In afpiration lifts him from the easth. 
* Ags. Isthisthe Lady Crvfid? 
Die Even the. 
Azs. Molt deerely welcome co the Greckes, forecte 


by - 
Nef. Owe General doth fake you with o hifle. 
UA. Yeris the kindeneffe bus parcicular; twere bete 
cer the were kit 10 general. 
Nef. And very coursly coanfell: tle begin. So mach 
for Neffer. 
Ackil, Me rake that wintes from yous lips faire Lady 
bles bids you welcome. 
Mone, | had good argument for hifing once. 
Pacre. But that’s no argument for kufing sow ; 
For chus pop't Pare in his hardiment. 
Vif, Oh deadly gall, and theame of all oer (comnes, 
Fer which we ioofe our heads, to gild his hoses. 
Parre. The fictt west AMenclans kiffe this rane; 
Patrecie: kiffes you. 
Mene. Ohchisis crim, 
Par. ie aod | ir negra aa 
Adene. Nie have mey hiffe fir; leaue. 
Cref. Inhiffing doe you pean tA bag 
Parr. Both take and give. 
Cref. lle make my macch to live, 
Trerwayesi is beccer then you gine: therefore no 
iffe. 
Mens. Ne give you boote, Ile giue you threc for one. 
Cref. You arc an odde men, give euen,or giuc nove. 
Mens, Avodde man Ledy, every manis odde, 
Cref. No, Paru isnot; for you know ‘tis crve, 
That you are odde, and he is cucn with you, 
Meae, Yoo fillip me ach head, 
Cref, No, be be (worne, 
Vif. Uwereno match your caile agsingt his homme : 
May I (weete Lady beg 2 hiffle of you? 
Cref. Yournsy. 
Uhf. 1 doe defire u. 
Cref? Why begge then? 
Wi. Why thea for Vemma fale, give mea hiffe ; 
When Hebenis a made againc, snd hit-———— 
Coef. Yam your debcor, claime it when "cis due. 
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As toynt,aad motive of ber 2 
Ob ds eccnaniters fo glib of pny 
That give s coefting welcome ete it comes ; 
Aad wide vaclefpe the tables of their choughes, 
To every tic reader : fer chem downe, 
For flettith of opporumitie ; 
And of che game. Exenes. 
Exser al of Trey, Heller Paris pL eat, Helen 
aud Attendants. Florife. 

44. The Troians Tromper. 

da. Yonder comes the troope. 

As. Haile all you ftate of Greece : whet (halbe dooe 
To bim that viory commands? or doe you purpole, 
A vidos hall behoowne : will you the Knights 
Shall co the edge of all extremixie 

pea vhs sha 1d : Befler bad ask 
B or order of che ficld : e? 
re Which way would Z7rfer haue it? 

ay He cares not, beele obcy conditinns. 

Aga. "Tis done like Helter, but fecurely done, 

A hitele proudly, and great deale difprifing 
The Knight oppos'd. 

ome. Wact Achilles hr, what is your name? 

Ackil. Mact Actelss nothing, 

aie. Therefore Achiles: bus what ere,know chis, 

of great and little : 
Valour end excell chemfelues ia Hoffer 3 
Theonesimoft es infinite os afl; nae 
The other blsoke es noching : weigh : 
And that which lookes like pride, is curvefie s 
This Aiaris halfe msde of Fetters bload; 
In loue whereof, helfe Feiler Asies st home : 
Hiosife heart,halfe hand, halfe Helter comes to feeke 
This blended Enight,halfe Troian, and halfe Grecke. 

Ach. Arawden buitadé then? Ol percchet yon, 

Aca, Here is fir, Diermed: goe gencie Knight, 
Scand by oct diaz 198 700 Lord «£eces 
Confent «pon che order of cheit fight, 

So be it: cicher co the verermof, 
Or effea breach: the Combatanss being kin, 
gerd ge a phils flrokes bepio. 
A ae oppor'ds . 
Hie “What Troisa is chat fame chac lookes fo heauy? 
. The yon of Priam ; 
A crue Raight; they call him 3 
Noe yer mature, yet matchieffe firme of word, 
g tn deedes, and deedeleffe in his tongue ; 
foone *t, nor being prowok't,foooe calan’d 
tisk cubesdbahonenaben Ger. 
Foe what he pos aa opajen weeag 
Yee he aot cill indgement g i 
Nor lignifes paso Se with breath : 
Manly as Hefter, but more dangerous ; 
For Mefer in his blaze of wrath fubferibes 
To cender obiefts ; bur he, in hesate of aftioa, 
dab tera ashe 
They call him Treplae ; and on hi 5 
Afecond hope. ¢s feirely builc as ether. 
Thus (oiese Baves, one shat knowes the 
Buencohls inches: aad with prisate faule, 








Didin great Silico thas cranflate him to me. 
Aga. They sre in adtion. : 
7. or, thou Deep, awake thee. 
Ags. His blowes are wel difpos'd there Asax. 
aoe You maft no mase. "Poe 
« Princes enough, (0 pleafe 
Ais. lemact warme het vs phe ine. 
Pee le ce 
: then will Ino more: 
Thou ast great Lord my Fathers fifters Sonne ; 
A coafen to greas Priams feede ;: 
The obligstion of our blowd forbids 
A gorie emulation ‘twixt vs twaine : 
Were thy commizion, Grecke and Trolen fo, 
That chou could’ fay, this hand is Grecian el, 
Ge Cee 
Greeke, s all Troy : my Mothers blend 
- Ruos on the dester check ond chis fess 
Thee thou Abs aad 
not beare from me a Greehuth onember 
Wherein my fword had not impreflure meade 
Of our ranke feud : but the iuft gods gainfsy, 
That eny drop chou borrwd fi from thy soother, 
My facted Aunt, fhould by my seortall Sword 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee Aiax : 
By hire chat thunders, thouhaft luftic Armes; 
Heller would bave them fall vpon bum thes. 
Cozen, all honor to thee. : 
fsa. \chenke thee Heller: 
Thou art too gemie, and too free a man: 
I came to kill bce Cozen, tnd beare hence 
A great sddition, earned in thy death, 
Hell. Not Neeptolyaam fo misable, 
On whofe vel 8 crefi.fame with her lowd R (O yes) 
Cries, This is ; could’ R promife to himlelfe, 
A chen ght of added honor, carne from fielder. 
. cis expectance here from both the fides, 
What farther you will doe? 
Heft, Weele aalwere it: 
The iffee is embracemment : Aiax,Grewell. 
Miia, If] emighe in entreacies finde {eccefe, 
As (eld 3 hawe che chance ; 1 would defre 
My = to qur ht hips 
Dion. ‘Tis Apemenvens with ceas Achalis 
pos to foesnscwe i valisns Helle. 
- Anas others Treplas to me : 
And bgutethis looks means 
To the expeCters of our Troian pert: 
Defrethem home, Give me thy hand yny Coufe: 
J will goc cate wich thee, and fee your Knights. 
Esrer Agamcumen avd the ref. 
Mia, Great Agemeawen comes to mectevs here. 
Hell, The worthieft of them,rell me meme by aame? 
Bat for Achilics, wine owne ferching eyes 
Shall fade him by his laige and portly ze. 
ge. Worthy of Armes : as welcome 3 to one 
Thee woald be rid of Lach an enerme. 
Bue chat'’s no welcome: voderfland more cicere 
What's peft,sad what's to come,is Arew'd with bushes , 
And formeieffe ruine of oblivion : 
Bat in this cxtane coment, faith and troth, 
Serain'’d from all hollow biss deawiog: 
Bids chee with moR divine integricie, 
From heart of very heart, Heller wticoae. 
Fe. I chanhe ther molt lmperious of gamrumm. 


Migen. 
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Age. My well-forn'd Lord of Ey Late leffe to yoo. 
yy Let me confirme my Princely brothers greeung, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hiciver. 
Hell. Who maft we anfwer? 
wear. The Noble Afeuelenr. 
Heil. O, you my Lord,by fers bis geunclec thanks, 
Mockenoe, thas { affe& ch'vntraded Oath, 
Your wife feeares Rill by Wenur Glove 
Shee's well, but bad me not commend her to you. 
Mew. Name her not now fir, thes 6 deadly Theame. 
Hed. Operdon, I offend. 
Nef, [heue (thow gallant Troyan) {cene thee oft 
Lahouring for deftiny, make croei! way 
Through renkes of Greekith youth : and I have (cen thee 
As hot 25 Perfeus, (putre thy Phrygian Stecd, 
And feene thee (corning fortes and fubdumenes, 
When thos heft hung thy edusnced (word i'th’ayre, 
Nox teceing it decline, onthe dectined : 
Thec | howe (eid vnto my Randers dy, 
Lee lupiter i der, dealing life. 
pane feat ule, ed take thy breath, 
‘When that a ring of Greekes have hem’d thee m, 
Like on Olympian wrefiling. This have I (eene, 
Bot this thy countenance (Aiill locke in ficele) 
I never few tillnow. I knew thy Grendfire, 
And oace fought with him ; he was a Souldier good, 
But by great Mars, che Captaine of veal, 
Newes like thee. Lex an oldman embrace thee, 
And (worthy Wsrnour) welcome to our Teata 
eése, Tistheold Nefer. 
Holl. Leet me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 
Tha heft fo long waik’d hand in hand with ume: 
Moft rewerend Nefler, 1 am glad to cla(pe thee 
Ne.1 would my armes could match thee in contention 
As they contend wich thee in courtefie. 
Heit. \ would they could. 
Nef. Had by chis white beard I'td fight with thee to 
morrow. Well, welcom,welcome ; 1 hauc feen the time. 
Wiyf. 1 wonder now,how yonder City Mands, 
When we have heere her Bale and pillar by vs. 
Hell. U know your fauour Lord Wifes well 
Ab fir, there's many a Greeke end Troyan dead, 
Since ficit I faw your (elfe, and Desascd 
In Ilion, on your Greekith Embafiic. 
Wf. Sit, foretold you chen whac would enfee, 
My prophefte is but his rowsney yet; 
For yoadet wals thar pertiy front your Towne, 
Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do buffe the clouds, 
Moft kiffe these owne feet. 
Heét, Venu noc beleeue you : 
There they fland yet : and modefily I thinke, 
The fall of ewery Phrygian ftonc will coft 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all, 
And that old common Arbicrator, Time, 
Will one day end 1 
Vif, Soto him we leaue jt. 
Most gentie, and moft valiedt Hetler welcome ; 
Afterthe Generall, I befeech you nexe 
To Feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent. 
Aciil. | thall foreftall chee Lord WU fer, thou: 
Now Heifer thaue fed nune eyes on thee, 
Thane with exa& view pend dies Hettor, 
And quoted ioynt by roynr. 
He®. Vechis Achsdes? 
Ackil. Lam Aches. 
Hett. Stand faue | prythee, let me looke on thee. 


Achd. Behold chy fill. 
Heft, Ney, baue done already. 
Achd. Thou ort co breefe, I will the fecond time, 
As! would buy chee, view thee, limbe by limbe, 
Hett. © like s Booke of fport thow It resde me ore : 
But chere’s more in me then chou ynderftand’t. 
Why doeft choo fo oppreffe me with thine eye? 
Achd.T ¢\i me you Heavens in which part of his body 
Shall 1 deftroy him? Whether there,or ihevesor there, 
Thae J may give the locall wound aname, 
And make diftina the very breach, where-out 
Hedlers great (pisit law. Anfwer me heavens, 
Hell. \c would diferedit the bleft Gods, proud man, 
To anfwet (uch a queftion : Stand againe ; 
Thnk ft chou co cacch my life (o pleafancly, 
As to prenominate in nice conie€ture 
Where thou wile hit me dead? 
Achd, tell thecyce- 
He, Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, 
11d noc beleeve thee. henceforth guard thee well, 
For Ie noe kall chee there, nor there, nor they, 
Buc by che forge thac tychied Mars his helme, 
Me kill thee every where, yea,ore and ore. 
You wifelt Grecians, pardon me this bragge, 
His infolence drawes folly from my lips, 
But Ile endcvowr deeds co march thele words, 
Or may | neeer————— 
Arax, Donor chafe thee Coha: 
And you Acbades, let thefe threats alone 
Till accident,or purpole bring you too't, 
‘YY ou may every day cnough of Helle 
Ifyou have flomacke. The generall ftace I feare, 
Can {corfe incseat you to be odde with him. 
Hed. I pray you lec vs (ec youm the field, 
Wehauc had peleing Warres fince yourefes'd 
The Grecians coufe. 
Achit. Dofi chow intrest me Heller? 
To morrow do} meere thee fell os death, 
Tonighe,sll Priends, 
Hell, Thy hand spon that march. 
Aza. Fitht all yoo Peeres of Greece go to my Tens, 
There in che fulleonuie you : Afterwards, 
As Heiters \eyfare, and your bounties thall 
Conecurre together ,feverally socreat him, 
Beate lowd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow, 
Thac chis great Souldier may hrs welcome kaovw. Exewat 
Trey. My Lord Ulyfes, cell me I befecch you, 
In whst place of the Fretd doch Calcbas keepe? ° 
Ub. At Menelans Tere, mot Princely 7: 
There Diowerd Joth feat with iver gaat 
Whoneither lookes on heaven, nor onearth, 
But gives al! gaze and bent of amorous view 
On che faire Creffid. 
Trey. Shall | (fweet Lord)be bound to thee fo much, 
After we part from Agewsmmons Tent, 
To bring me thither? 
Vb{. You thall command me fir: 
As gencle tell me, of what Honour was 
This Creffide in Troy, had fhe no Lower there 
That waites her abfence? 
Trey. O fir, co fuch as boating thew cheie fcarres, 
A mocke is due: will you walke on my Lord? 
She was belou'd, the lou’d; fhe 1s,and dooch ; 
But Aull Sweee Love is food for Fortunes tooth. Exexer, 
Enter Achilles aod Parrecius. 
Achil We heat his blood with Greekith wine to mph 
Which 
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Which wich my Cemicar ile coole to morrow : 
Patreclas, ler vs Feaft him to the hight, 
Pas. Heere comes Therfses. Emcee Therfites. 
Achil. How cow, thos core of Envy ? 
Thou crafty berch of Nature, what's the owes ? 

Ther. Why thou pidure of wher thou frem't,& Idol 
of Ideor-worthippers,here’s « Leweer for thee. 

Acted. From whence, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why chou full dith of Foole, from Troy. 

Par. Who keepes the Tent now? 

Ther. The Surgeons bor.or the Patients wound, 

Par, Well (aid eduerfity,and whet need thefe tricke? 

Ther, Prythce be filent boy, I profit not by chy talke, 
thou ert thought te be Achilles male Verio. 

Pare, Malic Vaslot you Rogue : What's that? 

Ther. Why bis mafculine Whore. Now the rotren 
difeafes of the South, guts-griping Rupturcs, Catarres, 
Loades a gravell "ch’backe, Lethargics, cold Palfies,end 
the like, take and tske againe, fuch prepoflrous difcoue- 


£PCS. 

Pas. Why chou darmnable box of envy thou, what 
mesa’ft thos co curfe chus ? 

Ther. Dol curfe thee? 

Par, Why 50, yourvinous Bot, you whorfon indi- 

ifheble Corre. 

Ther, No? why srt thou then exafperate, thoo idle, 
wmmateriall skiene of Sleyd Hike; thou greene Sercenct 
flap for a fore eye, thou taffell of» hee, purfethou: 
Ah how the poore world is peftzed with fuch wacer-flies, 
diminutive: of Nature. 


Ach, My fnect i am tittle ote 
From reat porpole in co morrowes bactell : 
Hecreira Laser from Queene Hecube, 

A token from her daughter, my faire Love, . 
Both coxing me, and gaging me co keepe ; 

An Oath chat I have fworne. | will nos breake it, 
Fall Greekes, faile Fame, Honor or feed Rey, 

My maior vow lyes heerc ; this lle obey: 
Come,come Therfixes, helpe to trim my Tent, 
This night in benquecting muft all be fpeot. 
Away Pasreclas. . Extt. 

Ther. With too much bleud and tec little Brain, thefe 
two msy ren med : but if with too mach breime, and coo 
littlebleod, they do, Ile be a cures of madmen. Heere’s 
Agamrescs, 30 QR fellow cnough,and one that loves 
Quailes, bat he has noc (o much Braine os eare-waz; and 
che goodly transformation of Jupiter chere his Brother, 
the Bau, che primatiue Statue, and oblique memorial of 
Cuckolds, sthrifty fhooing-horne inachainc, hanging 
athis Brochers legge, co what forme bur char bess, fhold 
witlarded with malice, and malice furced with wit,tame 
hin coo: to an Alfe were nothing ; hee is both Affe and 
Oxe; to an Oxe were nothing, hee is both Oxe and Affe : 
to be a Dogge, a Mute, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li- 
ard, an Owle, a Purtocke, ar a Herring without aRoe, 
I would norcare . buc to be CMemelans, | would confpire 
agantt DeRiny. Aske me not what | would be, if! were 
not Therfires : for T care not to bee the lowfe of a Lever, 
fo S were not Afeneians. Hoy-dey, fpirits and fires. 

Eater Helter, Aiax, Agamemeen Vly ffes,Ne- 
flor Dromed with Lights, 
Aza. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
ane No ponder at ‘haere where we fee the lighe. 
Heit. Vtrouble you. 


: Troylus and Crefsida. 





Alax, No,oor a whit. 
vig. sais Achilles. 
- Heere comes himfelfe to guide pou ? 
rip balsa braue Heth welieee Princes ell. 
am, So now faire Priace of T. el bid goodnight 
Pie commands the guard to tend ef : 
Hell, Thenks,end goodnigh: to the Greeks general. 
Alen. Goodaight my Lord, 
He, Goodnight {weet Lord Menelane. 
Ther. Sweet draught : {weer quoth-a? (weer Gake, 
facet fure, 
Achs.Goodnight and welcom, bech st once,to thofe 
that Bo, OF tarry. 
efge. Goodnighe 
Ach. Old Nefler cenies, and you too Deemed. 
Keepe Hettor company an houre,or two, 
Dre. cannot Lord,| haue important bufinefie, 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Helter 
Fett, Give me your hand. 
UGS. Follow his Torch,he goes to Chalca Tens, 
Ie keepe you company 
Trey. Sweet fir,youhonour me. 
Heil, And fo good night. 
Achinl. Come,come,cnier my Tene. Esvons. 
Ther, Thac fame Dismed s a {ailechearted Rogue. 
moft vniu(t Knsue; I willoo more tru him when bee 
leetes, chen I will Serpent when he hiffes : he will fpend 
his mouth & promife, hke Brabler the Hound ; but when 
he performes, ARronomers foretell sc, that itis prodigy- 
ous, there will come fome change : the Sonne borrowes 
ofthe Moone when Dressed heepes his word. 1 will ra- 
ther leaue to fee Helter then not to dogeebim aps brad 
he keepess Troyan Drab, and vfesthe Tra:tour Chaleas 
his Tent. Ne aftera——— Nothing bute Letchene? All 
incontinent Varlets. Exemt 
h Ester Diowe rd, 
Dio, What are you vp here ho? (peahe ? 
Chel. Who cate? - om 
Deo. Dremard,Chaicar( I chinke) wher's pow Daughter? 
Chal. She comes to you. 
Ewer Trois and VW liffes. 
Viif. Scand where the Torch may noc difcoues vs. 
Eater Crefird. 
Trey. Crefiid coraes forth to him. 
‘Dee. How naw my charge? 
Cref: Now my (weet gerdian: hashes word with yoo. 
Trey. Yea, lo familias ? 
Vife She will fing any men ac fic fighe. 
Ther, And eny man may finde her.if he can ceke ber 
life : the's noced. 
Die. Will you remember? 
Cal. Remember ? yes. 
Dw. Nay, bat doe then; and let your minde be cou- 
pled with your words. 
Tre. Whax thould the remember f 
Vlof. Lik? 
Cref. Sweete hony Greek,tempt me no more to folly. 
Ther, Roguery. 
Dre, Nay then. 
Cref, Ue cell you whee. 
Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pinyou are » for free. 
ook Io 6 la Me tr aad 
- A ivgling wicke,to be fecretly 
De. Whe aliens vos weld bellow oaradt 
Cref. Uprethee de not hold me ce cane oath, 
Bid me doe not any thing bus that fwecre Greeke. 
Die. Good 
































































Troylus and Crefsida. 


Hew now Troien ? 


De. A Wed Your ruert before, chls felloweste, 
Trey. I did (weare 


Cref. You thali nec xe Seen youlbell noe; 


apoyo 
Ne, no, good aight: Ils be your feoleno more. - J will heoe this : whofe was iz? 


aa7 rte 


ee eee 

° moved Prace, J 
Ltn alioketheadeice: ute peer ree, 
T . 


A bee ia enger. 
Tp Derr gorethe? wierd rh 


PaF RF 


guard of perience Verde while. 
. sh bay en ee 
potato fenger, ti togethes frye lechery, frye, 
De Bee will then? q 


Crof. in fanh | will lo; never rut me elfe. 
Die. Gwe me ome token for che farety of ic, 
lle ferch you ove. 
. Yoo haue fworns patience. 
. Feare menos {weere Loed. 
J witl aot be my feife, ner have cogaition 
ye oe tee ave pear 


Ex, 


Seser Crefid. 


eirsusio faile wench ; glues me againe, 
Die, Whofe wast? 
Coof, it is no matter now I heve’t ogeine, 


[will not meese with you to rsorrow aight 3 
i pryther Dismwed vifue me no mere. < 
Ther. Now the tharpens : well (sid Wherflene. 
Die. | thall have ke, 
Crof. What, this? 
cof 0 shen godstO preerie pledge 
A 8 . 3 
Thy Baits ober ike ia his bed 
Of ther and me, sad ood takes ny Glove, 
aad mnemortall dsincie kiffes to st ; 


As I tlle thee, 
Die. Ney, doe not faatch it from me. 
Crof He tbastekes thas, rakes my beast withell. 


Crof. It is ne aseer. 
Die. earn dyer wes? 
> “Twas one chet lou'd me berres then 
os heue it, tehe ie. yee 
Die. Whole wasit? 


Coef. cdf artagrer oti 
Aad by her felfe, 1 will not cell you whofe. 
Die, Tomorrow will | weare it on my Helena, 
Aad gricec his (pirit thee doses not challenge it, 
vi nuell,end wor’ ie on thyhaems, 


. Well, well, ‘cis dene, ‘tis pelt ) and yer iis nots 
Iwill not keepe my word. 
Dis chen farewell, 
Thos never fhalt mocke Deemed egaine. 
Cref. You (halinot goe : one connec fpeakee weed, 
Bat sc Aran Races you, 
id a doe net like wir spre 
. Nos 1 by Piare : bus chee chas kes 
fes me beft. is aie as 


Dio. Whar thall I come? the houre. 


Cref. 1,comesO Sone! doe,come: 1 (hell be plage'd, 
De. Ferewell till chen. Exe. 


Of every fyilable that here was fpobes 
Bart if { cell haw thefe twe did coo& 3 
Shell { mac lye, in publifhing « truch ? 

Sich yer chereis 2 credence in my heare 
An efperance fo obftinarely ftrong, 

Thac doth invert that ceft of eyes and cares; 
Asif chofe organs had deceptio us fandtions, 
Created onely co calamniete. 


wes Crefed bere? 
if. 1 connor conjure Trelen. 
. She was not fure, 
Wilif. Moh Sure the was, eee a 
. Why my negecica hech ne edactia? 
ray Nor ining may Lord s Crafid wes here bux new. 
Tre. Levit not be beleen'd for womsnheod + 
Thinke we had mothers ; doc not give eduatsage 
To Aabbo- ne Cricicks,epe without s cheeme 
For deprasation,to (quee the Sex 
By Crrffid, rule. Rather thinks chis nec Crefid. 
mot 


Trey. Nothing st all,voletle thes chis were fhe. 

Ther. Will he (wagger blolelfe ous on's ewne eyes? 

They. This (he? no, this ks Dismidy Creffde s 
Ifbeanie howe s foule shis is nce thes 





If foules guide vowess if vowes orc fanctimonie; 
3£{an€rmnense be che gods delig®: s 

If there be rule sn vaitee it felte, 

Trraee not the: Omeadneffe of d:ewrle | 

“Thac esufe fers vp, with, and apamft thy (eife 
fee foute suthoritic : where sesfon can reunts 
\Wiehaut perdition, aad lofle sflume ait reafon, 
WWicheucreuole Thisis,and isnot Crefd: 
*Vizmn my foule,there doth conduce a fig hr 

(™ this Rrangenature, that athing infeperace, 
[ruides more wider chen the skie end e2¢th, 

" And yet che tpaciogs bredeh of this diuifion, 
Admits no Orifex for a point as fobtie, 

| As Arsachnes broken woofe to enter : 

i Iafance,O infance! Arong as Pintecs gates: 
Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of heavens 
Infisnce, O inftance, Rrang as heaven x feile : 
The bonds of heaven are flipt,diffolu’d andioos'd, = + 
And wich another knot fiue hanger ted, 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her !oue: 
The fragments (craps che bics, and greazic religues, 
Ofher ore-esten faith, are bound to Drenred 
Vif. May worthy Troy/ns be haife attached 
With thac which here his paffron doth expreffs > 
Trey. 1Greeke: and that thall be divulged well 
In Charabters,as ted as Afars bis heart 
Inflam'd with Vena: never did yong man fancy 
Wich fo erernall and fo fiac a foule. 
HarkeGreek: as much I doe Creffide loue ; 
Somuchby werghs, hate I her Deersed, 
That Sleeve is mine, that heele beare in his Helme : 
Were it s Caske compos’d by Mulcaas skill, 
My Sword thould bie it : Not the dreadfuil fpout, 
Which Shipmen doe the Hurricano call, 
Cunfiring’d in maffe by che almighty Fenne, 
Shall dizzie with more cismour Neprunes esre 
Inhis difcenc ; then thall my prompted fword, 
Falling on Diemed. 
Ther. Heele tickle it for his concupse. 

Trey. O Creffid' O falle Crefidt faite falfe felfes 
Ler all-vacruchs ftand by thy Msined name, 

And theyle Seeme glorious. 

Vif. QO containe your felfe: 

Your paffion drawes cares hither. 
Enter eh nea. 

ene, Thaue beene fecking yox this houre my Lord; 
Heder by this is arming h.min Troy, 

Aiax your Guard, Rases to cond32 you home. 

Treg. Have with you Prince: my curicous Lord adew: 
Farcwell revolted faire : and Dsewned, 

Scand faft snd weare » Caffle on thy head. 

vii. He bring you ae testy 

er. Accept diltracted thankes. 

ee ae (ne Treylus Laces and Ulfes, 

Ther. Would i could meete that roegue Diemed, { 
would croke like a Rauen : 1 would bode,{ would bede: 
Patreclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 
this whore: che Parrot will noc doe more for an Almond, 

then he far a commodious drab: Lechery, lechery, fill 
warres and lechery, nothing elic holds fafhion, A burning 
divell rake them. 
Emter Hefter and Andromache, 

And. Wren wes my Lord fo much engently temper'd, 

To Rop his cares ageinft admonifhment ? 
. Aarme,wnarme.and doe not fight today. 
Fie. You tisine me (0 offend you: get you gone. 


Troylus and Crefride. 


— 





By che cuerlafting gods.Ue goe, 


Aad. My dreames will Jure prove ominaus to the day. 
Hell, Nomorc I fey. Eucer C sandra, 
Cafa, Where is my brother Heller ? 
And, Here ifter, arm‘d,and bloudy in incene ; 
Confert with me in loud snd deere petition : 
purlae we him on knees : for Lhawe dre 
eee tusbelence; 7 this whole aight 
Heth noching beene bur fha formes of ‘ 
Cf. O, e true. oe es a 
Het, He? bid my Trumpet found 
Caf. Nonores of (allie for the heavens, {weet brother, 
Helt. Begon I fay: the gods hase heard me (weere. 
Caf. The gods are deafe to hot and peeuith vowes ; 
They are pollured offtings, more abhoed 
Then {poceed Livers inthe (serifice. 
And. Ode perfwaded, doe not count it holy, 
To hurt by being ivf; itis aslawfell: 
For we would count giue much to as violence thefts, 
Ané rob in the behslte of charitie. 
Caf’ Ic isthe purpofe that makes Mong the owe } 
But voweste every purpofe mult nor hold : 
Vaarme fweere Heller, 
Heil. Hold youftll I fay ; 
Mine honour keepes the weather of my fate : 
Life every man holds deere, but che deere man 
Holds honer farre more precious, deere,chen life. 
Euser Treylas 
How now yang man? mean 'ftthouto fight to day? 
Aad, Caffendra, call my father to perfwade. 
Exn Caffasdra, 
He. No faith yong Troyleu: doffe thy harnefle youth: 
Tam to day ith Vaine of Chivalrie: 
Let grow thy Sinews till cheir knots be Arone ; 
And tempt not yet the bruthes of the warre. 
Vaarme thee, goe ; sad doubt chou not braue boy, 
Hic Rend to day, for chee,and me.and Troy. 
Trey. Brothcr,you have 2 vice of mercy in you; 
Which berrer fits a Lyon.then aman, 
Heft, Whac eice ts that? good Traplus chide me for %. 
Trey, When many times the captive Greciao fals, 
Essen in che fanne and winde of vour fare Sword: 
You bid chem rife,and hue. 
Hel, O is fare play. 
Trey. Fooles play, by heauen Heller, 
Hiett, How now ? how now? 
Trey. For th'loue of oll che gods 
Let's leave the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 
And when we haue our Armors buckied on, 
The venom'd vengeance tide vpon our fwords, 
Spur them to ruthfell worke,reme chem from mathe 
Heil, Fie (auage, fie. 
Trev flefler, then tis warres, 
Hell. Treytus | would not haue you fight eo dey. 
* Trey. Who thould with-hold me? ; 
Nor face obedience,nor the hand of Afars, 
Beckaiog with ferie trunchion my retire ; 
Nor Prianaz.and Heewba on kneess 
Their eyes ore-gailed with recourfe of tearess 
Nor you my brether,with your true (word dravene 
Oppof'd to hinder me,fhould fop my way: 
But by my ruine 
Earer Prram and Cafardre, 
Caf. Lay hold vpon him Pran,bold him fats 
He is thy crutch ; now ifthou loofe thy fey, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 


Treylas and Crefsida. 


Pall afl eogecher, 
Priam. Come Holter, come, got beche t 
Thy wile hach dreamps : chy mother hech hed viftous ; 
Cs Sandra dovh fareice; ond | roy felfe, 
Am like a Prophet fudden! 


*d co many Greekes, 


He. | maf net breaks my fauh: 
Yeu know me dutiful, cherefore deare Gr, 
Let me not theme refpe , bur gree me icoue 
fo cake chat coucte by yous confent sod voice, 


Ha. dadrameche | wa offended with you : 
Vecse ee eote enter. 
ait 


Trey. This foohth, dreaming ,feperftisous gisle, 
Makes afl chefe bodemencs. 

Caf, O foreweell deere Aether : 
Leoke how thes dieft ; loote how thy cye tusnes pale : 
Leoke how thy wounds doch bicede at many cents : 
Haske how Troy roares; how Necubs cises on 5 
Hew poore e-fadremarte fhriis her dolou: forch ; 
Behold deftra Aion, freazse,snd emszement, 
Like wucefle Antickes one another meee, 
And all cry Heller, Heller: dead : O Helter ! 

Trey. Awny,swey. 

Caf. Farewell : yes Soft : Heller | rake my leases 
Thou dof thy (cife,end all our Trey decenue. Exe. 
Hel}, You ere armaz'd,my Liege, 2¢ her cxciaimes 

Gor im sad cheere che Towne, weele forth and fighs : 
Dee deedes of praife, and tel! you them at arghe. 
Priam. Farewell. the gods with fferre Rand about 
ther. Alarem. 
. They sre ot ik, hacke: proud Desserd, belceve 
tases cso ay coe re ts ey focen 


Eno Pade. 


Pasd. Doe yeu heare my Lord? do you heore? 

Trey. Whee cow? 

Pand, tere’s a Letcer come from yond poore girlie. 

Trey. Lee meseade. 

Pend. A whorten uficke, a whorion rsfeally cificke, 
fe troubles me; and the foolith fortune of this girle, and 
what one thing, what another, chet | fhall leave you one 
oth’ doyes : and J have a rheumne in mine eyes to0g snd 
fach an ache in my bones ; chat vnlefles man were curt, 
1 cannot teil what to thinke cat. Whee fayes thee 
there? 

Trey. Words, words meere words , no meatier from 

che heart ; 
Lsborirepepearcappogacclac pte Ene 
winds te re turne : 
My lowe wrth wards aad errors Aull the feedes ; 
Buz edifies saethes with ber derdes. 

Pend. Why, but heere you? 

Trey. Hence brother lackie ; ignombe snd heave 
Purfee chy Life,and lrec aye wath thy come, 

4 lam. 


Bser T horfaees mencurfen, 


Ther. Now chey ore clappet-clawing one another , Ie 
gotlooke on : that differnbling ebhomsnsble varler Din 
made, has goc chat fame fcuruie, doting , foolith yong 
knauesSleewe of Trey chere m his Heime . 1 would faine 
fee therm meet; chec, chat fame yong Jroian offe tax loves 
the whore chere, migtt fend that Greckith whore-caaie 
erly villesae, with the Sleeue, backe to the afembhag 
lusurious drabbe,of a Deeuelefle erramt.O'th’ torher Bde, 
the pollicie of thefe craftse fweerng ¢ ofeals ; thas Role 
old Moafe- caren dry cheefe, Niefler: ond thas forme do 
foxe Viefee' is oot prow'd worth s Black-berry. They (ct 
me vp in policy, thee mangrill curre Arar, againft chag 
dogge of es bad a kinde, Scheie; And cow ss the cere 
Mas ptouder then che curre Achsles, ond weill noe arc 
to day. Whereupon, the Grecisas began to proclaune 
barbarifme; and pellicie growes into ea ul @pinon. 

Enter Diemed and 7 rey (us. 
Soft,here comes Sleeve ,end th oches, 

Trey. Flye nor: for fhould 0 chou tale the Riser Seis, 
I woald funm afcer. 

Dies, Thou dot mifcall reuse: 

I doe nox flye, but sdusnsagious care 
Withdrew me from the oddes of roulneude 3 
Haue ac thee ? 

Ther. Hold thy whore Grecian. now for thy whee 

Trotan : Now the Sleese now she Sleewe. 
Emer EHetior. 

Hell, What art thou Greck?asi chow for Helters match 
Art thou of bloud snd honour ? 

Ther. No,00: } ama salcall ; a (curse coiling hoane: 
avery fikhy rosgue. 

Hell. 1 doe beleeus thee, live, 

Ther Gods mercy, chat chou wil beleeveme; bets 
plague breake thy necke-—for frigbting we ; what's be. 
come of the wenching rogues? I thinke they have 
{wallowed one anothar. } would lough at chac mira. 
Clen—yet tne fort ,lecherse cates 1 felfe: Delecke chem. 

xa 
Eater Deemed avd Seraants, 

Da. Goe,goe,my feresat tahe chou Trerlas Horts 5 

Prefer che faire Steede to my Lady Crefid: 
Fellow, commend my fcrarce to her beautyy 
Tell her J have chafts('d che amorous Troysa. 

And am hes Kmgti by proofe 

Ser. gal my Lord Emer Agaurmem, 

Age. Renew,senew,the herce Pofsdamen 
Hath ¢downe Aferen belterd Afar gercien 
Hach Devens peifones. 

And Rtands Calofies. wile weuing his beame, 
Vpon che psthed courfes of the Kings 1 
Epefropus and Cedam, Polirines 1s Oarte 3 
Aasphemas us 200d Thone dead'y hurt 5 
Patrecia ane ot faine,end Palamedes 
Sore hart and bruifed ; the dreadful Sogitrary 
Appaals our numbers,hafte we Desmed 
To re-enforcement, or we perith all. 

Emer Nef or. 

Nef. Coe beare Pavecka body we Acheles, 

And bid the inasle. pec ‘d e-Srax armnc for fhame; 
There ts e choeland Helfers m the field : 

Now here he fights on Gedeshe ns Horfe, 

And there Lacks wogke: eno » he's here a fooer, 
And there cacy Aye or dye, like {caled fouls, 





Troylus and Crefsida. 


Before the belching Whele ; shen is he yonder, 
And chere the ftreying Greekes, ripe for hisedce, 
Fall downe before hem, like the mowers (wach ; 
Here, chere,and cuery where, he icaues and takes, 
Dexcencse fo obs ying appere, 

That whac be seill he Geran does fe much, 
That proofe is call'd rmpothibelicy. 


Emer Visfes. 
Ulf. Or, rately er Pa Princes: great Acheles 
arming, weepiag .cu wowing vengeance; 
Fou SS ceaihase rouz‘d us drowz1¢ bloud, 
Together with his mangled Afyrandens, 
Thas nofeleffe handiefle hacks and chipt,come to hi ; 
Crying 00 Helter. Asax hath lott » friend, 
Aad foemes at moeth,end he isarm d,and 9¢ it: 
Roaring foe Treyias ; who bath done to tay, 
Mad aad femefticke execution ; 
Engaging end redeeming of bimfelfe. 
With fuch « careleffe force,snd forceleffe care, 
As if chs luck in very {pight of cunning bad him win all. 
Emo Asax. 
Aisa, Trezins shaw cowsed Treptes 
Dio. 1 ,vhere,chere, 
Nef. So,fo,we draw together. 
Eater Achiies 
Ach, Where isthis Helier? 
Come,come,thou boy-queller, thew thyface : 
Know what it is tomecte Achries angry. 
Helter wehes's HeBer? I will nooe but Heller 
Eater Asaz. 
Ara, Trezins thou coward Treytus. thew thy heed. 
Base Dsensed. ae 
Dew. Troyins,\ {ay , whes's Trey: 
Ave. Whac would chou ? 
Dees. t would corre him, 
Ara. Werel che General, 
Thow fhould'f have my office, 
Ere thas corredtion : Treyius i fey, what Treyias? 
Ema Treplut. 
Tre. Oh — D samned | 
Turnethy falfe face chou craytor, 
And pay thy life chou eweft me formy horfe. 
Dee. Ha,art chou thece ? 
Ara, Ve Bight with him alone fiend Daswed, 
Dis. Heis ot Ll pale) sth de ae 
Come Q eckes, ha 
i both. Spieislss Exse Trejias, 
Bauer Heller 


Yea Troplus? O well fough« my yongeft Brecher. 
sa Emer Achifes 


Ada. Now dee | fee thee; havc et thee Heller. 
Hell. Paule if choo wilt. 
Ackd. I doe difdaine chy currefie, Troten , 
Be happy thet my semes are ont 2 
My reft and neghgence befriends theenew, 
Bat thou anon (hale heare of ne againe : 
Te when gee 
Held. Pace chee weik: 
I woald have berne mach more 8 frether mén, 
Hed! expefted thes how now my Brother? 
Bue . 


Exit. 


Ext. 


Exe. 


Exe. 


1 wreake not, chough chou end my life co day. 
Enter ont wm Armen. 
Heft. Scand ftand,thou Greeke, 
Thou art agondly marke: 
No?wilt thos oot ¢ J like thy armour well, 
Me ruth it, and vnlocke the rivets all, 
Bur lle be msaifter of it : wilt thou nowbealt abide * 
Why then Bye on, Ie hunc chee for thy hide. 
Ene Achies wub iormcdes. 

Acid. Come here about me You my Afprwwdens 
Marke wha I fey ; attend me where 1 wheels : N 
Serke noc s ftroake, but keepe your (clues in breath , 
Aad when [ hase the bloudy Metter foond, 
vee hin with your weapons round sbows . 
In Felleft manner execute your arme. 

Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye ; 
itis decreed, Het?or the greet dye. Ora. 
Encer Ther fires, Adenclans nd Paris, 

Ther The Cuckold and the Cuckeld maker are at it: 
now bell, now dogge, lowe; Parw lowe ; now my dou- 
ble hen'd {parrow; lowe Para, lowe; the bull has the 
gamc : ware hornes ho? 


Eas 


Bx 


Ext Dare and Afratiam,. 
Enter Baftard, 

Bef. Turne Maue and figh. 

Ther, Whar act thou? 

Baff. A Baftard Sonne of Prisnes 

Ther, Jam sBaftnrd coo, Mouc Bsftards, lem aBa- 
ard begot, Baftard inflruded Baitard in minde, Bafard 
10 valour,in eucry thing ilegitimace ; one Beare will not 
dice another, and wherefore fhould one Baftard? eshe 
pia Qearrel’s mot ornsnour to ve: if the Sonne of « 
whore fighs for 2 whore, he cepts iudgement : farewell 

Bef. The divell take shee coward, 

Ese Heber, 

FeB, Molt purrified core fo faire wuhours 
Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life. 
Now 1s my daies worke donc ; [le ake good breath: 
Refl Sword, thou haf chy fill of bloud and deach, 

Barer Acheles andhu Myrandows, 

Achil. Looke Heiter how the Sunne begins to fers 
How vgly night comes breathing at his beeles, 

Even with the vaile and davhing of the Suune, 
Fo clofe the day vp, Heflers !ite 1s done. 

He, 1 am voarm'd, forgoe chis ventage Greekre, 

Aded Strike fellowes Reike thes is the man Lfecks 
So Filion fall thou: now Troy finke downe ; 
Here lyes chy hearg,chy finewes, ond chy bone. 
On CTY you all a maine, 

AAchiles hath the aighty Heller Maine. Actrea. 
Hacke, e retrest vpon owe Grecian part. 

Gree. The Troien Trumpets founds che like my Lord. 

Ach:. The dragon wing of nghs ore-fpreds the easth 
Aad fiickler-Kke che Armies feperaces 
My halfe fupt Sword chat frankly would howe fed, 
Pleas’d with chis daincy bed; thus goes to bed. 
Come, tye his body co my horfes coyle ; 
Along the field, 1 witl the Trosan craule. 

Senad Retreat. Shens, 


E xem. 


Bree. 


Eaw Aenrmen, sax, Mencia, Ni 
Dien and he of aching fo 


4iga, Harke, hatke,whst fhow: is that? 








Troylus and Crefnda. 


Dio. The breice ss, Holter’s Dame,sad by Arinies. 
Are. St be'fo yer beagieffe les be; 

scar iedeaael pio a6 good as he. es 
Agem. March penreniiy along ; lex one 

To prey Acholes Sea vs ot oer Tons. 

enbes écach che gods have vs befrended. 

oes Tey heetinsen eerie eat wear, 


ca] 
eas. Scand hoe, yer are we maifters of che field 
Neuer goe home ; here ftarue we om che mghe. 
Enser T rezisn, 
Trey. Helter \s laine. 
Ai, Heller? che gods forbid 
Trey, Hee's dead : and ec che murtherers Horfes taile, 
In beaftly fort, drap'd through che thamefull Field. 
Feewne on you heswena, effe& your rage with {fpeede : 
Siz gods vpon your throanes,and (mile at Troy. 
I fey 2 ence,let your bricfe plagues be mescy, 
Aad linger act oar fure deftruGions on. 
véa. My Lord, you doe difcoafort all the Hofte. 
Try. You me net,chet tell me (o : 
S dee net fpeake of flight, of feare,of death, 
Bux dere all imenoence thet gods and mea, 
Addceffc theis dsogers in. Hetter is gone : 
Wholhall tell Priam fo? oc Heraba? 
Les him chee will a (creechoule sye be call’d, 
Gee in to Troy, and fay there, Helter’ dead : 
There is a word will Priam curve to Aone; 
Make wels,a0d Niebes of che maides and wiees; 
Coole ftaracs of the youth ; and in» word, 
Scarve Troy owt of i felfe. Bax march awsy, 
Helter in dead : chese ts ne more to (sy. 


ents, 
Thus proudly pighe vpon our Phrygusa plaines : 
Let Fisan rife as cocly os he dare, 
Ue through,sod weer youd chow great find coward: 
No {pace of Earth thall fender eur two hates, 
He haunc thee, lke a wicked confcience Nill, 
That moutdeth goblins fufe os frenfies chough«s, 
Senke s free march co Trey, with comer: goes 
Hope of revenge, fhall hide our inward woe. 
Enter Pander. 
Pand. Bat beare you? heare you? 
Trey. Hence broker, leckses:gnomy,ond thame 

Purfue chy life and line aye with thy neme, Exeam. 

Pas. A goodly medcine for mine skingbones:ob world, 
world,werld! thus is the poore egent difpifde: Oh cre 
tours aad bewdes ; how carnefily are you fer eworke sad 
how ili reqotted ? why fheuld our pe pees be fo deGr'd, 
and the performance (oloach'd? What Verfe for is? whee 
infteace for 1c ? let me fee. 
Full mernly che hemble Bee doch fiog, 
Till he hata loft bus hony and his fling. 
And being oace fubdu'd in armed caile, 
S$ weece hoay,and (weere notes together faile. 
Good trader sin she eth fer chis inyour paiated clearbes; 
Asemany as be here of Panders hall, 
Your eyes halfe out, weepe out ot Pander’s fall, 
Or if you cannot weepe,yet give fome gronesy 
Though nor for meyer tor your skingbones : 
Brevheen and (fiers of the hold-dore trade, 
Some two monchs bence,my will fhall here be made: 
1s Could be now but that my feare isctns ; 
Some galled Goole of Winchefler would hiffe ; 
Tilt chen, ile fereace, and fecke sbout for eales ; 
And at chat ume bequeath you ay difeafes, 


q4¢q 


Esnse, 
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Eater 4 Company of Matinew Citteres, with Stans, 
Clab: and otber weapens. 


f. (tine. 


Efore we proceed any ferther, heare me {peake. 
Al. Speake.fpeake. . 





1.Ct, You are all refolu'd sachet co dy then 
to famith? 

Al. Refolu'd, refola’d. 

1.Ci#. Fit you know, Cams Martins \s chiefe enemy 
to che people. 

All, We tnow'e,weknow't. 

1. Let vs kill him,eod wee'l hawe Corne st our own 
proce. Is'ce Verdilt? 

ft No more talking on’c; Let it be done, away swey 

».Ce, One word, good Citizens, 

1. Ci, Weare accounted Citizens, the Patri- 
cans good: what Authority furfers one, would relecue 
vt. ifthey woold yeelde vs bet the fuperfiuicie while x 
hotfome, wre mught guefie they releewed vs hu- 
rane Berthey thinke we are too deere, che leanneffe 
cher offliGts vs, the obiedt of our ailery, is 8s an inecnto- 
ry toparciculerize their sbuadence, ovr faffereace is 8 
gune co chem. Let vs pay ae with our Pikes, ere 
ae become Rakes. For the know, I {peake chis10 
penger for Breed, not in thirft for Reven 


Ce. Would you proceede efpeci 


Mares, 

Au. Again&t bie Girft : He'sa very dog co the Com. 
monaley. 

«Ce. Conder you what Services he ha's done for his 
Coantry ¢ . 

».Cit, Very well, and could bee content co gior him 
send pant tee hiefelfe with bee- 


‘c, bus chet hee peyes hi 
MB rir Nay bet (peak nec maliciowll 
Cite I bey eres you, ret be beth done Famoullie 
he did i to chat end 1 though (ofc confciene’d men can be 
content to fay ic wes for his Councrey, he diditto pleafe 
hie Mother,and co be partly proud, which he is, even to 
the alcioude of his vertue. 


3.Cis, What be cannoc heipe io his Netcare, you s¢- 
coents Vice inhim: Youault inno way fay be 1s co- 


eeeeas. : 
3.(2. VFS eralt not, I neede not be barren of Accufa. 
tloas be hath feules (with ferplus)co tyre in repetition. 
Shewts wishin. 


What thewss ere thefe ? The other fide a ch City bs rifen: 
why fay we pracing beere? To ch Copicoll. 
Ai, Come,come. 
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eAdus Primus. Scena Prima. 











1 Ca. Soft, whe comes heere? 
Enter Mencom:s Agrope. 
a Cur. Worthy Afenenrus e4guppa, one that herh al- 
wayes lou’d che people. ‘ 
1 Cir. He's one hone enough wold al the reft wer fo. 
Mea. What work's my Countrumen in hand ? 
Where go you with Bats and Clubs? The maccer 
Speake | pray you. 
2Cn, Our Catines 1s Not enknownero th Senat, ¢ 
have had inklong this fortnight whac we intend to do in 
now wee'l thew em in deeds: they fay poore Suters hove 
flrong breaths, they (hal know we have trong arms too. 
Menen, Why Mafters,my good Friends, mune honeft 
Neighbours, will you vndo your felues ¢ 
3 Cut. We cannot Sir,we are endone already. 
Mes, tell you Friends, molt charitable care 
Houe the Patricisns of you for your wants. 
Your peril in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike ac the Heauen with your Raues,as life chem 
Agnntt the Romsa State,whofe courfe will on 
The way stakes : cracking ten thoufend Carbes 
Of more firong linke affender, then can ever 
Appeare in yourimpedsment. For the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians make ic, and 
Your knees sochem (net armes) muft helpe. Alecke, 
You ere tranfporced by Calamuy 
Thether, where more attends you,snd you {lander 
The Helrnes o’th Stace; who care for you like Fathers, 
When you curfe them,ss Enemies. 
3Cit. Core for vs? Truc indeed, they nere car’d for #3 
yet. Soffer vs to fomith, end sheir Store-houles ccomen'd 
web Grane: Make Edidts for Viurie, en arp Via- 
rers; repeate daily any wholfeme AG eftabli egsieA 
the rich, and proside more piercing Scarutes daily, to 
chaine vp and refireine che poore. Ifthe Warres este vs 
not vppe, they wills end there's allthe lowe they beare 


v6. 

Meem, Either you matt 
Confeffe your felues woadrous Malicious, 
Or besecus'dofFelly. 1 Chall cell 
A pretry Tale, it may be you have ie, 
But Gnce it ferues my purpofe, } will venture 
To (cale’t slictle more. 

8 (itizcs. Weil, 
Nehesre st Sir: yet you suet not chinke 
To fobbe offour dif with s tale: 
Bat ond’t pleafe you deliver. 


-o/2- 


























2. The Tragedie of (oriolanus. 

Teh midd’ft a th’bedy, idle sad vasdtiue. Thee Rafcall, chat amt wort in bloed torun, 
Sul cwbbording the Viend, eever bearing Lead’ firft to win fome — 
Like labour with the ceft, where th'ocher Inftrumen:s Bat make you ready your fide bars and clubs, 
Did fee,snd heere, deuife, infsu,walke feele, Reme,and hes R atz,are at the pois of batell, 
And mutually percicipace, did minifter The one ide muft hane baile. 
Voto the appetite; 20d effedtion commen 
Of the whole body, the Belly enfwer'd. Ester Cain Martens. 

3. Cx. Well fir, what anferer made the Belly. Hayle, Noble CPfartam. 

Jhon. cobbler sad tay with » kinde of Sule, Mar Thanks. Wher’s che metter you diffentious rogues 
Which ne're came from the Lungs, bus even thus : Thae rubbing the poore ich ef yous Opimen, 
For looke yee I mey make the aa Make soap 
As well a: fpeake, it caintingly rep a.Ca, Weheve cuer your good werd, 
To'th'difcoaenced Members, the mutinous perts Mar He th will gi poe clerk Oe Alaccer 
Thee enuled bis receiee : even fo mofi fitly, Benesth abborring. Whee wesld you howe, you Curres, 
As you maligne ovr Senators, fer cha That like not Peace,nor Warre ? The one sffrights you, 
They sre not fach as you. The other makes you proud. He thes trefis co you, 


2.Ca. Your Bellies anfwer: Wher Where he fhould Gode yoo Lyons, findes you Hares : 
The King!y crown'd head, the vigilant eye, Where Pozes, Geefe you are: No furer,ne, 
The Counfailor Heart, the Arme our Soeldier, Then is the cosle of fire vpon the Ice, 
Our Scoed the Legge, che Tongue our Trumpeter, Os Hailfione in the Sun. Your Vertue is, 
With other Munsments and petty helpes Tomake hire worthy, whole offence fubdecs bim, 










In this ows Fabriche, if chac they Aod curfe that Tuftice didit. Who deferues Gresenes, 

Sew. Whac then? Foremc,chis Fellow {peokes. Deferees your Hace : and your Affeétions are 
What chen? Whac then? A Aapripeakys pales 3 who defites meff hae 

2 Ca. Should by che Cormorant belly be reftram'd, Which encresfe his euill. He chet 
Who ische finke e th*body. Vpon your fasours, fwienmes with finnes of Lesde, 

Mea, Wal, what then? And hewes downe Oakes, with rufhes.Hang yearuft ye 

aCea, The former Agents,ifthey did complaine, . With every Minute you do change a Minde, 
What could the Belly anfwet? And call him Noble, thar was sow your Hate: 

Adea, 1 will cell you, Him vidde, chat was your Garland. What's the matter, 
if you'l beRow a fall (of what you have litle) That ia thefe fewerall places of the Citic, 
Patienceawhile; you fi heare the Belles anlwer You ery egaiaft che Noble Senece, who 

2.C#. Ysse lqng about st. (Vinder the Gods) keepeyev in swe, which cife 


(Ble. Nore me this good Friend ; Would feede on ene snocher? What's then fecking ? 
Your moft grave Belly was deliberate, Aden. For Corne st their ewne aces whereof they fay 
Nor rath like his Accufers,and thus anfwered. The Carie ss well Ror’d. 

True is it my Jacorperste aaa inl (Mar. ‘em 3 They fay ? 

That I vecewe the generall Food x They’! fie by th fire, and prefume co hnow 

Which you do lieve vpoe : and fix x is, What's done ith Capitol ; Who's hke ro rife, 
Becaufe { am the Store-hoofe.and the Shop Who thrwes,8& whe declines: Side fadtions,& giur ous 
Of the whole Body. But,if yeudo remember, ConicGturall Morriages, mohing perties 

1 fend in through the Rivers of yous blood And feebling fuch as Rand noc in their liking, 

Ewen tp the Court, the Heart, to ch feore o th’Brame, Below thew cobled Sheoes, They fay thes’s gram enough? 
And the Crankes and Offices of man, Would the Nobility lay afide theie ruch, 

The flrongeft Neves, aad fall inferiour Vewnes And let me vfe my Swerd, I'de make 2 Quertse 

From me ceceine thet neturall competence With thoufands of thefe quarter'd flenes,as high 
Wheredy they live. And though chat oll st ence As! could pickemy Lance. 

(Youmy good Friends,this {ayes the Belly) marke me. Atawes. Ney thele are almoh 
















2.C#. I fir, well well. For though abundantly chey lacke difcretion 
Ade, Though all at ence, cannet Ver are fring dly. But I befeech you, 
See what I do deliver out to each, What fayes the ether Troope ? 
Yee l con make my Awdit vp, that sf Ala. They ere diffola’d : Hang em; 
From me do backe receiue the Plowre of sll, They faid they were an » Bigh'd forch Prowerbes 
And lesee me but the Bran. Whas fay you coe't P Thee Huager-broke flone wals: thee mut ence 
3 Ce. It was on anfwer,how apply you uns ? That meste was made for mouths. That } eer 
fon. The Senators of Rome, we this good Belly, Carne for the Richmen onely : With thefe 
And yor the mutinous Members : For examine er Psp mpiiecery peau, Vosaeatebat eafwer'd 
Theic ee Ce eee end: Anda peticion them,2 Rrange enc, 
you 


Touching the Weale ath Common, To breske the of gencrofity, 
No publique benefe which you recene And aske bold power looke pale, they crew their cops 
Bux st proreeds,or comes from them te you, As they weuld hang thern on the horacs 3 ch Moone, 
And 00 way from your felves. What do you thinke? Shooting thets Relation 
You, che great Toe of this Aflembly ¢ Af case, Whar ts grauned them: 
aCit, Iche greet Tee ? the greac Toe ? Afar. Fase Tribunes to defend their vulger wifgors 
Aten. For chas being one o gaara ceed aaa Of their owne choice, One's fneias Brares, 
Otthis moft wife Redellion, thos goeft f Stcimes eiatas, and | know net. Sdeath, 

















The Tragedie of ( criolenus. 2 
The rabble theald beve ficht enroc'R the Cry A ptecc below the firft : for whet mifcareies 


Exe (o preasy!'d with ane ; it will in time 
Wn epon power,sad throw forth greater Theames 
For lalerreftions or 

Ad ease. Thesis frange. 


Ata. Go get you home ae Fi 
Emer « Mehra wy. 
Mef. Where's Cases Ad artion } 
Mar, Heere: whas's che marter? 
dof. The aewes is hz, the Velcies are in Armes. 
Ader em glad on't, then we fhell ha meanes to vent 


Ov cnoftic fuperfivisy. See our beft Elders 


Ester Sicintes Vehuwn, Aoum Brat a Comm, Tim 
Lartems, or aber Scuatour:. 


1. See. (Marten ‘wis crue,chat you haue Laceby rold ve, 
The Volces are in Armes 

Maer. They haue a Leader, 

Tales Auf dem thet will pet you coo’: 
1 fae wn his Nobslety : 

Aed were I any ching bur whas | am, 

1 would with me onely he. 

Com. You haat fough: rogerhe: > 

Mar. Were halle cohalfe the world by rb esres, & he 
wpon my pertie, de revoltco make 
Onely my warreswnthinm. He .s0 Lion 
That f an proud co henc. 

1.Sea Then worthy Mortem, 
Attend epon C sainses cothele W orres 

Com 13 your former promile, 

Mar, Sr it 1s, 

Aad Fem conftans ; Treas Lacens, thon 
Shele fee me once more Airike at 7 whas face 
What art chow fille? Stand R owt? 

Ts No Cas Morww;, 

Ile lene vpon one Crutch,and fight with coher, 
Ese Mey behmdestus BulineDe. 
Men, Oh crue-dred. 

Sea, Yow Company to'th Capitol, where | know 
Our grearef Friends actend vs. 

nA Lead you on. Follow Comsur we malt followe 
you, nght worthy you Priority 

Com Noble Adartims, 

Sea, Hence to ke homes,be gone. 

Me Nay let them follow, 

The Volces have much Corne . take chefe Rats chither, 

To gnaw their Garners. Worthipfull Mutiners, 

Yous valou: puts wel] forth : Pray (oltow, Exennt. 
Cotexens ficale eway. Manet Sms Breres, 

Siear. Was eves man fo prood ssi this Afartens ? 

Bre. He hss no equal. 

Secon. When we were chofen Tribunes for the people. 

Bre. Mark's yoo has lip and eyes. 

Socom Nay. but bis taunts. 

Bra. Being mou'd he will not fpare co gerd the Gods. 

Secte, Bemocke the modeft Moone. 

Bre. The prefene Warres deuoure him, he is growne 
Too proud tobe fo ealiant. 

Socom. Such a Nature, sicbled with good fucceffe, dif- 
daines the (hadow whichhe treads on at noone, bur I do 
wonder, bis infolence con brooke to be commended wn- 
der Comarra: ? 

Bre Fame, ar che which hee 
In whom siready he s well gcd, cannot 
Betser be held, nog more ateain’d then by 


Sball be che Generals faule, though he 
Toth'vimef of men, sad grddy cenfere 
Will then ol Oe tia . Oh, tfoe 
Had berne che befinefie. 
Sette, Betides,sf thangs go well, 
Opmion chat fo fiickes on Afartau:, (held 
Ofhis demerits rob Conniatas, 
‘Bre. Come: halfe all Comaatas Honors are 10 Alartinn 
age ihpelarer carn‘d chem net : and al! hrs feeirs 
To Adartas fheil be Heaors, though indeed 
In he mers not, 
Secse. Let's hence,end heace 
How the difpecch is mede,end 10 whet (afhies 
More then his fingulericy, he goes 
Vpon this prefene AGhon. 
Bra, Les along. Excunt 


Emer Tats Andean wre Seater: of Corcetns. 


8.See. So, you opimon 1s Aafudus, 
That they of Rome sre enered 10 our Cownfades, 
And know how we proceede, 
Af. \si¢ nor yours? 
Whar eser hese bin thougt.t one in this Stace 
That could be brought to bodily 3, ere Rome 
Had errcumvention . ‘tus not foure dayes gone 
Since | heated thence, thefe are the words, ] chuake 
Dhace the Letcer heese : yes heere it 105 
They have pref a Power, but x 1s not knowne 
Whe ther toe Esfi or Weft . che Dearth is great, 
The people Mutimoes, And st 1 remous'd, 
Comenuas Af artius your old Enemy 
(Who 13 of Rome worfe hated chen of you) 
And Tuas Lartias,a moh valiam Romen, 
Thefe three lesde on this Preparation 
Whether ‘us beas : moft hhely, «1 for you: 
Confider of ic. 
». Sen. Our Armie’s inthe Field - 
We neues yet made doubr bet Roe was reedy 
Tosnfwer vs. 
Af Nor did yoo thinke it folly, 
Tokeepe your great pretences vay! d, till whea 
They ae thew themfeloes, which 10 the het 
Ic feem'd my sie to Rome. By the difcowery, 
We thalbe fed in oer eyme, winch wee 
To cake in meay Townes, ere (elmofl)Rome 
know we were s-foor. 
2.Se. Noble Acffide:, 
Take yous Comenffion, hye you co your Bands, 
Let vs slone co guerd (orseles 
If chey (et downe before's sip i dare Pe 
Bring vp your Army : bur (1 thiake) you! 
Th hove noc preper'd for vs, us 
Anf. O dowds nor tha, 
I fpeake from Certsineses. Nay more, 
Some parcels of cher Power ore forth alvesdy, 
And onely tucherward, { lesue your Honors, 
If we, and Cass Afarrems chance to meete, 
‘Tis fworne betweene ve, oe thall eves firske 
Till one cae do no more. 
Al The Gods fsi8 yeu. 
Aaf. Aod keepe your Honors fofe. 
t. Sew, Farewell. 
2.5m, Ferewell. 


AG. Farewell. Exeam mats. 


, The Tragedie f ( oriolenus. 


Purer Velanmes and Ubrgilia, mather and wife to Martins : 
They for them dew on we lowe flocies and fore. 


Velua.! Gaughcer fing or expreffe your felfe 
ina more ar dares. : tf oe Soane were my Huf- 
band, I fhould freelier reioyce in that abfence whereim 
he wonns Honor, then in tbe embracemencs of his Bed , 
where he would fhew moft love. When yer hee was but 
tender-bodied, andthe onely Soone of my womb; when 

euch with comelineffe pluck'd all gazehis wey; when 
For a day of Kings cotreaties,a Mother fhould not (cl him 
an houre from her beholding; I confidering how Honour 
would become fuch a perfon, chacir wes no betrer chen 
Pi@ureclike co haug by ch'wall, if renowne made mt not 
firre, was pleas’d co let him feeke danger, where he was 
Like ep finde fame : Toscruell Werre I fenthim, from 
whence he retum d,his browes beund wish ie Jeell 
thee Deugtcer, | {prang not mote in roy at firft heanng 
he wasa Man-child, a now in fis feeing he bed pro- 
ved himieltc 3 man. 

Ferg, Burhad he diedio the Bufineffe Madame, hew 
then? 

Welumn. Then his good report fhouldhaue beene my 
Sonne, 1 therein would haue found :ffuc. Heare me pro- 
feffe fincerely, had la dozen {uns each inmy love shke, 
and none iefhe deere then thine, and my good Marrras, } 
had rather had elenen dye Nobly for their Countrey thea 
one voluptuoully furfer auc of Action 

Ener 4 Gentieweman. 

Cee, Madam, the Lady Materiais come to dap hogy 

Wirg. Befcech you giue me leaue to retire my felfe, 

Volum Loderd you fhall nor: 

Me thinkes, | beate hither your Husbands Drumme : 
See him plucke efuffadsas downe by th’haire ; 
(As children from s Beare) the Vedces Chunning him : 
Me chinkes I fee him Rempe thus, aad call chus, 
Come on you Cowards, you were got in feare 
Though you were borne in Rome ; his bloody brow 
Wich his mail’d hand, chen wipes forth he goes 
Like co a Haruett man, thac task'd to mowe 
Or ol), or loofe his hyre. 
Virg. His bloody Brow ? Oh Iapiter, ao blood, 
Uv Away you Poole ; it more becomes 3 man, 
Then gilt bis Trophe. The brefts of Hermba 
When the did fackle Helter, look d not louelier 
Then Helors lathead, when it (pit forth blood 
Ac Grecian fword. Conseanmg, tell Valeria 
We are fic co bid her welcome. Exie Gent, 
Us. Heavens bleffe my Lord from fell 4affidens. 
Vel, Hee'l beat Aufidies head below his knee, 
And creede vpon his necke. 


Eater Valeria wih an Vier, ard aGeuiewonm, 
Veal. My Ladies both good day to you, 
Vet, Sweet Madam. 
Um, 1am giad to {ee your Ladythip. 
Val. How do you both ? You are menifeft houfe-kee- 
ae What are you fowing heere ? A fine fpoue in good 
ith. How does your lucle Sonne ? 
Vr Tchenke your Lady-thip : Well good Madam. 
Wel. He had rather (ee che [words, and heere a Drum, 
then looke vpon his Schoolmafter. 
Wa. A my word the Fathers Sonne ¢ [le fweare ‘tis a 
very pretty boy. A my crath. look’d vpon hima Wenf- 
day halfe an hourc cogether : ha’s fuch s confirm'd coun- 


tenance. I Gwhim run efter s gilded BerrerBy, & when 
he caughs it,he let it go againe, and after 1t sgaine, end o- 
wer and ouer he comes,snd vp againe: catcht 1 egain . of 
whether his fall enrag’d him, os how ‘twas, hee ded fo fcr 
his ceech, sed teare 1. Oh, lwarrant how he mammo< ke 


ie. 

Vel, Oneon’s Fathers moods... 

Val, Indeed la, tis a Noble childe. 

Vag. ACroche Madam. 

Val. Come, lay afide your fitchery, I mult have you 
play che sdle Hufwife with me chis afternoone, 

Virg. No (good Madam) 

1 will not ous of doores. 

val, Not our of doores? 

Uedan. She thall,the thalt 

Vag. indeed no, by your patience, Ile not ouer the 
threfhold, all my Lord retuene from rhe Warres. 

Val. Fye, you confine your felfe mott vareafonebly : 
Come.you muft go vifit the good Lady chat hes in, 

Werg. L vali with her ipeedy ftrength, and vilite her 
with my prayers : buc I cannot go thither. 

Volum. Why! pray you. 

. Tis not co faue labour.nor thet ] wane love. 

Vai. You would be another Penelepe : yer they (ay, all 
the yearne fhe (pun in Wisfes ableuce, did but hil Acdece 
full of Moches Cowe.! would your Cambrick were fen- 
Able as your finger. thas you might leaue pricking it for 
pitse Come you fhall go with va. 

Wa. No good Madam, pardon me, indeed | will noe 
foorth. 

Val. In croth la go with me, and Ile cell you exceilens 
newes of your Hinband. 

berg. Oh good Madem,there cen be none yet. 

Val. Verily | donat teh with you: chere came newes 
from him laft nighs. - 

er. Indeed Medem. 

Wd. Lnecameftit’strue; J heard a Senatour fpeakeit, 
Thus ters :the Volcies have sn Army forth, sganf whd 
Comunues cho General is gone, with one ffirc of ow Ro- 
mane power. Your Lord, and Totus Lartems, arc [et doven 
before there Cite Carenies, they nothing doubs preuai- 
ling ,sndto make it breefe Warres. This is truc on maine 
Honor,and fo I pray go with vs. 

Vg. Giuc me excufe good Madame, I will obey you 
ineuery thing heereafter. 

Wel, Let her alone Ladie,as fhe is now: 

She will but difeafe out better mirth. 
Wabersa. La ccoth | thinke the would : 
Fare you well then. Come good (weet Ladle. 
P Virqssa earne thy folemnefie out a doore, 
And go along with va. 

Virgd. No 

Acaword Medero; Indeed J muft nec, 
I with you much mirth. 
ad. Weil, cherl farewell. Exeme Late 


Enter (Maries, Tite Lert: , with Drinnme and Co- 
ders, with C and Seuldsers, a1 
before she Cory Corialea : 10 them 


a Mefeagea. 


Martias, Yonder comes Newes » 
A Wager they hane met. 

La. My horfe to yourt,ne. 

Maz, Tisdone 

Lert. Agreed. 


4 


make vs quicke in worke, 
That we with ing Swords mey match from hence 
To heipe our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy bla 


They Sound a Parkey : Extor two Smasors with exbers on 
deen chasssiny alles? 
Tuber 18 he within your Walles 

1Sead. Nsinicd wan tne Wises you leffe chen be, 


Drom fare ff, 
Hearke, oot Drarmames 
Are bringing forth our youth : Weel breake ovr Wealles 
oem used Arn geet gc 
Which yet feeme that, we have but pin’d wich Rethes, 
They'le open of chemlelucs. Harke you, ferre off 
A laren farre off. 
There ls Aufidions. Lift what worke he makes 
Among'ft your cleven Army. 
Atare, Ob chey are a it. 
Lave. Theis noife be our inftradtion. Ladders hoe. 


Enter the Arayy of the Usices. 
Citar, They feare ve not, but iffue forrh cheir Gicie. 
Se befere your hearts,and fi 
With more proofe then Shields, 
r if Saudbegeel Thoughts 
do difdsine vs our ‘ 
eine cakes edloea oath wrath. Come on my fellows 
He chat retires, Ile rake him for 3 Melee, 
Andhe thall fecle mine edge. 
Alarum toe Romans are beat back so thew Treachet 
oa Enter Martins 


Alar. All the contegion “i the South light on you, 
You Shames of Rome : you Heard of Byles and Pisgues 


Pilaifter you o’re.thec you may be ebborr'd 
Pasther then feene, and one infed anox 
Agpiali the Windes mile : you foules of Geele, 
clr pict (pat aenie da) Sicha 
From Slaves, thet Apes would beare ; Plare snd Hell, 
All burs behinde, backes red, end faces pale 
With flighe and sgued feare, mend and cha: ge home, 
Or by the fires of , Ie leave the Foe, 
And meke my Werres 0 you : Looke toot: Come on, 
If youT ftand faft, wee'l beate them co their Waues, 
As they vs co oar Trenches followes, 
Asaber Alaremand Martin fobowes thrmto 

Se,s0 the parse oreo peou good Secondo 

pow are ope: now ; 
“Tia for the Rilowers Fortune, widens hem, 
Noe for the flyers : mere meen do the like. 


3Sel, See they hane thuthimio, lara coatuenes 
44. Torh’pocl wasrenchian. Extor Tiras Lertins 
7a. Whatisbecomeof eMariias > 
AB.Siawe (Sit) dowbdtieffe. 

tsel. Following the Flyers st che very beeles, 


Weare not fo rich alewell. Thou was't a Sooldier 
Even 0 Calees with not fierce end terrible 


in ftrokes, boc wich rc lookes,sod 
ras Tiaeder ki atl df thy founds 
Thow mad’ft thine enemies (hake,as ifthe World 
Were Feavorous, end did tremble, 


Ester Martins besdvog affected by roe Enewy. 

& Sel. Looke Sir. - 4 

Lar. O'tls Alerting, 

Let's fetch him off oc make remsine slike. 
They fighs, and all enter the Cay. 
Ester cortaive with Beiles. 

1. Rees. This will | carry to Rowe, 

2.Rew. And] this. 

§ Rem.A Mustain on’e, [ cooke this for Silaer. ememat, 

Alarem continne: fill a-farre off. 
Eoter Martias sod Titus with a Trumpet. 

Alar. See heere thefe growers, thet do prize their hours 

Acs erack'd Drachme : Cufhions Lesden Spoones, 
Iroas of s Doiz, Dublecs that Hangmen would 
Bary with thofe thes wore them. Thefe befe flaues, 
Ese yet the fighs be done,packe vp,downe with them. 
And harke, what noyfe che Generall makes: To him 
There is the man of my foules hace, Aufidions 
Piercing our Romanes : Then Valiant Tass take 
Convenient Nembers to make good the Cay. 
WhilR I with thofe chat hase 5 fpirie, wil hafte 
To helpe Commtuias. 

Lar, Worthy Sir,cthou bleed’ At, 

Thy exercife hach bin sce violent, 
For 2 fecond courfe of Fighe, 

Ader, Sa, preife me nor: 

My worke hath yet not warrn'd me. Fere you well : 
The blood I drop, 1s rather Phyficell 
Then tome: To thus, I will 

Lar. Now the feire Goddefie Fortune, (and 
Fell deepe in loue with thee,and her greet charmes 
Mifgoide thy Oppofers fwords, Bold Gentleman: 
Prolperity bs thy Page. 

Ma. Priendno leffe, 
Then chofe fhe placeth highet : So farewell. 
La. Thou worthielt darrian, 
Go foond thy Trumpet in the Marker place , 
Call thither all the Officers sth’ Towne, 
Where they fhall know ourminde. Awey. Buoms 
Enter Comsiarns an ot were mresive with foldiers, 

Com. Breath you my friends, wel 
Like Romans, neither foolith ia oar 
Nos Cowerdly in retyre : Beleeve me Sirs, 

We thallbe charg'dageine. Whiles we hase ftrooks 
By Interims and conueying gufts.we heue heard 
peer of out Frie The Reman Gods, 
Leade fac 


a Mofenger. 
Mef. TheCirtizens of Corseles bmue yluad, 
And given to Lartias snd to Aartins Bortailes 
st 3 





; fe Tragede of Cariolanas. 
I {aw our party cothele Trenchesdclum, = ou were conducted to a gentle Bath, 


And thea | come sway, 
Com, Though thes truth, 

Me chinkes choa (pesk R nox weil. How long is’t Goce ? 
Ads{, Abous an houre a 


Ler 
Coc Tis net 4 walle: bvtahely we hued ccc deena: Thee moft are willi 


Hew cocld@ coer rapes an houre, 
And ewes fo Lace 

st eokek the Vole 
Held ane in chace, that ! wes forcd co wheele 
Three or foere miles sboac, elf had I fiz 


Aad Baimes epplyed to you, yet dare J newer 
Deny your asking, take your choice of chofe 
Thee deft cen s your eftien. 

Rar. Thole 
if any fach be beere, 
ti Gnne to Jthar love this painting 

you fee me fmeas'd, if any feare 

= pope aj learn ia et 
Iany bree death ont-weighes bed Life, 
And that bis Countries deere then hi 


Halfe an house Gnee brought my report. Let him alone : Or {0 many fo ounded, 
Wane chus co expreffe his difpohtion, 
Ener Martim. ge vai atone 

Com. Whofe yonder, and wane they kis op ta shar 
Thar doe's appeare as be were Flesd 20 Gods, aasmdepeacee = 
tHe has the Rompe of Afartun and | have Ob me alone, make you a word of me : 
Before time feene hire thes. Af chefe shewes be not omward, which of you 

Mar. Come! toolate ? Bur ts foureMelces? None of you, bucis 

Com. The td knowes noe Thunder (ra Taber, | Able tobeare the greet fafideons 
More thea I kaow che found of dfarrum Tongue A Shield, es ashes. A certaine oumber 
From every meaner man, gb thankes co all) malt} {cle from sll : 


Martua. Come [toe lace ? 

Com. 1, ifyou comenot in the blaod of others, 
But manted in your owne. 

Dtart. Oh! let me clip ye 
In Armes 0s found, es when | wee d in heart; 
As merry, 6s when our Nuptiall dey was done, 
And T burns to Bedward, 

C. of Wartiors, how ist with Titm Lartim? 

Mer. Aswiths maa bufied about Decrecs : 
Condemning fore to death, and fome co exile, 
Ranfoming him, ot pittying, chreataing ch‘other ; 
Holding Corieler in the name of Rome, 
Buen like a favening Grey-hound in the Leafh, 
Tolet him flip ac will. 

Com, Where is that Slane 
Which told me they had besce you to your Trenches ? 
Where is he? Call hom hithes, 

Adar. Ler him alone, 
He did informe the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common file(s plogve Tribumes for them) 
The Monte acre fhenn’d the Cat,as they did budge 
From Refcals worfe chen they. 

Com. Bur how preusil’d you? 

Mar, Will che time ferue co cell, I do net thinke: 
Where is che enemy? Are you Lords a th Field? 
If not, why ceale youtill you are lo? 

Com. UStarting, we bave at difeduantage fought, 
And did retyre to win ovr puspofe. 

Afar. How lles their Barcel? Know you en W Gde 
They have pisc’d cheie men of truft ? 

Com. Asli Martin, 
Their Bandsi'ch Vaweed are the Ancients 
Of chew bef tru : O're them Auffudsess, 
Their very heart of Hope. 

Mar, | do befeech you, 
By ail the Battailes wherein we haue foughe, 
By th’ Blood we hauc hed together, 
By th’ Vowes we have mede 
To endure Friends, thet you directly fet me 
Again Afidiow. ond his Auta, 
And that you nog delay the prefemt (but 
Filling the sire with Swords aduanc’d)and Darts, 
We peoue this very boure. 
C:a, Though 5 could with, 








reft hall beare the bufineffe in (ome orher fight 
, we = aan wins hl plesfe youto March, 
oure quickly draw out my Command, 
Which men ere beft invlin'd. i 
(om. March on my Fellowes: 
Make good this oftencation, and you thell 
Diusde in all with vs. 


Tits Lartins, baumg fet a guard vpen Carseles, wie 
‘Dram and Trumpes toward Consinien and Chins har 
sons, Enters wish a Lismtenane, ether Senidscars. and a 
Scout 


Lav. So,let the Ports be guerded ; keepe your Deaties 
AsJ haue fet chem downe, ry do fend , difpatch 
Thofe Centuries co our ayd, che re@ will ferue 
For a thort holding, if we loofe the Field, 
We cannot keepe the Towne. 
Loew. Feare not our care Sir. 
Lert Heace;end that your gstes vpon's : 
Oas Guilder come, toch’Romen conde vs, Eris 
A , as oe Dartaile, 


Sater Martias and Anffisdias a foucral deores. 

Ba. tle fight with none but thee, for J do hese chee 

Werks thens Prowale-becshe sig 
Aefid. Wehare alike: 

Not AGricke owness lebhorre 
More then thy Fame and Easy: Fix thy foor. 

Adar, Lec the firft Budger dye the others Steur, 
And the Gods doome him sfter. 

Asaf, If | Bye CACereéus hollow me like a Hare. 

Mar. Within thefe three houres Teliss 
Alone | fought in your Cersodes walles, 
And made whse worke J pless’d: Tis noe my blood, 
Wherein chou (eet me maske, for thy Revenge 
Wrench vp thy power to th'bighef, 

Af, Wer’ chouthe Heller, 
That was che whip of your bragg’d Progeny, 
Thou thevld’Rt net feape me heere. 

Heere they fight, and certesne Volces come in the opde 
of Auffi. Martins fighes tal shey be drumen tu breathes. 

Officious and not valisnt,you heve tham'd me 
In your condemned Seconds. 






Far. 








Flavio. Alam. A Rerea ts feaaded, Ean 
one Deore Cominias, with the Remanes: At 
anther Deore Sartion , with bu 
Arms cn a Scarfe. 


Com. If tfhovwid tell chee o’re this chy dayes Worke, 
Thoe’t act beleeue thy deeds: but Ile report ic, 
Where Senators fhall minglecesres with fmiles, 

Where great Pstriciens hail attend,end fhreg, 

Feh'end sdemire : where Ladies thall be frighted, 

And gladly quak'd,heare more: where che dell Tribunes, 
That with che fultie Plebeans,hete thine Honors, 

Shall fay agamf cheie hearts, We thanke the Gods 

Our Rome hsth fuch a Souldier. 

Yer cam’ thou co a Morfell of this Feaft, 

Hazing fally din‘d before. 


Entor Tis with bis Power, from the Parfait. 


Tim Lartia, Oh General! : 

Here is the Sceed, wee the Caperifon : 
Had&t chou beheld 

Marvin. Pray a0w,no more ¢ 

Moches,who he’s s Charter co extol! her Bload, 
the do's prayfe me, gricues me: 

I have done as you have done,thac's what I can, 
Induc’d 9s you have beene, that’s for my Countrey : 
He char ha’s buc effeied bis good will, 
Heth ouerts‘ne mine AR. 

Com. You thall a0: be the Graue of your deferuing, 
Rome auft know the value of her cwne : 
“Twere 2 Concealement worle chen a Theft, 
No leffe then a Tradacement, 
To hide your doings, and to lence that, 
Which to che fpire.end cop of prayles vouch'd, 
Would feeme but modeft : therefore J befeech you, 
Io figne of what you sre, aot co reward 
What you hase done, before our Armie beare me. 

Ad artis .1 have forme Wounds vpon me,sad they {mart 
To heare them(elues remembred. 

Coa. Should they nox: 

Well mighe chey fefler ‘gainft Ingracitude, 
And tex chemfelues with death; of all che Hocfes, 
Whrercof we haue ta‘ne good, and good fore of all, 
The Treafure in chis ficld atchieved,sad Cine, 
We render you the Tenth,to be ca'ne forth, 
Before the eee 
At your one e, 

Se thanke you General! : 
Bet cannot make my heart confent to rake 
ABnbe,to pay my Sword : I doe refule x, 
And ftand vpon my common part wich thofe, 
The hase bebeid the doing, 


A “4 feardh. They all cry, Martin, Martins, 
vp their Caps and Lewacers : Cominius 
and Lartim: fand bare, 


Mar.May thefe fame Inftraments,which you 
Cound mores when Droms and Trumpets thall 
I’ch’field prowe Assterere,set Courts end Cities be 
Made all of falfeefac’d foothing : 
When Sceele growes foft,as the Pavalics $.:42, 
Let him be made an Quertuie cor. Vea ee. 
Nomorc ] fay, forehsr Thaue noe walh'd 
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without aete,here’s many elfe heue done, 
You fhoot me forth io ecclamstions 
As if llou'd my little fhould be dicted 
In prayfes, fawe'R wich Lyes. 
Con. Toomedeh pa fi : 
More cruel co your good report,then graceful 
To vs,chee give you truly : by your patience, 
ro your felfe you be incens'd, weele put you 
(Like one hac meanes his proper harme) in Manacies, 
Then reafon (afely with you: Therefore be it knowne, 
As to vs,to all che World, That Cans Af arti 
Weares this Warres Gariand : in token of the which, 
My Noble Steed, knowne ro the Compe, | give hima, 
Wich all hus crim belonging ; and from chis time, 
Fer what he did before Coricles, call him, 
With all ch’sppisefe end Clamor of the tHoaft, 
(Marcus Cases ( ovielanen, Beare th'sddnion Nobly eves? 
Flaarf. Trempet: foredand Drums, 
Oumes, dMarcen Carus C orielanne. 
Martin. } will goe wath: 
Aad when my Face 1s faire, you thal 
Whether I bluth,or no: howbeic,! chanke you, 
I meane to firide your Steed, end at all times 
To ender-creft your good Addition, 
To th'farenefle of my power, 
Com. So,to our Tent: 
Where ere we doe repofe vs, we will wrice 
ToRome of our fucceffe : you Tam Larties 
Mutt co Corsdes backe, fend vs co Rome 
The bef, with whom we may articulate, 
For theic owne good,snd overs. 
Lertun, | thall,my Lord. 
Martvm. The Gods begia to mocke met 
T chat now refus’d moft Princely gifts, 
Am bound to begge of my Lord 
Com. Tok’t,'t18 yours : what 1st? 
Adertins. Ufometime lay here in Coveeles, 
At 8 poore mans houfe: he vs'd me kindly, 
He cry'd tome: J (aw him Prifoner : 
Bux then Aufidias was within my view, 
And Wreath o're-whelm'd my pittie : ] requefl you 
To giue my poore Holt freedome. 
Com. Oh well bege'd: 
Were he the Buscher of my Sonne,he fhould 
Be free,as isthe Winde : deliwer him, 7isas. 
Lortem. Aarti his Nome. 
Adartun. By lupiser forgot: 
I am wearre, yea, ny memorie is tyr'd t 
Have we no Wine here ? 
Com, Gee we roour Tent: 
The blowd vpon your Vifage deyes, ds me 
It fhould be lookt too: come. 


A forth. Cornet: Enter Tallon Arifidus 
bendse seth seve or chree ort. 
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Ash. The Towne is te‘ne, ; 
Sould. ‘Twill be deliver‘d backe on good Condicien, 
Asfid. Condiuon? 

I would J were a Roman, fos I cannet, 

Being s Vaire,be chet Jam. Condition? 

What good Condition cana Treacie inde 

T’th’parc chat ls ac mercy f fiue times, Cartas, 

Thaue foughe with chee ; (0 often halt theu beat mes 

And would’f dee (0,1 thinke theald we encouneer } 


Ifere ageing I meet 
He's mine, or em his: Mine 
Hath not thst Honor in’s it had : For where 
I thought cocrath him in sn equal Force, 
Trac Sword to Sword : lie potche st hin fome way, 
Or Wrath,or Craft may get bim. 
Se. i palais : mer 
-Bolder,though not fo fubtiesny valors poifon'd, 
scarcer eibvicg ine by hie : for him 
Shall Byeout of it {elfe, nor nor fendiuery, 
Being naked, Gcke; nor Phsne,nor Cepicoll, 
The Prayers of Priefts, nor times of Sacrifice: 
Emb: sail of Fery, (hell lift 
Theis routen Priuiledge, and Coftome ‘gaint 
My hate to Afartins. Where I finde him, were it 
At home, vpon my Brethers Guard, even there 
Againit the hofpirable Canon, would I 
ath eny fierce hand in’s heart, Go youtoth'Citie, 
Learne how ‘tis held, end what chey are thac mult 
Be Hoftages fot Rome. 
Senl, Willnot you go? 
Af, Lem attended st the Cyprus groue. I pray you 
(Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither 
How the world goes : that to the pace of it 
1 may {purre on my iourney. 
Sool, 1 Ohail fir. 


Actus Secundus. 


Emer Afewonins with the two Tribemes of the 
people Sixtus & Brasus 


Aso. The Agurer tels me, wee fhall hsue Newes ro 
oighc. 
Ore. Good or bad?» 
Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they loue n02 Afertm:, 
Siem, Nature teaches Beafts co know cheir Friends, 
Men, Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue ? 
Siciz. The Lambe. 
Aden, 1,00 devour him,ss che hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble aiarsias . 
Bra, He'ss Lembe indeed, that bses like s Beare. 
Ades, Hee's a Beare indeede, chat lives like a Lambe. 
Yourwo are old men, tell me one ching thac I fhall sshe 


ar eer Well Gr. 

Aden. 10 what enormity is Martins poore in, chat you 
two heue not in abundance ¢ 

Bra, He's poore in no one faule, buc Aor'’d withall. 

Sicts. Efpecislly in Pride. 

Bra, And cepping all others in bosfting. 

Men. This is range now : Do you two know, how 

are cenfared heere in che Cisy,] caean of vs sthrighe 

nd File, do you? 

Beth, Why? ho ware we cenfar'd? 

Men. Becsufe you talke of Pridenow, will you sot 
be angry. 

Beh. Well,well fir well. 

Mew. Why ‘tis no great matces : for a very lirele cheefe 
ef Occafion. willrob youof 2 great deale of Patience: 


Bre. We de it ner alone, fr. 
Aden, Uknow yos can doe 


eyes toward re 
cou e 

Beeb, Whee chen fs ? 

Ades, Why then you fhould difcoues a brece of yn- 
marin g procd,violene, ceftie Mogiftretes («lias Fooles) 
as sny in Rome. 

Sicia. Adensmins, you exe knowne well enoegh 

Mex. Voakisen tebe = baasonea: Savies < scl 
one chat loues 8 cup of hot’ Wine, with not a drop of slay- 
ing Tiber in’t : Said,to be fomething imperfed ia faneo- 
ting the firfl complaint, hafty and Thode, like v to 
eriviall motion : One, thet converles more wah eke But. 
tocke of the night, then with che forbead of che . 
Whar [ think, i veter,and {pend my malice in wey becate 
Meeting wo fuch Weasles men as you are (I cannot call 
pa pee) ue Cnc yen gine me, touch my Ps- 

at aduerfiy, ] make a crooked foce atic, | con fay, your 
Worthippes have deliver’d che matter well, when } finde 
the Affe in compound, with che Maior part of your fyllae 
bles. And though J mult be content to beare with thofe, 
that fey you are rewerend men, yer they lye deadly, 
chet cell you hawe good faces, 1f you fee chis in the Map 
of my Microcofme, followes it chat | am knowne welles 
nough too ? What harme can your beefome ConlpeAui- 
cies gleane out of this Character, if | be knowne welle= 
nough too. i 
rs. Come fir come, we know you wel! h, 

Atenen, You know neither fects you Rises oo 
thing: you are ambitious, for poore kneues cappes 
legges : you weare out s good whalefome Forenoone,in 
hearing 2 caufe bet weene an Orendge wife, end » Forfer- 
feller, and chen reiourue the Controuerfie of ¢ 
to afecond day of Audience. When you are hearing 9 
matter betweene pany and parey, ifyou chaunce to 
pinch'd withthe Collicke, youmake faceslike Meme 
mers, {et vp the bloodic Flagge againft all Paience, and 
io roaring fora diftmiffe the Contronerfie 
bleeding, siohapsitlaner,airheb hist : Allche 
LE. . iscalling the parties 

. You are a peyre ones. 

Bru, Come, come, qoomewel vase teed tobee 
eae arves (ecite able,chen a neceffsry Benches ia 
the Capitoll. 

Aden. Our very Priefts maft become Mockers, ifthey 
Shall encouncer {uch ridiculous Sabiedts as youare, whea 
you (peske belt unto che purpofe, Ieisnot woorth che 
wegging of your Beards, snd Beesrds deferuc not fo 

le a grawe,es ro fiuffe a Borchers Cuthien,or co 
be intomb'd in an Affes Packe-faddle; yetyoo muft bee 
faying, Adartins 1s proud : who in achespe eftimetion, ie 
worth all your predeceflars, ince Dewcatiow, though per. 
sduenture fone of che belt of ‘em were hereditatie hang- 
men. Godden to your W: 
fation would i 
the Beafily Piebeans. 
you, 


more of yout conner- 
Beaine, being the Heard{nen of 
will be bold co tske my iesue of 


Sra. and Scie. of, 
= Extey 
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Excer Volumine Jirgilis gud Valeria. 


Hew now (avy es faire as Noble) and the Moone 
itty hd , 00 Nobles ; doe you follow 


Adenen. H1? Marti home ? 
Vodem, I,worhy S¢rucaien ond with moft profperous 


Adena. Take my na eas Ithanke thee» 
ioe 2 


».Ledies, Nay,’cis tree. 

Vela, Looke,here's s Letrer from hien, che Seate hath 
snocher, his Wife snethes, and (1 thinke) chere’s one st 
bome for yos. 

Reo . | will make any very hoofe reele to aight : 

A Lett for me? 

Vagd. Yes cestaine,there’s a Letter for you,| faw't. 

Adcacs, A Lerret for me? it gives me an Eftate of fe- 
wea yeercs health ; in which time, J will meke a Lippe az 
the Phyficisn:-ThemoA (oucraigne Prefcriptica in Galen, 
is but Empcrick qotique: and to this Preferuatine, of no 
bercer report then a drench. Is he aot wounded ? 
be was won to come home wounded? 

Vergd. Oh n0,n0,no, 

Volum, Oh,he is woended,! thanke the Gods for’e. 

Meare. So doe 1:00, if 1¢ be not ta00 much : brings s 
Vidtorie in his Pocker?the wounds become him. 

Vetus. Ov’s Browes: Afewrann hice comes the thud 
time home with the Osken Garland, 

Afenm, Yis's he difciplin'd Aaffidies foundly ? 

Volum. he Larsien writes,they fougbs together, bus 
Asfidins gor off. 

ith And ‘ewss time for him too, Te warrane him 
thax: and he had Asy’d by him,] would nex baue been fo 
fiddious'd, for all the Chefts in Carioles, and the Gold 
ther's inthem. Is che Senate poffett of this? 

Velam. Good Ladies let's goe. Yes yes, yes: The 
Senate has Lecrers from the General, wherein hee gives 

Sonne che whole Name of che Warre : he hath in this 
sdion out-done his former deeds doubly. 

Valer, In croth,there's wondrous things (poke of him. 


Mem. Woadrous : 1,1 warrant you,snd noc with. . 


Out his truc purcha 

Virgi Gods graant chem truc. 

yon Troe? mini: 

Mere, True? fe be fwdrne they sre true: where is 
hee wounded, God fave yout good Worlbips? CAharriw 
ts comming horne: hee he’s more cavfe to be prowd : 
where 1s he wounded ? 

Volum, Id Shoulder,and ith’ lefe Arme : chere will be 
large Cicatrices to fhew che People, when hee thall fend 
for his place: he receiged in the repulfe of Targum {even 
hests ith’ Body. 

Aferxe. One ith’ Neck and two ith’ Thigh,there’s nine 
that I knew. 

Votwe, Hee had, before this laft Expedition, twentie 
five Woends epon hin. ‘ 

Adene. Now it’s twentle ; wes st. 
Eoeries Grave. Hearke,che ligase = 

‘ A ficw!, and fox, 

Veluwe. Thele are che V thers of cMartie : 
Before him hee carryes Noyfe; 

Aad behunde him, hee leaves Testes : 


Da ce eee he dake, 
Which being sduanc’d, declines, wad chen men dye, 


of Senet. v1 5 found. 
Bator Cominisn the Gener all and Ts 00s Latins: be. 
tweens theas Corel ann, crewa'd with an Oakgn 
Garland, with Capraines and Sad. 
deers and a Hevacdd. 
Heranld, Koow Rome that all alone dtarrun did fighe 
Within Corioles Gates 1 where he hath 
Wish Fame,a Name to (Atartces Cass : 
Thefe in honor fallowes Warts Cates Coriclacsa. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Corielanu. 
Seand. Fleargfh. 
AL Welcome to Rome,renowned Corielowns. 


Corel, No more of this, does offend my heart: prey 
now no more, 


Cons. Looke,Sir, Moche. 
Corsal, Ob! you haue,! kaow, petizion’d all che Gods 
for my itve. Kaveles. 


Ucum. Nay,my good Souldier,vp ; 
My genie carries, worthy Coun 
And deed-atchieuing Honor newly cam'd, 
What is it (Coviolanen )reuft bcallthee? 
Bat oh, thy Wife. 
Corie, My gee Blence,hayle : 
Would'f aa : langh‘d,had | come Coffio'd home, 
Thee weep’ to fee me triumph? Ah dease, 
Such eyes the Widower in Catiles were 
And Mothers chat lacke Sonnes. 
= the Gods Crowne thee. 
oe, live you yet? Oh any frees L 
Veluae, Thaw ear eiace mgs ay sa han 
Oh welcome home:and welcome General, 
And y'ase welcome all. 
Mens, A hundred thoufend Welcomes : 
1 could weepe,sod { could laugh, 
Jam light,and heauvie; welcome : 
A Curle begin at very root on's heart, 
That ts noe glad to fee thee. 
Yon are three.chaz Rome (hould dete on : 
Yes by the faith of men, we have 
Some old Crab.trees here a home, 
That will aot be grafted to yous Rellith, 
Yer welcome Warriors : 
Wee call a Ne«le,but a Netele; 
Aad the feulcs of fooles,bus folly. 
Com. Ever right. 
Cor. Adenewinn , cuts cver. 
Herenid, Gwe way there,uod goe on, 
(or. Your Hand,and ? 
Ece in our owne houle I doe fhade my Head, 
The good Pacricians maft be vificed, 
From whom I have ceceiu’d aot onely greetings, 
But wich them,chenge of Honors, 
Volum, \ have lived, 
To fee inherited my very Withes, 
Ané the Buildiogs of my Fancies 
Onely there's one thing wanting, 
Which (I dowbs not) bat oot Rome 
Will caft epon thee. 
Cor. Know,good Mother, 
Thad rather be heir ferusnt in my way, 
Then {way wich chem in theirs. 
Com On,to che Capicall. Flargh. Corsets. 
Exeutt in State, ast befere, ‘ 
ater 
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Gocer Bratus and Scicinim. 
Bre. AD congues e of bim,sad the bleared fi 
Ase fpedtacled to fee him, Your pratling Nurfe ” 


Inco  rapcare lets her Baby crie, 
While (he chats him : the Kitchin Adalkje pinnes 
Hex richeft Locksam ‘bout her reechie necke, 
Clambring the Walls to eye him: 
Scalls.Buikes, W indowes,are fmother’d vp, 
Leades filf'd, ond Kidges hors’d 
With vanebie Complesions; all ag 
Ju earnefineffe co fee his: feld-fhowne Flamius 
Doe preffe among the populsr Throngs,end puffe 
To winne a vulgas tation : our vey!'d Dames 
Commit the Warre of Where and Dameske 
In cheie nicely gswded Cheekes,coch’ wanton {poyle 
Ot Pbebas burning Kiffeo: fech ¢ poothes, 
As if thac whacfocuer God who lesdes him, 
Were flyly crept inco his bumane power, 
And gaoc him graceful pofture. 

Score, On che faddaine, I warrant hi Confall, 

Braves, Then our Office may, during his power, goe 
fleepe. 

a He cannot cemp'rately cran{port his Honors, 
From where he fhould begsn,and end, bus will 
Lofe thofe be hath wonne. 

Brot 10 chat there's comfort. 

Seus. Doubs noc, 
The Commoners, for whom we Rand, bur they 
Vpos their anciens mallice, will forget 
With che leaft caufe,thefe his new Honors, 
Which chat be will give chem, crake | es litle qeeftion, 
Ashes prowd to doo’. 

Brutas, Uheard hiro fweare, 
Were he to Rand for Confull,neaer would he 
Appeare fh’ Market place,nor on hi put 
The Naples Vefture of Humlitie, 
Nor fhewsng(as the manner is his Wounds 
Toth’ Peopie.begge their Mioking Breaths. 

Scuva, Tis sight. 

Broves. |¢ was his word: 
Oh he would miffe it, rather chen carry 1, 
But by the furce of the Geacry to him, 
And the defire of the Nobdies, 

Scum. \vath no betcer,then baue bam bold chat por. 

52nd to put it mn execetion. 

seta Ar moft lke he will. 

Scscin. 1c Mall be to hum then, as oar good wills ; a 
fure deftraion. 

Bras. So it uf fall our 
To him.or one Aucborities, for an end 
We muh fuggeft the un what hatred 
He (till bach held them: chaz co's power be would 
Haue made them Mules filenc’d thei Pleadess, 
And dilpropertied thelr Freedomes; holding them, 
In humane A dion, and Capacitic, 
Of no nore Soule,nor feneBe forthe World, 
J ben Cammels in thers Waste who have their Prousad 
Oncly for bearing Berchens sod fore bl owes 
For hinting ender chew 

Scrcim, This( a0 you fay) (uggefed, 
At ome ume when his foarmg Infolence 
Shall cench the People which time fhall aot want, 
Uf he be put vpon sand thats aveahie, 
As to fet Deggcs or Shecpe,will be bis fire 


To kindle their dry Seubble : snd their Blaze 
Shell decken his for ever. 


Eater a Adefonga . 


Breses. What's the macter? 
me. You are leps for co the Capicoil ; 
Tis choughs,chat CAtartom (nail be Confull . 


I hauc {cence che dumbe men throng ¢o fcc him, 
And the blind to heare hum (peek: Macrons florg Gloucs, 
Ladies and Maids thew s,and Handkerchers, 


V pon tum es be pafs'd : the Nobles bended 
As to lene: Statue apd the Commons made 
A Shower and Thuader, with cheis Caps, aad Showts: 
I never (aw the like. 
Brutm, Let's co che Capicoll, 
And cerry with vs Eares and Eyes fos ciy tene, 
But Hearts for the event. 
Scican Have witb you, Exrane 


Ester two Officers, vo lay Coforoes asc mere, 
em the Capssol. 


1.Of Come.come,they are almoft here : how many 
Rand for Contulthips? 

2. OF. Three,they {ay . but ‘113 choughs of ewery one, 
Corsdlanns wall casry 1. 

1.Of. That's a braue fellow: but hee's vengeance 
ptowd,and loucs nor the common peopic 

2.Off. ‘Faith,cthere hath beene mary great men chat 
have flacter’d the people, who ne're lourd the m,and there 
be many that they have loued,they know not wherefore 
fo that sf they lowe they know not why, they hace vpon 
No betrer a ground. Therefore, for Corredenms neyther to 
care whecher chey toue, oc hace him , maanife fs the crue 
knowledge be has in their difpofition,and ou: of his No- 
ble carele{neffe lets chem plainely fee't, 

1. Off. If he did not care whether he had their lowe or 
a0, hee waued indifferently, cwiat doing them oeyther 
good,nor hare : but hee feckes cher hace with greacez 
devotion,then they can render 1c hirw, and leaues nothing 
vndone, chat may fully difcowe: Sum thes oppolite. Now 
to (ceme to afte the mallice ana difpieafure of the Peo- 
ple,ts as bad,as chat which he diflikes, to flatter chem for 
thes louc, 

3. Off. Hee hath deferued worthily of tus Countrey, 
and hus affene 1s not by (uch cafe degrees as chole, who 
hauing beenc fupple sod courteous to the Peopic , Bon- 
netted, without any further deed, to haue them at all ine 
their eftsmatioa,and repos: . but bee heth fo planted bis 
Honors in their Eyes,and hus sdtuons in thes Hearts, thar 
forthe Tongues to be fileat,and nos confeffe fo much, 
were a kinde of ingraccfull Lnune 1 te report ocher wife, 
were a Mallice. chat giuing it felfe che Lys, would pluche 
seproofe and rebuke from ewery Eare that heard «. 

1.Of Nomore of lim, hee s a worthy mane make 
way they are comming. 


A Senne, Ever the Pasricvans, and the Trebenes of 
the People, Luthor before them: Corslanm, Meer. 
nse ,Comenses the Con fal: Scoccermes and Briss 
sake shes places by shemfeines Corson 

lan ft 


Adewrn. Having decermin’d of che Volces, 
And colendtor Trias Lartes t romaines, 
As the maine Pout of this our aftcr-meeting, 
Te 


The Tr. 


e his Noble feruice,chat hach 
Thus flood for bis C: . Therefore pleale you, 
BMo@ reverend and pee ders,to defire 
The prefent Confall, and ish General, 
In our well-found Succeffes,to reg ort 
A litle of chac worthy W orke,pesform’d 

Alaris Cases Coriolavm : whom 

e met here, both to chenke,end to remember, 
With Honors like hin(eife. 

9.Sen. Speake,pood Comevisn : 

Lease sothing ouc tor lengch, and make vs thinke 

Rather our fates defective for requicall, 

“Theo we to firerch ic our. Maftersa'th’ People, 
We doe requeft your kindeft eares: and after 
Yous lowing motion coward the common Body, 
To yeeld what paffes here. 

Sersve, We are convented vpon s plesfing Treatie,and 
have hearts inclinable to honos and sdaance the Theame 
of our Affembly. 

Bratas. Wrach the racher wee thall be bieft co doe, of 
he remember a kinder value of che People, chen be bath 
beresepriz d chem at. 

Mees. That's off, chacE off; I woeld you rather hed 
been filéne; Blesfe you co heare Comavins {peake? 

Bre Moft willingly : bur yet my Caution was 
more pertinent then che rebuke you giwe it. 

Adance. He loves your People, but tye him noc co be 
their Bed. fellow : Worthie ap Sie 

Cortelanes rvfes, 3 te gee away. 
Nay. keepe your piace. 
Sonat, Su Corelanms: neact thame co heare 
Whar you haue Nobly done. 

Coral. Yout Honors pardoa : 

1 had rather have my Wounds to heale sgaine, 
Then hesre fay how I gor them, 

Brera, Sit,1 hope my words dis-bench'd you not? 

(anal. No Sit: yet off, ; 

When blowes hawe mode me ftay,] fled from words. 
You footh’d not,therefore hart not: bus your People, 
[ lowe them as they weigh— 








Adenen, Pray cow fu downe, 
*  Coree.1 had cather haae one ferstch my Heed ith’ Sua, 
When the Alarum were flrucke,then idly be 
To beare my Nothing: monfter'd. Exit Corclaven 


Moom, Mefiers of the People, 

Your multiplying Spawene, how can he fistrer? 
Thac's choefend co one good one, when you now fee 
He had rather vencre all hrs Limbes fos Honor, 
Then on ones Eases to heare it. Proceed Camseta. 

Cons. 1 thall Iscke voyce: the deeds of Corselanen 
Should not be verer'd feebly : 1¢ is held, 
That Valour is che chiefeft Vertue, 
Aad molt dignifies the haver : if it be, 
The rean I {peske of, caanot in the World 
Be fmgly courter-poys'd. At fizteene yeeres, 
When Targum made a Head for Rome he fought 
Beyond the marke of others: our then Didtacor, 
Whom with all prayfe } poms at, fave him fight, 
When with his Amezonian Shinne he drowe 
The brizled L before him : he beftrid 
An o're-preft Roman, and i’th’Confels view 
Slew three : Tarqums feife he met, 
And ftrucke his on his Koce : inthac dayes feates, 
Whaeo be might e& che Woman inthe Scene, 
He prow’d beft azn ith’ field, end for his meed 
Wes Brow-bound with the Oake. His Pupill age 






bMan-entred t wazed Iike aSca, 
And io the brunt of feaenteene Batcaries fince, 
He lurche ell Swords of the Garland: for chs laft, 
Before,and in Corioles, let me fay 
I cannot (peake him home : he ftope the flyers, 
And by his rere example made the Coward 
Turne cerror santo fpor : as Weeds before 
A Velfell ender fayle,fo men obey'd, 
And fell below his Seem : ns Sword Deaths Rampe, 
Where it did marke,st cooke from face to foot . 
He was athing of Blood, whofe every motion 
Wastim'd wich dying Cryes: alone he entred 
The morcall Gate of ch’ Cite, which be painted 
With hhonleffe defame : sydeleffe came off, 
And with s Cadden re-inforcemenc (trucke 
Carioles lke a Planet: now all's ins, 
When by end by che dinne of Warre gan pierce 
His readte fence : then ftrarghe hrs doubled {pint 
Requickned what in fleth was fatigace, 
And tothe Battaile came he where he did 
Renne reeking o're the lives of men,as if ‘twere 
A perpetual! {poyle . and till we call’d 
Boch Freld and Cite ours, he neuer Rood 
To cafe his Beef with panting. 

Afeara Worhy man. 

Seas He cannot but with mesfase fic the Honors 
which we dearfe brm. 

Com. Our fpoyles he kicks ac, 
And look'd vpon things preciows,as they were 
The coramon Muck of the World: he courts leffe 
Then Miferie is felfe would giue,rewards hus deeds 
Wirth doing them, and is concent 
To (pend the wme,coend it, 
Masen, Hee snghe Noble,let him be call‘d for. 
Sevat, Call (orvelavm. 
OF He doth appeare. 


Enter Corsclacm. 





Adcom, The Senate Corselana,ece weil pleas'd to make 
thee Confull 
Cerse, | doe owe chem (hill my Life,and Serusces. 
Arwen, (it then remsines, that you doe {peake wo the 
People. 
Corie. 1 doe befeech you, 
Let me o're-leape chac cuftome : for I cannor 
Put on che Gowne, tend asked, end entreas cher 
For my Wounds fake,co giue there fufferage : 
Pleafe you chac I may pafle this ie, Se 
Scum. Sir,the People muft have cheit Voyers, 
Neycher will chey bate one iot of Ceremonic. 
Bienen. Put chem not toot: 
Pray you goe fic you ro the Caftome, 
Andrske to you.es your Predeceffors hawe, 
Your Honor with yous forme. 
Corie. \cis a pare chat J (hall bluth in acting, 
And might well be teken from the People. 
Broves, Marke you that. 
Core. Tobrag voto chem,chus I did,eod thus 
Shew them th 'vnaking Skarres,which I (hould hide, 
Asif Thad receia‘d them for the hyre 
Of their bresch onely 
Menen, Doe not ftand vpon’e: 
We recommend to you Tribuoes of the 
Our purpofe co them,and to ows Noble Confit 
With we all Ioy,and Hones. 
Suna. To 
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Seam. To Coriclauss come all ioy sod Honoe. 
Fhearsfo Cornets. 
Then Exeswst, (Manet Sscuses and Brotus. 
Brw, You les how be intends to vie the people. 
Scitin. perceiue’s iment: he wil require chem 
As if bedid contemne what he requefted, 
Should be in chem to give. 
Bru, Come,wee'l infecme chem 
Of our proceedings heere on ch’ Markes place, 
I know they do actend vs, 
Enter fences or cight Cisincas. 
9.Cit: Once if he do require one voyces, wee ou ght 
netto him. 

2-Ce. We may Sic if we will ; 

3-Cit, We have power in ous felues to do it, bat it is 
a power chee we haue no power to do! For,ifhee (hew vs 
his wounds, and tell vs his deeds, we ere to put our ton- 
gues into thofe wounds, and fpcake for them : So if he cel 
vs his Noble deeds, we muft alfo cell bim our Noble ace 
ceptance ofthem. Ingratitude is monftrous, snd for the 
multitude to be ingratefull, wereto makes Monfter of 
the muleitude; of the which, we being members, Should 
bring our felues to be monftrous members. 

1,C#. Andto make venoberter thought of alittle 
helpe will ferve: for once we Rood vp shout the Corne, 
he himfelfe Nucke nos to call vsthe meny-headed Molti- 
tude, 

3.Lit. Wehaue beene call'd fo of many, not tha our 
heads are forme browne, fome blacke, (ome Abram fome 
bald; bue chac our wits sre fo diuerfly Coulerd; and true- 
ly I chinke, ifall ouc witces were to iffse out of one Scull, 
ey would flye Est, Weft, North,Seuth, and ches con- 
fence of one dire way, fhould be at once to all che poines 
ath Compaffe. 

3.{2. Thinke you fo? Which wey do you indge my 
wit would flye. 

3.Cit, Nay your wit will not fo feone our as snocher 
mas will, ‘tis Mtrongly wedg'd vp io ablocke head : but 
if ie were at liberty, twould fuce Southward. 

3 Cat. Why that way ? 

3 Cit, Toloofeit felfe ina Fogge, where being three 
parts melted away with roccen Dewes, the fourth would 
retucne for Confcience fake, to helpe to get thee s Wife. 

acw. Youarencuer withous your trickes,you may, 
you may. 

3 Ct. Are you all refolu'dro give your voyces? But 
that's no matter, the greater parc carries it, I fey, If bee 
would incline to the people, there was neuer a worthier 


Raver Corielenms m a gowne of Humulsty with 
Menenres. 
Heere he comes, and in the Gowne of humility, marke 
his behaviour : we are not to Mey elrogecher, but to come 
him where he ftands, by ones, by twoes, & by threes. 
e's comake his requefts by particulars, wherein evene 
one of vs has a fingle Honor, in giving him our own voi- 
ces wich our owne congucs therefore follow me, and le 
dire&t you how you hhall go by him. 
AB. Content, concen. 
Aen. Oh Sit,you ate not nghe:have you not knowne 
The worthieft men haue done’e? 
Corse, What muft I fay, I pray Sus? 
Plague vpon’e, € cannor bring 
My tougne to fuch s pace. Looke Sit, my wounds, 
I got them in my Countries Seruice, when 
Some certaine of your Brethren roas'd, and ranne 








th’noife of our owne Drumenes. 
Moenen, Ob me the Gods, you muft noc {peak of choc, 
You muf defire thera to chinke vpon you. 
Coriel. Thinke vpon me? Hang ‘em, 
I would they eau forget me, like the Verwes 
Which our Diuines lote by em. 
Mfen, You'l marre all, 


De leaue you : Pray you [peake to em, 
In wholfome manner. ea eters 


Cuter three of re Citizent. 

Corie, Bidthem wath their Faces, 

And keepe cheis teeth cleane : Soheere comes a brace, 
You know che cafe (Sir) of my Randing heere. 

3%. We doSir,rell vs wher hath brought you roo’. 

Corre, Mine owne defert. 

3 Cat. Yous owne defert, 

Corte. 1, but mine owne defire. 

3 Ca. How not your owne defire? 

Corte. No Sir, rwas newer my defice yet to trouble the 
poore with begging. 

3Ca. You thinke if we giue you any thing, we 
hope to gaine by you. 

Corre, Wellthen! prey, your pticeath’‘Conlulfhp. 

3 Cet. The price is, co sske it kindly. 

Corie. Kindly fir, I pray letme hat : I heue woonds re 
Rhew you, which fhall bee yours in priuace - your good 
woice Sir, wha: fay you? 

3 Cl. You fhall ha't worthy Sir. 

Core. Amatch Sit, there's in all ewo worthie voyces 
begg'd: 1 cog fe Almes, Adieu 

3 Car. But chis is fomeching odde. 

3Cés. And ‘cwere to give againe: but ‘tisno matier 

Excant. Eater cwe ober Citinens, 

Cortel. Pray younew, fitmay Rand wich the rune 
of your voices, char Imay bee Confull, ] haue heere the 
Caftomscie Gowne. 

1. Youhaue deferued Nobly of your Countrey, and 
you haue not deferved Nobly, ae ; 

Corel, Your Ainigma. 

t You hsuc bin alcourge to her enemies, you have 
bin 2 Rod to ber Friends, you haue not indeede loucd che 
Common le. 

Corn! You fhould account mee che more Vertvou 
that I have nor bin common in my Loue, | will fir Mlatcer 
my fworne Brother the people to carne a deerer eftim 
von of them,’tis a condition they account gentle: & fine 
the wifedome of their choice, israther i ee my H 
then my Heart, | will pradtsce the infinuseing nod,and 
offco them moft counterfetly, thse1s fic, 1 will councer 
fer che bewitchment of fome populasman, and give 1c 
bounufull co the defirers . Therefore befeech you, | msy 
be Confull. 

ae Wee hope to finde you our friend: and therefore 

wwe you our voices heartily, 

1. Youhsuereceyued many wounds for yous Coun- 


trey. 

Covet: 1 wil not Seale your knowledge with fhewing 
them. ] will make much of your voyces, end (a trouble 
yoo no farther. 

Bab. The Gods give you soy Sir heartsly. 
Corel. Mo (weet Voyces: 

Better xc isto dye, bertes ro flerue, 

Then craue thehigher, which firt we do deferne. 


Why in this Wooluith conguc thould } ftand heere, 


To begge of Hob and Dicke, that doef appecre 









Here come moe Voyees. 
You V for Mr seas inerscioes, l 
Watche fer your Voyces: for your Voyces, besre 
Of Weunds,two dozen odde : Bortades thrice fiz 
sighs ahd fade ble 
Haee dene effec forme more : 
Your Voyces? 1 would be Confull. 
aa. Hee he’s dene Nebly, sad cannot goe wichout 
any beac mans Veyce, 
3.Ca, Therefore let him be Confull : the Gods grse 
ne, 
AL, Ameo,Amen, faue chee,Noble Coafall, 
Corte, Worthy Voyces. 


Enter Adenesion with Breve: and Scisionn. 


Adess, You bane flood your Limitation : 
Aad the Tribenes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Remaioes shat im chOfficiall Markes inactted, 
Yeu snon doe meet the Senace. 
Corte. 3s uhis done / 
Seisve. The Cufiome of Requelt you haue difchar gd: 
The People doe sdmit you aad sre fummon'd 
To mect anon,vpon your approbation, 
Corie, Where? at the Senace-houfe ? 
Scicin. There, (orielarm 
Corte. May! change chele Garments? 
Stem. Youmey, Sit. isp 
Cors. Thus fle ftrsight de: and hnowi eogain, 
fa Sesto atid : 
Adees. lle keepe you company, Will yeu along ? 
Bras, We fay here for the People. 
Seicin. Fare you well. Exeawt Coriel.and Mene. 
He he's t now : and by his Lookes,me thiokes, 
Bras. Wath a d heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
diveue tn 
Emer she Plebcians. 
Seis How now my Meflers,heve you chofe this man? 
2-C#. Be he’s our Voyces,Sir. 
Brat. We pray the Gods, he msy deferue your loves, 
2.Ct. Amen,Sirre my poore vnworhy notice, 
He mock’d vs,when be begg’d oer Voyces. 
3.Car.Certawely he flowted vs downe-right. 
3.Cit. No “tis hie kind of fpeech, he did not mock +s, 
2.C. Not one smongfi vs,{see your felfe, but feyes 
He ve'd vs (cornefully : hethould haue thew'd vs 
His Mscks of Merie, Wounds receia’d for's Councrey. 
Seciv. Why fo he did (em (ure. 
48. No,no:no men few ‘em. 
3.Ca. Hee {sid hee hsd Woends, 
Which he could thew in priaace : 
Aad with his Het,thes weuing ic io come, 
1 weeld be Confull,fayes he : eged Ceftome, 
Ber by your Veyces, will noc fo permit me. 
Ve therefore: when we graunted chaz, 








































Your weet Voyces:now you heue left your V; 
[hanks fatlecwichpea Waseda deur 


Sein. eyther were you i to fee’? 
rates it, toch Childith brendtinefe, 
Te your Veyces? 
Brus. Could you not have cold him, 
As you were leffon'd : When he had ao Power, 
Buc was 9 petcie feruant co the Sate, 
He was your Enemue, ever (poke again 
Your Liderties,and the Cherscrs that you besre 
Ith’ Body of the Weale : and now arn 
A place of Pocencie,end Sway oth’ Scate, 
If he (hould fill malignencty cermsine 
Faft Foe toch’ Pirbey, your Voyces might 
Be Cusfes to your felues. You thould haue faid, 
That as his worthy deeds did clayme ne leffe 
Then what he flood for: fo his gracious nature 
Would chinke epon you, for your Voyces, 
And creoflate his Maltice cowards you, into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 
Scocm. Thusto haue Grid, 
As you were fore-sduis'd, had couche his Sp; 
And try’d his Inclination: from him plecke 
Eycher his gracious Proraife,which you mighs 
As caufe had calP'd you ep, haue held himto ; 
Or elfe it would haue gall'd his ferly natuee, 
Which eshly endures not Article, 
Tying hier to ought, fo pocting him to Rage, 
You have cane ch'sdeansge of his 
And pefe’d him wnele@ed, 
Bras. Did you perceice, 
He did follicite you in free Contempe, 
When he did need your Loves: and doe you thinke, ' 
Thaz bis Contempt fhall not be brofing to yoo, 
When he hach power to cratht Why, hed your Bodyes 
No Heart pee tani hed you Tongues, to cry 
Againit che ReCtorthip of ladgemene? 
Scerm. Have you,ere now, deny'd the ashes : 
And now againc,of him that did not eske,bDuc mock, 
Beftow your fu'd.for Tongues? 
3-Cér.Hee’s not confirm d, we may deny him yer. 
a.Cét. And will him: 
De have flue handred Voyces of ther found. 
2.Cé. lewice fine hundred, & theis friends,to piece ‘em, 
Bret.Get you heace inftendy, end tell chofe 
They have chofe a Confull, chat will from them rake 
Theis Liberties make eae of yeaay sh Vv 
Then es,that are 82 often barking, 
As Tees hept so doe fo, 
Sesci.Let chem sflemblezand on a {afer led - 
All renoke your ignerent ele€ion: Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate vnte you: beides, aot 
Wich whae lamer the Weed, 
How rind ey pede fcr ty? mega 
Thinking vpon his you 
Th'spprehention of his 
Which moft gibingly, she did fathicn 


Afcer the inwererace Hate be besres 
Bra. Leys fealt on vs,your Talunes, 


Your Minds "d with what 
Thea whet you hows smade you 
To vor ee enn Cay on eee ere 


The Ts 


: Say we read Ledures co you, 


y you 

Harpe on thet fill) but by our putting on: 

porpschnebraghined eeu ener your number, 
toch’ Capico 
Ai. Sire will ts dca al sepeae wither slaBiion: 
Exam Plebosans, 

Bra. Let them goc oa: 

This Mutinie were bercer put in hazard, 


Scicin. 
We will be there before the fireame o’th' People: 


And chis thall pipe pets “tis cheir owne, 


Which we have g on- ward. Exom. 


Aélus Tertius. 


Carmees. Ensor C orsolanees, Meocnsss , all the Ceatry, 
Comneccens,T ii 0s Latins, aud other Senators. 

Core, Taku Anfidins thea bad mede new head, 

Lasias, He had,my Lord,and chac it wae which caus'd 
Our {wifter Compofition. ; 

Cores. Se then che Voices ftand but as at firft, 
Reade when tiene fhall prempt them,co make rosde 
Vpon's ageme. 

Com. They are worne (Lord Confull) fo. 

That we thal! hardly in ovr ages fee 
Thew Banners wane againe. 


Cerio. Saw a? 

Lass. pal rai ogee rome,snd did curfe 
Agsinft the Volces,for they had fo vildly 
Yeelded the Towne : he is retyred co Antium. 

Corie. Spoke he of me? 

Laas. He did,ny Lord. 

Corm, How ? whac? 

Latras. How often he had met you Swordto Sword. 
That of sil chings vpon the Esrth,he haced 
Your perfon moft : That he would pawne his forranes 
Tohopeleffe reftitucion, fohe might 
Be cali'd your Vanqufhes. 

Corse. At Ancium lives he? 

Lem, Ac Annum 

Cores. I with I had caufe co feeke hem there, 
To oppole his harced fully. Welcome home, 

Enter Scicunéus and Breius. 

Behold thefe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues och’ Common Mouth. I do defpife them : 


of Coriolanus, 
For they doe pranke them io Authoside, 
Agsintt all Noble fufferance. 

Scum. Paile no further. 

Cer. Hah? what is thax? 

Brut. Ic will be dangerous to gee on— No farther. 

Corio. Whac makes this change? 

Adene, The mercer? 

Com .Hath he not pafs’d the Noble,and the Common? 

Brac. Cominias no. 

Corse. Have } had Childrens Voyces? 

Senas.Tribanes give way ,he fhall och’ Masket place. 

Brat. The People are iacens'd againft him. 

Seiei. Scop,or alj will fall in broyle. 

Core. Are thefe your Heard ? 

Mot thefe haue V oyces,that can yeeld them now, 

And firaighs difclam their toungs>what are your Offices? 
You being their Mouthes,why rule you not chee Teeth? 
Haue you no fer therm on? 

Afexs, Be calme,be calme. 

Carte. Iisa 'd thing, and growes by P 
To curbe the wi of the Nobliie: eee 
Suffer't,and live wich ach as cannot rule, 

Nor ever will be raled. 

Brar. Colle nots Plot 
The People cry you mockt them : and of Iste, 

When Come was given them gran, you repin'd, 
Sceadal'd the Supptiancs: for she People, call'd chem 
Time-plesters flacterers, foes to Noblenefie, 

Corso. Why chis was knowne before. 

Bret. Not w them all. 

Corse. Have you wnferm'd them fithence f 

‘Brut. How? | informe thera ? 

Com. You are like co doe fuch bufineffe. 

Bret. Nor vnlike each way to bertgr yours. 

Corse. Why chen (hould I be Confull? by yoad Clouds 
Let me deferse fo iJ] 23 you,and make me 
Y our fellow Tcibane. 

Sem. You thew oo mech of chat, 

For which the People frre: if you will paffe 

To where you ate bound, you maft enquire way, 
Which yeu are out Si wats guvdlec foie, Caren 
Or neues be fo Noble as 3 Con Gull, 

Nor yoake with him for Tribune. 

Men, Lea's be calme. 

Cons, The People are abus'd : fer on,chis paltsing 
Becomes not Rome . nor ha's Corsslares J 
Deferu'd this fo difhonor'd Rub, layd fallety 
Ich’ plane W sy of his Merit. 

Corre. Tell me of Corne: this was my (peech, 

And 1 will (peak’t againe. 

Mere. Not new, nor nem 

Senat, Not in chis heat,Sur,now, 

Cone. Nowss | lue, I will. 

My Nobles frends, J crave cheir pardons 

For the mutable renke- fenced ie, 

Let chem roe,as [ doe nor Gatrer, 

And therein bebold themfelucs : I fey agesne, 

In foothing them, we nourtth ‘gaint our Senate 

The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence Sedition, 

Which we our felues haue plowed for.fow'd,& Scaster'd, 
By mingling them with vs,the honar'd Number, 

Who lack not Vertuc, no, nor Power, bur chee 

Which they haue given co Beggers. 

Mon, Well, no mote. 

Sanat. No more werds, we befeech you. 

Corse. How? no mores 
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TheTi vagedie of Corsolanus. | 15 
As for my Coumry, ] have fhed my blood, Call our » Feeres ; which will in ume 


Nox fearing ourwerd force : So thail my L 

Cone words till chew decoy ageralt thole Mensets 
Which wedifdaine thould Tester vs, yer Coaghe 
The very way to cercch them 

Bru. You (peske sth people,as if you were a God, 
To punth; Not s manef shes lnfirmucy. 

Soca. ‘Teorere well we let the people know’ 

Adene. Whae.whae? His Chotler? 

Cov.Choiler? Were | as patience as che midnight fleep, 
By loue, twould be my minde 

Sav. \110 0 minde cher fhall remain a poifon 
Where it 13. not peyfon eny further. 

Corse. Shall remaine? 

Heare you ches Triton of the Adasmones ? Maske you 
His sblohote Shell? 

Com. ‘Twas from the Cannon. 

Cor. Shell? O Ged ' but mot onerle Petriciens why 
You graue, bur wreaklefle Senarors, howe you thus 
Gruen Hidra heere to choofe an Officer, 

Thar with his perernprory Shall, being bue 

The borne, and noile oth’ Monfters, wants not {pint 
To fey, hee leurne your Currenctine ditch, 

And make your Channell his tfhe have power, - 
Then vale your Ignorance . Ifnone, awake 

Your dangerous Lenny: {f you are Learn'd, 

Be not 82 common Fooles ; 'f you are nos, 

Let them have Cuffions by you. You are Plebesans, 
Ifthey be Senators and they are no leffe, 

When beth your voices blended, the grear'ft cate 
Mol pallaces theits, They choofetherr Magiftsase, 
Andfuch a one ashe, who pute his Shall, 

His popular Shall. sgainft « greuer Bench 
Then ever frown'din Greece. By lowe hemfelfe, 

It makes che Conluls bafe ; and my Soule skes 
Toltnow, whentwo Auchortees ete vp, 

Nesher Supreame : How foone Confufhion 

May enter twrur che gap of Boch, and tske 

The one by thosher. 

Com Well, on to’th Marker piece. 

Core. Who ever gave that Counlell,to gree forsh 
The Corne ath’ Store-hoale gretis,ae twas vod 
Somenme in Greece. 

Mens, Well,well,no more of thse. 

Car. Thogh there the people hed more sbfotuce powre 
I Cov uney oorifht difobe drence: fed the reso of the Scate. 

Bra, Why thall che people grue 
One chet fpeakes thas, thew voyce? 

Cow. Ile gwe my Resfons, 

More worthuer cheatherr Voyces. They know the Corne 
W as noc our recorapencesefhing well effer'd 
They ne re did feruice for't , being peeft toth Wearre, 
Esen whee che Nawell of the Srete was touch'd, 
They weuld noc cheed the Gaces: This hinde of Seance 
Did nor deferue Corne granis. Beng ich Worre, 
There Mutumes and Revolts, wherein they thew'éd 
Molt Velour, [poke nat for chem. Th’Accafeton 
Which chey haue often made againft the Senece, 
All coufe unborne, could never be the Narive 
Of our fo frenkeDonetion Well, whec then? 
How fhali this Bofome-maltiphed, digeft 
The Senates Courrefie Let 
Wher's like to be chew words, We did requell ic, 
We ereche greater pole, and 10 tres fesre 

sue vs our deraeads, Thes we debefe 
The Narure of our Seats, and make che Rabble 


ia 


Beeeke ope the Lockes 8th Senate, and bring io 
The Crowes to pecke the Espies. 
Mens, Come enough 
Bra. Enough, with over meafure. 
Cerss, No, take more. 
Whac aey be fworne by, both Diuine end Humane, 
Seale whac f end wahall. This double worthip, 
Whereon part do's difdaine with coufe, the other 
Infule wiehout aflresfon - where Gencry , Title wifedom 
Cannox conclude, but by che yes and no 
Of generall | ance, ¢ muft omit 
Real Neceffitves, and p-ue way the while 
Tovnftable Slightnefle. Purpofe fo bare'd, it followes, 
Nothing 1s done to fe. Therefore befecch you, 
Yoo rhac will be leffe feacefull, chen difeveer, 
That love che Fundamental! pert of Srace 
Morechen you doubt the change on'r. Thac preferre 
A Noble life, before s Long aad Weth, 
To tumpe a Body with 8 dangerous Phyfcke, 
That ¢ fure of death without it . at once pluckeout 
The Mulritudinous Tongee, let chero oot licke 
The (weer which is thert peyfon. Your difhoaor 
Manglesceve tudgemem and bercaues che State 
Of thac Integrity which thould becom’: 
Nox hauing che power 10 do the good it would 
For th dl which doth comroul t. 
Bra. Has lard enough. 
Stem. H's fpoken like o Tesscor and thal anfwer 
As Traitors do. 
Core, Thov wretch, defpight ore. whelme thee: 
W haz fhould the people do with thefe bsld Tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience failes 
Ta'th‘greacer Beach, ns Rebellion. 
When what's not meer, bue whar molt be, was Lew, 
Then were they chofen : ins becrer houre, 
Let what os meet, be farde it mufi be meet, 
And throw their power i'th’duft, 

Bra. Manifeft Tresfon. 

Secu. This eConfull? No. 

Eater an Adsle. 

Bra. The Ediles boe : Let him be epprehended 

Sia Go call the people, m whofe nome my Selfe 
Attach chee 30a Trastoroos Innowetor: 

A Foe co’ch poblike Weale. Obey I cherge chee, 
And follow ro thine an(wer 

Carne. Hence old Gost 

AL WeelSurety hin 

Com. Ag dir, hands off. 

Corre. Hence rotten thing, or | thell (hake thy bones 
Out of chy Garments. 

Secoe, Heipe ye Cicizens. 

Euter a rabbte of Piebesans wath the Ales. 

Mene. On both fides more cefped. 

Steve. Here's hee, char would cake from you all pour 
power ; 

Bre Seizehim Addes. 

Al. Downe with him, downe with him 

a sen, W 8,weapons, 1 

prfarngrel nell 
Tribunes, Peericnans.Crrzens: what he: 
Sec ems, Bow os, Corvelanen, Citizens. 

All. Peace pesce,peace,ftay hold peace. 

Mase Whacis about to bef I am oat of 
Confufions neere,S connot fpeske. You, Tribunes 
To'th'people . Carielenms felense . Speak goed Stcta'm. 

3 - 


ns. 
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TheTr 
Setci. Heare me, People peace. 
48. Lea's rie og peace, (ocake, (peake, 


Scies. You are at point to lofe your Liberiies : 
Ad artim would have all from 
Whom lace you haue nam’d 
Aden. Fic, Ge, fie, this 1s che way co kindle, not co 


Sena, To vobuild che Citic, and to bay all flac. 
Setei, What is the Citie,buc che People ? 
AL, Tree,the People are che Citse. 
Brat, By the conten of all, we were efteblifh'd the 
Peoples Magiftreces. 
AL Yeu fo remaine. 
Afar. And fo are like to dee, 
Com, That is the way to lay che Citie flee, 
To bring the Roofe to the Foundation , 
Aad burie all which yet diftinGly caunges 
In heapes, and piles of Runne. 
Scie, This deferves Death. 
Brea. Or lec vs Rand to our Authoritie, 
Or lee vs lofe it: we doe here pronounce, 
Vpon che part oth’ People, in whole power 
We were cledted chess, Mar tans 18 worthy 
Of prefent Death. 
Sctci. Therefore lay hold of hum: 
Beate him toch’ Rock Terpersn, and fsom chence 
lao deftre tion caft him.. 
Breer, Fediles ferze bim. 
AR Ple. Yeeid Martius, yeeld. 
Mere, Heare me one word, ‘befeech you Tribunes, 
heare me buc a word. 
eA diles. Peace, pesce. 
Mene. Be that you feeme,truly your Coansries friend, 
Aad temp'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violencly cedreffe. 
Braz, Sit,thofe cold weyes, 
That feeme like prudent helpes,sre very poyfonons, 
Where the Difeafe ss violent. Ley hands vpon hun, 
And bearchimiothe Rock. Corse. dromes bas Sword. 
Corte. No, lle die here: 
There's (ome among you haue beheld me fighting, 
Come trie vpon your felues,whac you have feene me. 
Meno, Downe wah shat Sword, Tribenes wahdraw 
awhile. 
Brut. Lay hands epon him. 
Mem. Helpe Aarti ,helpe: you that be noble, helpe 
him young end old. 
AL Downe with him,downe with him, Exraw. 
In shes Manele, the Tribunes, the Ldsles, and tbe 
People are beat a. 
Mene, Gor, get youto out Houfe: be gone,sway, 
All will be naughs elf. 
3. Seaa, Ger you gone. 
Com. Stand falt,we hauees many friends as enemies. 
Meee. Shallic be putto thar? 
Sena, The Gods forbid : 
1 prythee noble friend, home to thy Honfe, 
Leave va to cute this Caufe. 
Mane. For’tis a Sore vpon vs, 
You cannot Tent your felfe: be gone, befeech you, 
Core. Come Sir.elong with vs 
Mee. \ would they were Barbarisns,as they ere, 
Though in Rome hser'ds nor Romans,as they are net, 
Though calued sch’ Poreh o'th’ Capicoll - 
Be gone,put nox your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 


aé 


Coviolanus.. 
One time will owe anesher. 

Corte. On feise ground,! could best forsie of them. 

Adan. 1 could my (elfe cake vp a Brace e'th’ beft of 
them, yea,the two Tribencs. 

Com, Bat now ‘tis oddes beyond Arxhmerick, 
And Manheod is call'd Foolerie, when is ftands 
Agamfi a falling Fabrich. Will you heace, 
Before che Tegge returne? Rage doth read 


Like incesrupted W sters,and o're-beare 
bales! they are vs‘d to beare. 
fous. Prey you be 2 
lle erse whether my old Wa be in 
With chofe chat beve bur tittle: chis mutt be patche 
With Cloth of sayCelour, 
Com. Nay, come away. 


Exennt Corselaus and 


Cc 

Patri, This man he’s marr'd his fortane. 

Mose. His nacere is too noble for the World : 
He weuld noe flatter Nepemee for his Trident, 
Or foue,for's power to Thander: his Heart's bis Moeth: 
What his Beef forges thac ns Tongue muff vent, 
And being » does forges chat ever 
He heard the Name of Death A Netfe wishen. 
Here's goodly worke, 

Patri. 1 would they were a bed, 

Mewe. | would they were wo Tyber. 
Wha the vengeance, could he not (peake ‘em faige f 

Ester Brutus and Sicoorus with the rabide agame, 

Siem, Where ws this Viper, 
That would depopul ste the city 6c be every man himlelf 

Mens. You worthy Tribanes. 

Swim. He thall be hone downe the Terpeian rock 
With rigorous hands : he hath refifted Law, 
And therefore Law hall (corne him further Trial 
Then the feuerity of the publike Power, 
Which he fo fers at neughr. 

8 Ca. He thall well know the Noble Tribsnes are 
The peoples mouths, and we their hands. 

Al, He thall fure ont, 

Mens, Sit fis, Saw. Peace, 

(Ate. Donot cry havocke, where you fhold but hunt 
Wuh modeft wasrsat. 

Sicin. Sit how com‘fi chat you haue bolpe 
Tomake this refcee ? 

Adene, Heere me fpeake? As I dohnow 
The Confuls worthineffe, fo can I neme his Fauies. 

Sm. Confull? wher Canfull ? 

Mone, The Confall Corsolavas 

Bru, He Con(ull. 

Al, No,no.no,no ne. 

Afeae. If by the Tribaneslesue, 
Aod yours good people, 
Imay be heard, | would creue a werd ertwe, 
The which hall tarne youto no furcber herme, 
Then fo much loffe of ame. 

Sus. Speake breefely chen, 
Foe we ere peremptory to dif 
This Viporous Traitor: to eaashans 
Were bet one danger,andto heepe hum heere 
Our certaine death: therefore it 1s decreed, 
He dyes to might. 

Adrorn. Now the good Geds fortnd, 
Thar our renowned Rome, whole gratitude 
Towards her defereed Children,s enrol)‘d 
In loues owne Booke, lake on vnnacurali Dam 
Should now esce vp bes owne. 











The Tragedse of (oriolanus. 


diem. He's ¢ Difeafe chase molt be cut awey. 
CMear, Ob he's s Limbe, chez he's bat 8 Difeste 
Morcall, co cut 1t off : se cure ie,eafie. 
What ha's he done to Rome, that’s worthy death ? 
Killiag our Enemies, the blood he hach le& 
( chs bey ay ely ater 
By many an Ounce) “d te for bis Country : 
Rodwbeeiselita loofe it by bie Councrey, 
Were co vs ail that doo’c, and fuffer is 
A beand to th’end s'th World. 
Sics. Thisis cleane kemae. 
Brat. Meerely ewry: 
When be did loue his Country, it honour'd bam, 
Mean, The feruice ofthe foore 
Being ence gaegren'd, is noc chen refpe Ged 
For what before ic wes. 
Bra. Wee'l beare no mere: 
Perfae hiem cy his howfe and placke hien thence, 
Leaft bis nfeAion being of carching natere, 
Spred further. 
Mess. One werd mere, one word: 


This Ti aa-stel, Leda ltr on 
The hee of enshan’ fwiftnefle, will (toe late) 


Tye Leaden too'sheeles. Proceed by Procefle, 
Lest porties (a he is belee'd) breake ous, 
And fecke great Rome with Romanes. 

Brat. 3€ 1 were fo? 

Sic. What do ge talke f 
Hoae we noc had 2 sie of his Obedience ? 
Oat Ediles fot : our felves refified : come. 

ddeve, Conkdes this: He ba's bin bred i'ch°UV eres 
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill. fchool’d 


In boulted Language : Meale and Bran together 
He throwes witheut diftingtion, Give me leaue, 
Me goto him, sad vadertake to bring him in pesec, 
Where he thall safwer by a lewfull Forme 
(In peace) co his eemoR peril. 

1Sex, Noble Tribunes, 


Ic is the bomsne way : the other courfe 
Will proue :and the end of iz, 
Vaknowne co che Beginning. 
Sie.Noble Adeurarw.be you then as the peoples officer: 

Mafiers,lay dewne your Wespons. 

Bra. Go nor home. 

Sic. Meet on the Market placerwee'l sttend you there: 
Where if you bring not Adartian ,wee'l prececde 
In our firlt wey. 

Menen, lie bring him to you. 
Let me defire your : he meft 
Or whee is worft will follow. 

Sua. you let's co bin. Laquot Onrwes. 

(oriclaxn with Noble. 

Corwo.Let them pall all ebout mine eates, prefer me 
Death on che Wheele, or at wilde Horfes hecles, 
Or pile cen hilles on the T arpeian Rocke, 
Thac the precipitation might downe ftretch 
Below che beame of ight; yet will I Aull 
Be thas co them. 


Eater Veluamia. 

Noble. You dothe Nobles. 

(Corte, \cnwufe my Mother 
Do's not approue me further, who was wont 
To call chem WollenVallsiles, things created 
To buy and fell with Groats, to thew bare beads 
In Congregations, co yawne, be ftill,snd wonder, 
When one bur of my ordinance ftood vp 


‘7 
To (peake of Pesce,oc Ware. I tatke of you, 
Why did you wifh me milder? Would you haus me 
Palfe comy Navare ?Rather fey, I pisy 
The man] em, 
T would haue had you pet your power well on 
Before you had worne it out. 

Corse. Let go. 

Vol. Yourmghe have beene enoegh the man you tre 
With @riuing leffe co be fo: Leffler had bin Z 
The chings of your difpoficions, if 
You had nor hewd them how ye were difpos'é 
Ere they lack’d power 0 crofle you. 

Corse. Lex hang. 

Velwm. l,end too. 

sae. Esree Mecenien with the Senators, 

Come,come, you have bin coo 
too rowgh : you muft returne,and mend ee 
Sen. There's noremedy, 
Valeffe by nat fo doing, our good Citie 
Cleawe in the midd'it,and perith, 
Velam. Pray be counfail'd ; 
Uhaue « heart as fietle apt as yoers, 
But yer e braine, that leades ay vie of Anger 
To better va . 

Mone. Well hid, Noble woman : 

Before he fhoald thas floope to'ch'’heart, bee chat 
The violent fiz a’th'rime crases it as Phyficke 

For the whole Scace; | would pu mine Armour oa, 
Which I can fcarfely beare. 

Cow. What maft! da? 

Men. Returne to th Tribones, 

Corie, Well,what then?what chen? 

Meee. Repent, what you have {poke. 

Cerwe. For them, I cannoc do it ro the Gods, 
Muft I chen doo’t co them ? 

Velum. You are too abfolure, 

Though thercin you can newer be too Noble, 

Bat when extremities (peake. I bawe hesrd you fey, 
Honor and Policy, like vnfeuer’d Friends, 

I’ch’Warre do grow together : Grant that end exil mg 
Ja Pesce, what esch of shem by th'other loole, 

That they combine nox there ? 

Corie, Toth ohh. 

CAtres. A good demand. 

Usiem. If it be Honor in yéuc Warres,to feame 
The fame you are nor, which for your beft ends 
You a 6 your policy : How is ic leffe or worfe 
That it (hall hold Companiontbip ia Peace 
With Honoar,esin Warte; face chat to both 
Ic lands mlike requeR. 

Corte. Why force you this? 

Vela. Becaufe, chat 
Now it lyes you on to fpeake co th’people: 

Nox by your owne mftrudtion, nor 

Which yous hearse prompts you,but with (uch werds 
That are but roared in your Tongue; 

Though bor Baflards,and Syllables 

Of no allowance, to your bofomes trash. 
Now, thie no more difhonors you st all, 

Then to take ina Towne with gentle words, 
Which elfe would put you co your fortune,and 
The hazard of much blood. 

I — diffemble wich my Nacure, where 

My Forrencs and my Priends st Rake sequis’d 
J doo in Honor. oe 





Bor che inhericance of cheir loges, and fafeg ard 
Of what that want might ruwe. 

(Moun, Noble Lady. 
Come goe with vs,fpeake farre: you may falue fo, 
Not what is dangerous prefent but che lof 
Of whac 1s paft. 

Volum. 1 pry chive now, my Sonne, 
Goeto them,with chis Bonnet in thy hand, 
And thes farre hauing ftretche it(here be with them) 
Uy Adal bufling the ftones- for in fuch bufinefe 
Aion 1s eloquence and the eyes of thignorans 
More learned then the eares,wauing thy head, 
Whieb often thus corr thy flout heast, 
Now homble as the rspeft Mulberry, 
Thag will not hold the handling : o: {ayto them, 
Thou art their Souldier,and bemg bred in 
Haft nos the foft way which thoo da'ft conf 
Were fit for thee to vie,as they to clayme, 
In asking their good loues, bur show wil: frame 
Thy felfe (forfoath) hereafter theiss fo ferre, 
As chou heft power and perfon. 

ange Harty done, : - 
Ewen as their hearts were yours : 
For they have Pardons, being ssk'd,es free, 
As words to litde purpofe, 
Velam. Prythee now, 
Goe,snd be rul'd : although | know chou hadft rather 
Follow thine Enemie io a herie Galle, 
Then flatter him in a Bower, Guser Comsvias. 
Here is Commentns. 
Com I beue beene i'th’ Market place: ond Sit ‘tis fic 
You make Rrong partie,or defend your felfe 
By calmeneffe,or by sbfence: all's in anger. 
Mears, Onely faire fpeech. . 
Com, Lehinke ‘twill fecue,sf he can thereto frame his 
(pirse. 
. Volum He muft,and wills 

Prythee now (ey you will,and goe about ir. 

Corw. Mut [ goe thew them my enbarb'd Sconce? 
Muft I with my bafe Tongue give to my Noble Hears 
A Lye, thar 1c moft beare well ? I will doo'r . 

Yer were there but ehis fingle Plot,to loofe 

This Moald of Afartau,chey to dutt fhould grinde iz, 
And throw't againft the Winde. Toth’ Market place: 
You hawe put me now to fuch a partywhich neuer 

I Shalt difeharge coth’ Life. 

Com Come,come,wee'le prompt you. 

Volum. \ ptythee now {weet Son,ss chou haft {aid 
My praifes made thee firft aSouldier ; fo 
Tohase my praife for this, pesforme 3 past 
Thov haft not done before 

Corie. Well I malt doo? : 

Away my difpofition, and poffetfeme 

Some Harloes fpirit : My throat of Warre be curn'd, 
Which quier’d with my Drumme into a Pipe, 
Small as sn Eunuch, or che Virgin voyce 

That Babies lull s-fleepe : The {miles of Kaaues 
Tent in my cheekes, and Schoole-boyes Teares cake vp 
The Glattes of my fight: A Beggars Tongue 

Make motion through my Lips,zod my Arm'd knees 
Who bow d but in any Sirrop, bend like his 

That hathreceiu'd an Ales. [ willootdoo't, 
Leaf | furceale to honor mine owne truth, 


' For death, for fine,or Banifhment, then let them 





To begge of thee, is my more difhonor, 
Then chou of them. Come all co raine, Jez 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare 

erous Scoutneffe : for ] mocke a death 
With ss bigge hearc ag thou, Deas thou lift, 
Thy V alssnmeffe was mine, thon fach'ft it from me : 
But owe thy Pride thy felfe. 

Core. Praybecoatent: 

Mother, | sm going to the Market place 
Chide mene more. lle Mountebsnke their Loves, 
Copge thes Hearts from them, snd come home below'd 
Of all che Trades in Rome. Looke,! am going: 
Commend me comy Wife, Ile retarne Coofall, 
Orneuer trvft to what my Tongue cen do 
I'ch way of Flactery further. 

Volum. ee Exit Pol-- -.- | 

Cam.Ausy, ribunes do ateend var laf 
Toanfwer mide! 7: for ebey are peepar'd : | 
With Accufations, as I heare more ftrong 
Then sre you yet. 

Corie, word is, Mildely. let ysPo, 
ikeukcaGimen : 
Will snfwer in mine Honor. 

Adenen. 1, but mildely. 

Corie, Well mildcly be it chen, Mildely. Enewas 
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is point charge him home, chat he affeéts 
Tyranaicel power : fhe evade vs there, 
Taforce him with his enuy co the people, 

And thet the Spoile gor on the Amssets 

Wasne'’re diftribured What,will he come? 


Edle.’Winhold Afreonien,and thole Senstors 
That elwayes faucer’d him. 
Siem. Heue you a Caralogue 
Of all che Voices thet we bave procar’d,fet downe by’th 
— adel bers kh (Pole? 
aue you ¢ them by Tribes? 
ldsle. yhese id 
jtin. Affemble prefenly che people hither : 
And when they heare me fay, is be fo, 
I'ch'sighe and h ath’ Commons : be ic either 


IFT fay Pine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 
fnfifting on the olde 
Aad power ich Truth s'th Caufe, 
Rdile, 1 Theil informe theas. 
Bre, Aod when fach time they howe begun to cry, 
Let chem not ceafe. but with s dinne confue'd 
Tnforce the prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence 
Sins, Mite them be Prong, end ready for chs hie 
os 
When we Pie epee 20 
Bre. Go sbout iz, 
Pat him re Cheller firaite, he hath bene vs’ 
Ener to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of coatradigion. Being once chafe, he cannot 
Be seta’d sgaine to Temperence,then be fpeakes com 
2° 


Mere ee Se ee 
jed with worthy men, plane 
a Temples th mesa ee 


wish W asce. 


Enter the Edits weth the Plebnans. 
Sic, Draw oeere ye people. 
Eble, Liflto yout Tcibuncs. Audience: 


Bab Tri, bolcal Aabitrps hoe. 
(Corie. Shall Ibe charg’d a0 furches then this prefene 2 
Moff all decermine heere ? 
Sicis. 1 do demand, 
fubmit you to the peoples voices, 
low their Officers, and are concent 


Concent 
Mane, Lo Citizens,he 
The warlike Seruice he ha’s 


heis Coneene. 
,confider: Thinke 


His rougher AGions for malicious founds 
But as I Gy, fach as become s Soldier, 


Rather then envy you, 
Cons, Well,well no more 
Corre, thle or be 
patt for Confull with full voyce : 
houre 


d, that che very 


Corea, Say then : “cis crue, I ough: fo 

Ssem.We charge you,that you have concrlu'd to tske 
From Rome all feafon'd Office, and to winde 
Your felfeinco s power tyrsanicall, , 
For which ate 3 Trastot to the people. 

je. How? Traytor? 

Alene. N rately : your promife. 

Corse. The fires ithlowelt hell. Fould in the people : 
Call me their Traicor, thou injurious Tribune. 
Within thine eyes fare twenty choufaod deaths 
Ia thy bands clasebs : oar Care 
Thy lying congue, both s. I would fy 
Thou lye enzo chee, with a voice as free, 
As 1 do pray the Gods. 

Siem. Marke you this people ? 

Al. TorthRocke, to th Rocke with him, 

Seis, Peace: 
ee eee 
What you haue feene him do, and heard him (peake : 


Corio, What do you prate of Service, 
Bree, 1 calkeol thes, char know it 
Corie. Laat paae 
D4ene, 1s chis the promife oumsde your mothe 
Com. Know, I pray : . 
Rates He know no r : 
them pronounce the Tarpesan deash, 
Vagabond exile, Flesing, pene to tides 
Bat wichs greine a day, 1 would noc buy 
Theis mercie,at the price of one faire word, 
Nor checke my Courage for whee they cao giur, 
To have’e with faying, Good morrow. 
Stes. For that he ha’s 
(As rnuch as in him lies) from time totime 
Enui'd againft the people ; eeking meanes 
Toplecke sway their power: es now at laft, 
Given Hoftile ftrokes, and that not io the prefence 
Of dreaded Iuftice, bur on the Minifters 
Thee doch difiribuce ic. In the name ath'peogle, 
And in the power ef vsthe Tribunes, wee 
eens oer pen nan Cas 
n peril of preci 
ise off the Rocke salgina never more 
o ences our Rome gates. l'th’ Peoples neme, 
T (ay it fhall bee fo. 
AE. 1c thal be fo, it fhall be fos lec him away : 
Hee’s banith’d, and it thall be fo, 
Com, Heare me my Mafters,and my comawa friends. 
Sicin, He's fentenc’d ; No more heanog. 
Cons. Let me {peake: 
i heue beve Confull, and can fhew from Rome 
Her Enemies meskes vpon me. I do love 
My Countries good, with a refpedt more tender, 
More holy, end profound, then mine owne life, 
My deere Wives eftimace, her wombes encresie, 
heh ero | Loynes: chen if! woald 
Speake 


Sicin. We know your drift. Speake what ? 

Bre. ileal mote ra hoe but he is banifh'd 
As Enemy to his Counttey. 
(e thal a fo, ais 

A. Icthall be fo, is hall be fo. 

Corie. ¥ o« common cry of Curs,whofe breath T hate, 
As reeke a’ch rotten Fennes ; whofe Loves J prize, 
As the dead Carkafles of vnburied men, 
That do corrupt my Ayre : L banith you, 
And heere remaine with your vacertaintie. 
Let euery feeble Rumer fhake your hesrts : 
Your Enermes with nodding of cheir Plumes 
Fan you into difpaire: Have the power ftill 
To benith your Defenders, rill at lengeh 
Your Corhich findes noc till it feefes, 
Moking bet referustion of your felues, 
Still yous owne Foes) deliver 
As moft abated Captives, to fome Nation 
Thac wonne you without blowes, defpifing 
For youche City. Thus I carne my backe; 
There is 8 world elfewhere. 

Exeunt Corielanus, Comarion , with Comal. 
They 48 foout, andtbrew vp tbesr Caps, 





20 | The Tragedie of ( oriolanus. 
Edile. The peoples Enemy is gone,is gone. wares furfets, .o go couc with ene 


28. Our enemy is barufh'd,he is gone: Hoo,00. 
Sicis. Go fee bum our a: Gates,and follow him 
As he bach follow’d you, with all defpight 
Gine him deferu’d vexazion, Leta guard 
Attend vs chrough the City. 
AL Come,come,jers fee him out as gates,comes 
The Geds preferue our Noble Tnbunes,come. Excaut. 





Aélus Quartus. 





Esser Coriclarm Volnesase, Vergilia, Menensn , C cusmim, 
wth she yong Ni of Rome. 

-  Certe.Come leauc your teares:a brief farwel:che beaft 
With many beads burs me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage ? You were ws'd 
Te fay, Extrearnuies was the cricr of (pirits, 

That common chances, Common men could beare, 
Thar when the Sea was calmc, all Boats alike 
Shew'd Mafterthip in floazing. Fortunes blowes, 
When moft ftrooke home, being gentle wounded ,craues 
A Noble cunning. You were vs'dto losd me 
With Precepts that would make inuincible 
The heart that conn'dthem. 
Virg. Oh heauens!O heauens? 
Corre. Nay,] prychee woman, 
Vel.Now the Red Peftilence Arike al Trades in Rome 
Aad Occupations perith. 
(Corio, Whac,what, whae ; 
{ fhall be Jou’d when I am lack'd. Nay Mother, 
Refume char Spirit, when you were wons to (ay, 
If you had beene the Wife of Hereuses, 
Six of his Labours youl’d haue done, and fau'd 
Your Husband fo much (wer. Commons, 
Droope noc, Adieu : Farewell my Wife,my Mother, 
Ile do well yet. Thou old and true Adenemans, 
Thy ceares arc falter then a yonger mans, 
And venomous to thine eyes. My (fometime General, 
L have feene the Sterne, and thou halt oft beheld 
Heart-basdaing {peGacles. Tell thefe fad women, 
Tis fond co waile ineuntadle flrokes, 
As‘tistolaugh st’°em My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards fill have beene yous folace,and 
Beleeu’c noc lightly, though I 20 alone 
Like to alobely Dragon, that his Fenne 
Makes feas‘d,and calk'd of more then feene : your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common,or be caughe 
With caurelous bans sod practice. 
Volum. My fist fone, 
Whether will chou go? Take good Convsmiss 
Wich thee awhile : Determine on fome courfe 
More then 3 wilde expoftuse, to cach chance 
Thac ftarc’si’th’way before chee. 
Corie. OtheGods! 

Com.1\c follow thee s Menech, deuife with thee 
Where thou hale reft, thas chow mayft beare of vs, 
And we of thee. Sof the cime ferth 
Acavfe for shy R we fhall not fend 
O're the vait world, to feeke afingle msn, 

Aad loole aduamage, which cosh ever coole 
Ish’abfence of the needer. 

Corie. Pore ye well : 
Thou heft yeases vpon thee, and thou art too full 


a 


That's yer eabruis'd : bring me bur out ac gate, 
Come my Sweet wile, Mother,and 
My Friends of Noble touch : when ] am forth, 
Bid me farewell, snd {mile. 1 prey you comes 
While I remaine sboue the you 
Heare from me itill, and neuer of me oughe 
Bat what is like me formerly. 
As scan he Comis weepe, 
any cere can hesre. "snot 
gL cote Mieke ett bat one feeen yoesce 
cold ermes and leg ges, by the Gods 

‘les Ghee ae ee 

erso. Gine me thy hand, come. Exenm 

Earer Shei Trikes ate Siconist snd Braves, 
wreb the Edile, 

Sicm.Bid them all home, he's gone: 8 wee'l no farther 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we fee hane fided 
In hus bebalte. 

Bra. Now we have thewne our power, 
Let vs feeme humbicr after it is done, 
Then when ic was a dooing, 

Sitsn Bid chem home: {ay their greac enemy is gooe 


And they, fiand in theis ancient Qren 
Brat. Diffie chem home. Here comes his Mother 
Enter VolamucsY rrgilia ord Menemen. 
Sicon. Let's noe meet her. 
Bras Why? 


<— They fay the's mad, 
ret They have cane nore of vs: on 
Volum. Oby’are well met: ea a lakes 
Tohoorded plague a’ch°Gods requit your love. 

Menew Peace,peace be not fo loud. 

Volum. lf that | could for ing, you fhould heare 
Nay, and you hall heare fome. Wittyoe be gone? 

Veg. You fhali {lay too . 1 would I had the power 
To fay foro my Husband, 

Sieve. Ace you mankinde 2? 

Folum, 1 foole,is that a (hame. Nore bur this Foole, 
Was not 2 man my Father? Had’ thou Foxfhip 
To bamth him chat Rrooke more blowes for Rome 
Then thou haft fpoken words, 

Stem, Ob blefled Heauens ! 

Volum. Moe Nobic blowes, then ener } wife words, 
Aad for Romes good, He tell chee whar : yet poe: 


Nay bur thoa that Ray coo : I would my Sonne 
Were in Arabia,aod thy Tribe Sefore him, 
His good Sword in his hand. 

Secs, What then ? 


Verg. What then? Hee'ld make an end of thy poRtezie | 
Polum. Baftards,and sll, 

Good man, the Wounds that he does beare for Rome } 
Ad ence, Come,come, peace. 
Swia, T would he had continued to his Coantry ‘ 

As he began,and aot wnknit himfelfe 

The Noble knot he made, 

Bra, ] would he had. 
Volum would he had ? Twas you jocenfi che rable. 

Cars, char can iudge as ficly of his worth, 

As] can of thofe Myfteties which heauen 

Will not have carthro know. 

Brut. Pray let's go. 
Folam. Now pray fir get you gone, 
Vou haue done a braue deede : Ere you go, heare this: 


{ ta Orpen ae doth the Capicoll exceede 


tu oft houfe in Rome; fo fasremy Sonne 





This Ladses Husband beese ; this (do you fee) 
Whom you hase banifh’d, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well,well,wee'lesve you. 
Siena. Why fay we co be baited 

Wich one chat wants hee Wus. 

Vole. Take wy Prayers with you. 
L would the Gods had nothing eile rodo, 
Bacco confieme my Curfles. Could I mecte ‘em 
Bac once a day, it would vnclogge my heart 
Of whaz lyes heavy t00"t. 

CMens. Yoo hawe cold them home, 

And by my trosh you hane caefe : youl Sup with me. 

Vohan, Angers my Meace : I oppe vpon my felfe, 
And fo fhall fterve with Feeding : Come,ler's go, 
Leave this faint-puling, and lament as | do, 

Ja Anger, /ave-like : Comcicenan on. 

Aéene. Fie fie fe. 

Ewer a Roman, and 4 Vole. 

Rem. lhoow yoo well fir, end you know mee: your 
name | choke is Adrean. 

Velee, \cis fo fe, weuly I have forgot you. 

Ress. Lama Roman, and ary Secwces sre as you are, 

oR‘em., Kaow you me yet. 

Welce. Nicamar : na, 

Rom. The fame fir. 

Velee. Youhad more Beard when ak faw eres 

r Fapour is well 'd by your Tongue. a's 
Ne wesi0 Abies piy bat s Note froma the Volcean 
fiasc to finde yououc there. Youheue well {sued mee s 
dayes iourney. 

There hath beene in Rome ftraenge Infurredi- 
ous: The people, again the Senacours, Patricians, snd 
Nobies. 

Fel. Harb bin; is it ended cheo? Our Scere thinks nor 
fo, they are ia as08 warlike preparation,& hope to com 
vpon them,ia (be beste of their diwifion 

Rom. The meine blaze of it is pat, but a finail thing 
weuld make it flame agsine. For the Nobles receyue fo 
te heart, the oe pier worthy Corvelesam, thst 

are ma ripe spructie, to rake 91 power from the peoe 
Se andro plucke fromchem they Tnbuses for ever. 
This lyes gtowing J cen cell you, and is almoft mature for 
che viclenc breaking one. 

Vol. Corvelanns Banatie ? 

Rem. Banuh'd fir. 

Fol. You will be welcome wath this intelligence Ni- 


caver. 

Rew, The dey ferves well for chem now. Thane heard 
it fade, che ficteft cime to corrupt s mans Wife, is when 
thee’s falne out with her Husband. Your Noble Tadlas 
AGfidine well sppeare well in thefe Warres, his grea 
Oppofe: Corselauas being cow in no requeft of bis coen- 
ey 


Ext Trebemes. 


Exzwut 
Exw. 


Veicse. He cannot choefe: J am moft fortuware, thus 
acerdentaily to encounter you, You have ended my Bu- 
Gaeffc aad } will mernly accompany you horve. 

Rem. } fhall betweene this sad Supper, tell youmof 
firange shings from Rome : ell tending tothe good of 
thes Aduerlaries, Heae you an Army ready (sy you? 

Wel, AmoftRoyall one: The Centarions, and thew 
charges diftnAly billetced already in th'entertainment, 
aod 10 be on foot at an houres warning, 

Rom lami to heare of cneit readineffe.snd em 
the maa [ chinke, chac fall fer them mn prefent. A aionSev 
G: ,bearily well enct.and mott glad of your seidd sag 

Voice. Youtahemy part from mefu, Shove the moh 


‘Here's no place for you: Prey goto the doore? 


of youre. 

Rom, Well, let vs gocogether, 

Encer Corselavia ma mcane Apparrell, Dife 
: gu[d pad medficd, 

Corse. A goodly Ciryisthis Antrem. Citty, 
"Tis Uthat made thy Widdowes: Many an heyre 
Of thefe faire Edices fore my Warres 
Hauc } heard groznc,end drop : Then know me nos, 
Lesft thac chy Wiues with Spits,and Boyes with Qones 
In pany Bactell flay roe. Sauc you Gs. 

Emer a Citizen. 

Ca. And you. 

Corre, Dire me,if be will,where grest e-hf- 
Adem lies : Is heme er 

Cet. He is, aad Feafts the Nobles of che Scace, at his 
houfe this nighe, 

Corse, Which is his bovfe,beleegh you ° 

Cu. This heese before you, 

Corse. Thanke you Gr, facewell. Exu Cirizm 
Oh World, chy fi:ppery turnes ! Friends new falt (worn, 
Whole double bofomes feemes to weate one heare, 
Whofe Houres, whofe 8cd, whofe Meale and Exercife 
Ace Rill cogecher : who T win (as ‘tweresin Lous, 
Vofeparable, thal] vathin chis houre, 

On a diffention of a Doc, breske out 

To bitteref Enmity ; So fellefl Foes. 

Whole Pafons, and whole Plots have broke thea Deep 

Totake the one the other, by fotne chance, 

Some cricke nor worth an Eyge, (hal! grow deere fiends 

And iacer-soynetheir yffucs. So with me, 

My Birth-place haue t. and my loucs epon 

This Enemse Towne ; Ile enter, ifhe flay me 

He docs faire Juftice: ifhe goucme way, 

Ile do his Country Serorce. Ex, 
Maficke vlayes. Enter a $ 

1 Ser. Wiee, Wine, Wine : What fenieris beere? | 

theake our Pellowes are sflecpe. 
Enter another . 
3 Ser, Where's ( ona:my M.cais for him: Coteau, Exits 
Eascr Corselann, 


Exe 


Corse. A goodly Houfe : : 
The Feafi {meis weil : but I sppeore not like a Goeft, 


Ester the fof Serergman, 
1 Ser. What would you bsue Friend? whence are 


roe 
xis 
Corre, [have deferu'd 00 betcer encercatpmens in be. 


ing Covrelawn. Enser fecond Sersan. 

2 Ser, Whence are you fis? Ha’s che Porter bis eyes in 
his head,thas he giues enerance to fach Companions ? 
Pray get youou.. 

Corio, Away. en 

a“a. A ? ° 

Corte. Now chart seublecense 

2 Ser. Asc you fo brave: Le heue you telke with anon 

Enter 3 Sermngman, they meets bin. 

3 What Fellowes chis? 

t A ftrange ove ss ever look'd ook I cannot get him 
owt o th’houce : call my Mafteste him, 

Pe les baue you to do here fellow? Pray you auoid 
£ . 


Corie, Let me bur Rand, will noc hurt yous Harth. 
9 Wher are you? 
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tion: Heerc’s no place for you, pray you euoid: Come. 
Care, Follow your FuaGion,go,and batten on colde 
bics. Polbes bam am ay frous bin, 
3 What you will not? Prythee tell my Maiftes what 
a ftrange Goeft he ba’s heere. 
2 And! fail. Exk fecond Seruingman, 
3 Where dwel'f thou? 
Carve. Vader the Canopy. 
3 Vader the Canopy ? 
"Corre. 3. 
3 Where's that? 
Corse. I'th Cacy of Kites and Crowes, . 
3 Ith City of Kites and Crowes ? What en Affe itis, 
chen chow dwci'f with Dawes too ? 
Corw. No, I fersenot thy Mafter. 
3 How fic? Do you meddle wich my Mafler? 
Corso. 3,tis an howefter fervice, chenro meddle with 
thy Mifiris : Thou prac'ft,and prar’ft, feree with thy tren- 
cher : Hence. Brats kim away 
Eater Auffidion with the Sereing man. 
Af. Whereis cis Fellow ? 
2 Here fir, Pde hauc beaten himlike a dogge, but for 
diiturbing che Lords within. 
Auf Wience cow'f chou? What woldft }?Thy name? 
Why {peak ft now Speake man: What's thy name? 
Corto. Sf Tallms not yet thou know'ft me, and [eemg 
me, doft not thinke me for the maa J am, necefhiure com- 
mands ime oame avy [elfe. 
Af, Whac is thy same? 
Corse. , A name vnmuficall co the V olcians eares,! 
And hacth in found co thine. 
Avf. Say what's thy name? 
Thou haft a Grim apparance, and thy Face 
Beares 3 Command in't : Though thy Tackles tome, 
Thou thew'fte Noble Veffell: Bina thy name ? 
Core. Prepare thy brow to frowne:knowlt J me yer? 
Auf. \ know thee oor ? Thy Namee 
Corre My name ts Cars Marna, who heth done 
Tothec particularly, and ¢o all the Valccs 
Great hurt 20d Mifctuefe . chercto witneffe may 
My Surname Corsolenas. The painfull Seruice, 
The excreme Dangers and the droppes of Blood 
Shed for my thankleffe Country ,ere requated : 
Buc with chat Surname, a good memorie 
Aud witneile of the Malice and il ai 
Which choa fhould'ft beare me only ibac name remains, 
The Cruelty and Enuy of rhe people, 
Permitred by our daftasd Nobles who 
Haue el! ee me, hath deuour'd che ref - 
And (offer'd me by ch’vovce of Siaues to be 
Hoop’d out of Rome. Now this extrenny, 
Hach brought me to thy Harch, nor out of Hope 
(Miltake me nant) to faue my lite : for if 
I had teas ddeath, of all che Meni ch’ World 
1 would have voided thee. But in meere fprghe 
Tobe tull quic of thofe my Banifhers, 
Stand { before thee heere : Then if thou haft 
Aheatc of weeake in thee, thas wilt reucnge 
Thine owne particular wrongs, sid flop chofe maimes 
Of shame feene through thy Couorry, {peed thee ftraight 
And mekemy mifery ferve chy turnc 1 So vfe it, 
That my peoeneere Seruices may proue 
AsBenetustothee. For twill ighe 
Againit my Cankred Councrey,with the Spleene 
Of all the euder Friends. Bus if fo be, ‘ 
Thou daz'ft 201 thus, and thst to: prowe more Fortunes 









The Tragedre of Coriclanus. 


Th’art cys'd, then ina word, J alfo am 
Longer co luse rnoft wearie : and prefent 
My chroat to thee, aod ro thy Ancient Malice : 
Which got co cur,would fhew thee hut s Foole, 
Susce I have ever followed thee with hate. 
Dravwne Tunnes of Blood out of chy Countries brcft, 
And cannot live but co thy fhame, eniefle 
It be ro do thee feruice. 
Arf. Ob Martius, Marra; 
Each word thou haft {poke, hath weeded from my heart 
A roote of Ancient Enuy, If lupicet. 
Should from yond clowd {peake diuine things, 
Aad fay ‘zis true; I'denot beleeue therm more 
Then thee all-Noble Avartos, Lew me twine 
Mine armes abour tha body, wheres aint 
id eden ~ . hundred umes hath broke, 
earrde oone with (plinzers . 
The Anuile of my Sword, and praplass soak 
As hotly,and as Nobly with chy Lowe, 
As eucr in Ambitious Rtrength, } did 
Concend again thy Valour, Koow thos fir, 
1 lou'd the Maid J married : nener aan 
Sigh'd truer breath Bur chet J fee thee heere 
Thou Noble thing, more dences my rapt heare, 
Then when | fir my wedded Mifiris isw 
Beftride my Threfhotd. Why, thou Mars I cell chee, 
We haue a Power onfoote : and 1 had purpofe 
Once more cohew thy Target from thy Brawae, 
Or loole mune Arme for'c: Thou haf beate mec ows 
Twelue fcuerall wmes,sd J hewe nightly ince 
Dreame of encounters ‘twint thy fetfe onc me: 
Wehauc beene downe rogetines in my fleepe, 
Vobackling Heknes, fing each others Throat, 
Ané wak'd halfe dead wih nothing. Worthy Adarténs, 
Had we no other quarrel! elie to Rome, but chag 
Thou att thence Banifh'd, we would mufter all 
Froth weluc,to feuenrie : and powring W arte 
Into the bowels of vngratefpl! Rome, 
Like a buld Flood o're-beate. Ohcomagoin, 
And cake our Friendly Senators bych’hands 
Who now archeere, tsking their Icaues of mee, 
Who am prepar'daganfl your Tereitones, 
Though not for Rome it felfe. 
Corse. You bleffe roe Gods. 
Af. Therefore moft abfolute Sit ifthou wilt hase 
The leading of thine owne Revenges, take 
Th’one halfe of my Commiffion,and fer dewne 
As bef thou art experienc'd,fince thou know A 
Thy Countnes Rrength and wesakneffe, thine own Waics 
Whether to knocke apainft the Gates of Rome, 
Orcudely vifit chemin parts remote,’ 
Tofrigne chem, eredefroy, But comem, 
Lerme commendthee firlt, co thofe chat thal 
Say ycatochy defires. Achoaland velcomes, 
And more a Bacall hes ere an Enemie, 
Yet Martiay hit was much Your band: moft —— 
meant 





Ester nee of the Serumguen. 
t Heere'sa ftrange alteration? 
a By my hand, hsdthoght co haue roken him wich 
a Codgell,and yer my minde gave me, his closches made 
a falle report of hun. 
1 Whatan Arme be has, be curn’d me about with his 
Ginger and his thumbe.as one would fet vp a Top. 
3 Nay,] koew by his face chaz there was fome-ching 
inhim. He had fir,akinde of tace me thought, } canaut 
rel] 



















TheTs 


s Hehed fo,looking as it were, would J were bang‘d 
bet I chere wes more ia him shen I could think. 

3 So did} De be fweme: He is imply the rare man 
Scb‘world. 
3 Ithinke he is : but s greater [oldier then he, 
You wot one. 

a Whomy Mafter? 

s Nay, it's nomatter for that. 

3 Worth fiz onbim. 

3 Ney not foneither: bet I cake him to be the greater 


Souldiour. 

a Paih looke you,one cannot tel] how to fay that:fos 
the Defence of a Towne,our Generall 13 excellent. 

a 1, and for ansflank too. 

Ester the third Sersingmas, 

3 Ob Slases, I can tell you Newes News you Rafcals 

Bob. What, what, whee woh ln 

zi woeld not be s Romen of all Nacions; { bad as 
Kee be a condemn'd man. 

Bab. Wherefore? Wherefore ? 

3_Why bere’s be chat was wont to thwacke our Ge- 


3 Nyy co yon Oe ee 
3 I donotisy 


wayes enough for him 
2 to cea ictewecs sad ibd he wal eanifes 
herd for bien, I hase heard him fay fo himfelfe. 

3 He wastoo hard for him direAly, to fay the Troth 
en’ before Corioliss, he feorcht himm,and norche hun like a 
Cesbinado. 

3 And hee had bin Cannibally gen, bee might have 















3 Why heis fomade on heere within, as ifhce were 
Son end Herre to Mare, fet ac vpper end o'chTable: No 
jon aske hin by any of the Senarors, bat they Aland 
beld before him. Our ll himfelfe makesa Mifteis 
of hin , Sandtifies nianfelfe with’s hand, and curnes vp the 
whice o'th’eye to his Difcourfe. Bur che bortome of the 
Newes is,oue Generall is cut :'‘ch’middie,& but one halfe 
of what he was yefterday. For the ocher has halfe, by 
the and graone of the whole Table. Hee’l go be 
and fole the Porter of Rome Gaces by th'cares. He 
will mowe all downe beforehim, snd leave his pallage 
é. 

a And he'sss like to do't.ss any man I can imagine. 

3 Doo? he will doo't : for look you fir,he has as ma- 
oy Friends as Enemies: which Friends fir as kk were durft 
not (looke you fir) thew themfelues (as we terme it) his 
Frjende, whileft he's in Diretiende. 

t Direéticade? Whac's ther ? 

3 Bue when chey thall fee fir,his Creft vp sgaioe,end 
the nen in blood , they will out of their Burroughes (Like 
Coales after Raine) and revel all with him. 

2 Bat when goes chis forward: 

3 Tomorrow, codey, prefeniys youlhall haue the 
Drum Arooke vp thss afternoone : “Tis as it were parcel 
of cheir Pesft,and to be execaced ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Why chen wee thal! haves ftirring World ogaine - 
This peace is nothing , but to reft Iron, encreale Taylors, 
ond breed Ballad-makers. 

















t Lecmehaue Warre fay I, 1 exceeds pescens farre 
Peg sek walkin full 


ene. Peace, is svcry , ull d, 
deaf, Scope, lenfble, eperarcl more kara’ Ch 
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dren, then wartes a deftroyer of men, 
3 ‘Tis fo,and as wartes in fome (ort may be feide to 
















be » Rawither, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is s prea! 
maker of Cuckolds. ee 

1 Tend it makes men haze one another. 

3 Resfon.becsufe they then leffe neede one another : 
The Wearres for my money, Thopeto fee Romanes as 
cheapess Volcians. They are rifing they are rifing. 

Beth. in, ia, in, in. 

Ewser the two Trehemes Sccanises ped Breton. 

Sicus. We here not of him,neithes need we fear hin, 

His remedies are tame, the prefent peace, 
And quietneffe of the seople hits before 
Were in wilde pal Heere do we make his Friends 
Bluth, that the world goes well : who rather hed, 
Though they themfelues did {uffer byt, behold 
Di ffentiows numbers pefiring ftreets, chen fee 
Oct Tradefmen iinging in thes (hops and going 
About chess Fundtions friendly. 

Enter (Menenien, 

Bre. We food too't in time. Is chis Afcuaniar} 

Secim, ‘Tis be, us he: O he is grown mof kind oflae: 
Haile Sir. Adene. Haile to you both. 

Sic. Your Corielanus it not much mift, but with his 
Friends : the Commonwealth doth Rand, snd fo woeld 
do, were he more angry a¢ it. 

Adeas. All's well, and might heuve bene auch berter, 
ifhe could haue temporiz’d, 

Serie. Whereis te, heere you ? 

Mene. Ney I heare nothing: < 
His Mother and his wife, heare oothing from bim, 

Enter chres sv foure Citsnens. 

All, The Gods preftrue = both. 

Prange ie 0 you all 

7a. to te ° 

z Our elgg eras ary tpg knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both, 

Sem. Liuc,and thnue. 

Bre. Farewell kinds Neighbours : 

We wilht Corselanes had lou'd you as we did. 

All. Now the Gods keepe you. 

Bech Tri. Farewell, farewell. Excunt Citizens 

Socom, This isa happier and more comely «ume, 

Then when thefe Fellowes ran sbout che freets, 
Crying Confufton. 

Bre. Cam Martun was 
A worthy Officer ith Warre, but Iafolent, 

O’recome with Pride, Ambitious, paft all chinking 


Bre. The Gods have well prevented ix,aad Reme 

Sits fafe and Gill, withowe him. 
Eater mn Adi. 

dde. Worby Tribanes, 
There 1s9 Sine whom we bane pr npn, 
Reports che Volces with wo feverall Pewers 
Are entredin the Ramen T errizories, 
And wich the deepeft malice of the Warre, 
Deftroy, what lies before “em. 

Meee, ‘Trt Avfidua, 

Who hearing of ovr Adartins Banifhment, 
Theufts forth his hornes into the wortd 
Which were in-fheil'd when Adartens Rees ie bee 


‘And durft not ence peepe ont. 

Sisin, Come, what talke you of ttartiay. 

Bra. Golce this Remorer whipr, it cannot be, 
The Volces dare breake with vs. 

Mens, Canacr be ? 
We howe Record, that very well it can, 
And three examples of the like, bach beene 
Wishin my Age. Buc reafon wich the fellow 
Before you punith him, where he beasd this, 
Lest you that chance to whip your Informsciea, 


who bids beware 
Of whac is to be 


Siem. Tell noe me : know chis cannot be. 
Bra, Not pofhble. 
Eater a Mefenger. 

Mof. Tha Nobics sn great earneftneffe are going 
All co che Senacc-houfe : fome newes is comming 
That tuenes their Countensnces, 

Stein, “Tis this Slave : 
him fore the peoples eyes : His rsifing, 
but hiss 
Yes Sir, 

The Slaues report is Seconded, and more 
More fearful 1s deliaer'd. 

Sécin. What more feasefull > 

Atef. Icis {poke freely our of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Afartims 
loyn'd wich Aufidiw, leads a power gainft Rome, 
And vowes Reaenge as {pacious, as ber weene 
The yong’ A snd oldeft ching. 

Sic, This ismofi tikely. 

Bru. Rais‘d onely.thac the weaker Cort may with 
Good Sarrias home sgainc. 

Sum The very tricke on’s, 

Mew, Thiss volikely, 

He,and Auffidis can no mote atrone 
Then nolenc R ny. 
Enter Meffenger 


om 
otnin 
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Mef, You are fern for co the Senace? 
A fearefutl Army, led by Cains Martan, 
Affocisted with Aufsdrus, R ages 
Vpon ovt Territories and have slready 
O're-bome their way, confum'd with fire,and tooke 
‘What lay before them. 

Eater Conuman 

Com. Ob you hauc made good worke. 

Done, What oewes ? What newes? 

Com.Y 00 haee holp co rauith your owne daughrers, & 
Tomek: che City Leades vpon yout pates, 
To fee your Wives difhonour'd to your Noles. 

Mew. What's the newes? What's the newes ? 

Cem. Yout Temples burned sa their Ciment, and 
Your Franchifes, whereon you flood, confin'd 
lazo an Augors boare. 

Diane, Pray now, your Newes : 
You haue mede faire worke I fesre me : pray your newes, 
If Adartems fhould be royn'd with Volccans, 

Com 1(? Hesstherr God, he leads them likes thing 
Made by fome other Deity then Necure, 
Thac thapes men Borer eet 
Againft vs Brats, with 00 lefle ce, 
Then sof bas oes Sumrner Boccer- fires, 
Or Butchers killing Flyes. 

deo. Yoo have made good worke, 
You snd your Apron men: you,thst food fornech 
Vpon the voyce of occupation, and 


The breath of Gar en. 
Com. Hee’ fhake your Rome about your ares. 
Mewe. As Hercwies did (hake downe Mellow Pruste - 
You hsue made faire worke, 
Bree. Bur is this ave fir? 
Com, J,and youl looke pele 
Before you finde it other. All che Regions 
Do {milingly Rewole, and who refifts 
Are mock‘d for valiant aaa 
And perith conftant Fooles: who is't can blame hem ? 
Your Enemies sad his, finde formething ia him, 
Mens. We ate all endone, vniefle 
TheNoble man have mercy. 
Com. Who fhall aske 11? 
The Tribunes cannot doo’t for theme ; the people 
Deferue fuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe 
Doe's of the Shepheards : For his befi Friends, ifthey 
Should fay be good to Rome, they charg'd hm,euen 
As thofe fhould do thac hed deferu'd his hase, 
And therein thew'd like Enemies, 

Me. Tis true, sfhe were petting to my houfe,the brand 
Thac fhould confame it, | haue not the face 
Tofay. befeecn youcesle. You have made faire bands, 
You and your Crafts,you have crafted fare, 

Com. You have broughe 
A Trerabling vpon Rome, fuch as was neuer 
Sincspeable of hetpe. 
Tri, Say not, we brought ie. 
Afcac. How? Was't we 2? We lou'd him, 
But like Bealts, and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gaue way vnto your Clafters, who did hoote 
Him out o'ch'Cicty. 
(om. Burl feare 
They Irosre him in sgaine. Talles Dafideon, 
The fecond name of men, his pounts 
Asif he wese his Offieer: D on, . 
Is all che Policy, Strength,and Defence 
Thac Rome can make again them, 
Banter a Troepe of Citezens. 
Mews Heere come che Clufters. 
And is Auffirdan with him ? You sre they 
Thaz made the Ayre vawholfome, when you caft 
Yowr flinking, gresfe Caps,ia hooting 
At Covielanm Exile. Now he’s comaning, 
And not s hare vpon a Souldiers hesd 
Which will not prove a whip : As many Cozcombes 
As you threw Caps vp,will he sumble downe, 
And pay you for your voyces. ‘Ts no mates, 
Ifhe could burne ve all into oue cosle, 
We haue deferu'd it. 
Ovores. Faith, we heare fesrfull Newes. 
1 Co. For mine owne part, 
[aid *cwas pacty. 


When I faid banith him, 

3 Andfodd], 

3 And fo did 1: and to fay checrush, phi Ao 
ny of vs, chat we did we did bos the beft,and though wee 
willingly confented co his Banifhment yr ie was sagan 
out wil). 

Com. Y are goodly things,you Voyces. 

Menr. You have made good worke 
You and your ery. Shal's to the Capitol? 

Com. Oh I,what elle? Exenne bab. 

Sein, Go Matters get you home. be not difmaid, 
Thefe are a Side, chat would be gladto have 
This eve, which chey fa feeme to feasre. Go horve, 

And fhew no figne of Feare 


. 


a Ce. 





The Tragedte of ( orielanus. 





aCe. TheGodsbee good to vs : Come Maftersier's 
home, ! cucs faid we wese ith wrong, whea we banift'd 


hig. 
3 Ce. Sodid we all, Bur come, let's home. Exit Ce. 
Bra. Idonot like this Newes. 
Stein. Nor !. 
Bra. Lcr's to che Capleoll: would halfemy wealh 
Would boy this for elye. 
Sista. Pray lev’s go. Encont Tribenes. 
Encer Aufsdemn wah bus Liemcamn, 
Af, Do they fill flye to'ch Roman ? 
Lien. 1 do not know what Wirehcraft’s in him : bet 
Your Soldiers vfe him as che Grace ‘fore meste, 
Their talke at Tabte, and theie Thankes at end, 
And you ase dackned in this ation Sir, 
Esenby your owne. 
“ad J cennoc helpe itnow, 
Valefie by ving meanes J lame che foote 
Of our defigne. He beares himfelfe more proudiier, 
Been tomy perfoo, thea I thoughthe would —. 
When fic I did embrace him. Yet his Nacure 
Inchet’s no Changeling, and I muff encufe 
Wher cannot be am 
Lis. Yul withSir, ) you hed 
mesne for atticular) you hed not 
ene deciecs with him » bet either have borne 
The adtion of your felfe, of elfe to him, had left it foly. 
. Pvnderfland thee weill.and be chou fure 
Whee he thail come to his sccount,he knowes not 
Wheat I can vege againft him, although ic feemes 
Aad fo he thinkes, and 1s no leffe apparanz 
To ch'valgac eye, that he beares all things fairely : 
Aad (hewes good Husbendry for the Volcian State, 
Fights Dragoo-like, and does accheeve a foone 
As dsaw bis Sword : yeche bath left wndone 
Tha which thall breake his necke, oc hazard mine, 
When cre we come to our account, 
Lew. Sit. 1 befeech you, think you het carry Rome? 
. Allplaces yeelds to him ere he fics downe, 
Aad che Nobility of Rome arc his : 
The Senators and Patricians love him too: 
The Tribunes sre no Soldiers : and their people 
Will be as rath mhe repesie, as ho 
Toexpell him thence. J thinke heel be to Rome 
Asis che Afpray to the Fifh,who cakes it 
By Sowersigary of Nacure. Firft, he was 
A Noble feruant to them, but he coeld not 
Casry his Hoaors eeven s whecher ‘was Pride 
Whuch out of deyly Forame ever taints - 
The happy man ; whether deced of udgemene, 
To fale 10 the dif of thefe chances 
Whech he was Lord of : os whether Nature, 
Net to be oxher then one thing, not moouln 
Prom th’Caske to th’Cathion : bat ¢ peace 
Euen with the fame sufterizy and garbe, 
Ashecontroll’d the warre. Bet one of thefe 
(Ashe beth (pices of chem all) not all, 
For} dere fo free him, made bim fear'd, 
Se hated, and fo banifh'd: but he ha’s » Merie 
dart icon the wit'rance: So ous Vercue, 
in ch’ioverpreration of the time, 
Aad power vato i feife moh 
Hoch not s Tombe fo ewidens 28 2 Chaire 
Texcoll whee ic hath done, 
One fire drives out ene fire; ene Naile one Naile ; 
Rights by rights fouler, firengthe by flrengths deo fale. 













Atlus Quintus. 
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Come les’s away: when Caian is thine, 
Thoe art poor’ of all, chen fhostly ast chou mine excurt 





Enter Menonien Comsinsas , Sicinees Brat ns, 
she rwe Tribunes with abers. 


. Manan, No, Ie nor got you heare whas be hath faid 
Which was fometime bis General : whe loued him 


In amofi deere particulier. He cali'd me Father : 
Bot what o'that ? Go you that benifh'd him 
A Mule before his Tent, fall downe,and knee 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if be coy'd 
Toheasce Convenias (peake, Ile keepe at home 
Cems. He wold oot feeme to krow me. 
Manes. Do youheare? 
Coes, Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
I veg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we haue bledtogether. Corielanan 
He would not anfwer too: Forbad all Names, 
He wasa hinde of Nothing, Ticlelefle, 
Till he had forp'd bimfelfe aoame ath fire 
Of burning Rome. 
Mee. Why fo: bee hawe meade good worke « 
A patre of Tubunes, that hawe wrack'd for Rome, 
To make Coales cheape: A Noble 


Com. 1 minded him, how Royall ‘twas to perden 


When ic was leffe expected. He replyed 
Te was a bare pez:tion cf a Sere 
To one whom they had punith'd. 
Meam, Very weil, could he (oy leffe. 
Com. I offeredto awaken his regard 
For's priuete Friends. His anfwer to me was 
He could not flay co picke chem, in apile 
Of noyfome mufty Chaffe. He faid, ‘twas folly 
For one pore Fare or two, to kaue voburns 
And (hil to nofe th’offence, 
Adenca, For one poore graine or two? 
Iam one of thofe: his M » Wife,his Childe, 
And this brave Fellow too : we are the Graines, 
You are the mufly Chaffe,and you sre {mele 
Aboueche Moone. We muft be bir fas 
Stem. Nay, prey be pauenc: If 
In this (o nevet-peeded helpe, not 
Vpbraid’s with oor diftrele, os hate if you 


for e 
¢ your syde 


Woald be your Cournsies Pleader, your good tongne 


> iar al cdl 
Migh« flop oer Countryman. 

CAiew. No: Ile not meddle, 

Sica. Pray you gotohio. 

Mens, Whst fhosld I do? 

Bra. Oncly moke trial] whet your Loue can de, 
For Rowe,cowards Afartias. 

Alone. Well,and fay chat Martins retume met, 
As (canmins ts revern'd, enbeards what then ? 
Bac es 0 difconcented Friend, 
With his vniundnefle. at fof 

Stcin. Yer your 


Muff have chec ¢ from Rome,sfier the meafore 


As you mended well, 
Mene, Newndertak’t s 
I thinke heel beare me. Yer to bice his hip, 
And homme et good Conuaias, mach wnheerts mee. 
ec 


He 


. 
‘ 
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He was not taken well, he had not din‘d, 

The Veines vnfill’'d, our blood is cold,end then 

We powt vpon the Morning, are vnspt 
To give or to forgice; but when we haue fluffr 
Thefe Pipes,end thefe ances of our blocd 
With Winc and Feeding, we haue fuppler Soules 
Then in our Prieft-like Fafts: cherefore Ue watch him 
Sill he be dieted co my requeft, 

And then Ile fet vpon hin, 

Bru, You know the very rode into bis kindnefle, 

And cannot lofe your way. 

Alene, Good faith lle prove him, 

Speed how ic will. 1 (hall cre long ,hauc knowledge 
Of my fucceffe. Exe 

Com. Hee never heare him, 

Sicin, Not. 

Com. I cell you, he doe’s fit in Gold, his eye 
Red as ‘twould burne Rome : and his Iniury 

The Gaoler to his pitty. I koeel’d before him, 

Twas very faintly he faid Rife: difmift me 

Thus with his {peechice hand. What he woald do 

He fent in writing after me : whet he would noc, 

Bound with an Oath to yceld to his conditions: 

So chat all hope is vaine,voleffe his Noble Mother, 

And his Wife, who (as I heare) meane ro folicice him 

For mercy tohis Countrey . therefore ler'shence. 

And with our faire intreaties haft chem on 
Enter Mcecnms to the Watch oo Guard, 

1.Wat. Scay: whence are you, 

@.Wat. Stand,and go backe. 

AG. Y 00 gaaed like men, ‘tis well.Bot by your leave, 
Lam an Officer of State, & come to fpeak with Corselenen 

1 From whence ? Mens, From Rore. 

1 You may not pefle you muft returnc : our Generall 
will no more heare from thence. 

3 You'l fee your Rome embrac’d with fire, before 
You'l fpeake with Covielavas, 

dese. Good my Friends, 

If you hawe heard your Generall talke of Rome, 
Aad ofhis Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, 
My name hath couch’c your cares: it is Mewrnias, 

1 Beit (o,g0 back:che vertue of yourname, 
Isnot heere paffable. 

CMene, Icell thee Fellow, 

Thy General! is my Louer : I hage beene 
The booke ofhis good A&s, whence men have read 
His Fame vnparaleil’d, lsppely amplified : 
For I haue ever verified my Fricads, 
Of whom hee's cheefe) with all the fize chat verity 

ould without lepling fuffer . Nay fometimes, 

Like to 2 Bewle vpon a fubtle ground 
Thaue rambled paft che chrow ; and in his 
Haue (almoft)ftampr the Leafing. T 

I meft haue leave co paffe. 

g Faith Sie,sf you had cold as many liesinhis bebalfe, 
as you hsue vitered words in your ownc, you fhould not 
paife heece : no, though it were as vertuous co lye, as to 
huechaftly. Therefore go backe. 

Men Prychee fellow,remember my name is Afenenim, 
alwayes fadlionary on the party of your Gencrall. 

2 Howfoeuer you baue bin his Lier, as you fay you 
have, I'am one chac telling teue vader him, maft fay you 
cannot paffe. Therefore go backe. 

Mewe, Ha's he din'd can'(t thou celP For f would not 
{peake with him, ell afcer dinner, 

2 You axes Roman,are youe 


Exenat 


aife 
ore Fellow, 


The Tragedie of Coriolanus. 


Atene. | am es thy General is. 

1 Then you fhould hate Rome, as he do's. Can you 
when you haue pufhe ou your gates, che very Defender 
of chem, and in s violent popular ignorance, given your 
enemy your fhield, thinke co frorchis ccuenges with the 
enfie groanes of old women, the Virginall Palms of your 
Gaughccre, or with the palfed interceffion of tuch ade. 
csy'd Dotant as you feeme to be? Can you think to blow 
out che wtended fire, your City is ready to Bame in, with 
fach weake breath as this? No, you ere deceiu'd, cherfore 
backe to Rome,and prepare for your execution you are 
condemn'd,our General has fworne you out of sepreeue 
end pardon. : 

2 me. Suva, if thy Capeaine knew I were here, 

He would vfeme HA cflimation. 

1 Come, my Capraine knowcs you not, 

Afene, Umeane chy General, 

3 My General cares not for you, Back I {ay,go: leaf 
Tet forth your halfe pinte of blood. Backe,chat's the ¥c~ 
mo of your haung, backe. 

diene, Nay but Fellow, Fellow. 

Ester Corwlanns with Avffidien, 
Corn. What's the matter ? 3 


Meze Now you Comp anion: ile {ey an sig tle ay al 


you fhall know nowthac LT amineftimation: you 
percewe, chacalacke aoe cannot ofhce me from my 
Son Corselenss gueffc but my encertainment with him. if 
thou ftend'Rnots'th fateofhanging, of of fome death 
more long in Spe clarorfhip,and crueller in (uffcring, be- 
hold now prelensly, and fwoond for what's to come vpon 
thee. The glotious Gods fit in hourely Synod abour thy 
Set dae profperity and louc thee no worfe chen thy old 

ther dfrwensae do's, O my Son, my Son! thou art pre-e 
paring fire for vs : looke thee, hecre’s water to quench it, 
1 wes hardly moved to come to thee : but beeing affured 
none but my (clfe could moue thee ,1 have bene blowne 
out of your Gates with highes : snd coniure thec to pare 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Councnmen, The good 
Gods aflwage thy wath, and turne the dicgs of it, spon 
this Vaslec heer: This, who likea bloche hath denyed 
my acceffe co chee, 

Corso, Away. 

Men. How? Away? 

Core. Wile, Moher, Child Tknow nor My affaires 
Arc Seruantedto ochers . Though l owe 
My Reuenge properly, my remiffion lies 
In Volcean bres, Thac we haue beene familiar, 
Ingrace forgetfulneffe thall porfon rather 
Then pitty : Note how much, therefore be gone, 
Mine cares apainft your fuites, are ftron ae 
Y our gates again my force, Yet fort Buede . 
Take this along, 1 writ it for chy fake, 
And would haue fens it. Another word Adeneixs, 
T will noc hease thee fpeake. This man Auffedeus 
Was my belou'd in Rome ; yce chou behold’ 

Auffid, Youkeepe a conftant temper. 

Manet the Cuard and Afencusa, 

3 Now fir, is yout name Afercriu? 

2 ‘Tis afpell you fee of much power: 
You know che way home againe 

1 Doyouheare how wee ace fhent for keeping your 
greacnetfe becke ? 

a Whac caufe do youchinkel have co fwoond?: 

Xenen, J neichaz care for th'world, nor your General: 
for fuch things as you, 1 cao {carte thinke hes any ,y Ae 
fo flight. He chat bach a wiilto dae by himtctie, feeree se 


Pad 


Excsuat 


we 


“a 









not from another . Let your Generali do his worft. For 
ee ayer, spat er encteale 
wich . I Gay co you,ss } was [aid to, Avesy £0 

«A NobieFellow I warrant him. r 

3 The werthy Fellow is ovr General He's the Rock, 
The Oake oot to be winde-(haken. Exs Waseh, 

Eater Corielanen and A : 

Care. We will before che walls of Rome to morrow 
Set downe our Hasft. My partner in this Aion, 

You muft report to th'Volcien Lords, how plainly 
I have borac this Bafineffe. 

Aef. Oncly cheir ends you haue refpeed, 

Scope your tares againf the general! faite of Rome : 
Newer edmitred a privat whifper,no not with fuch frends 
That cheughe them fure of you. 

Corie. This laf old man, 

Whow with a crack’d heart Ihave fene ro Rome, 
Lou’é oe, showe the mesfure of a Father, 
Nay godded me indeed. Their laceit refuge 
Wes eet os whofe old Loue J heve 
(Though 1 fhew'd fowrely to him) once more offer'd 
The ak Conditions ack they if refufe, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, 
That chought he could domore : A very Iictle 
lbawe y too, Freth Ermbaffes and Suites, 
Nor from the State,nor primate friendsheereafter 
Will i lend care to. Had-whet fhoetis this? Shoat wabus 
Shall I be cermpted to infroge my vow 
Inthe fame time “is made? | will nor. 

Eater Yorgtss ¥ clumwera, Valeria, yong Marries 

with Asrendauts. os 

My wife comes formolt, then the honour'd mould 
Wherem this Tranke was fram'd, and in her hand 
The Grandchilde to her blood. But our effedtion, 
All bond and priviledge of Nature breake ; 
Let it be Verrvous ro be ObAinate. 
Whacis chat Cort‘lie worth? Or thofe Doues 
Which can make Gods forfworne ?] melt, and em not 
Of ftronger earth then others: my Mother bowes, 
Asif Olympus tos Mole-hill fhould 
In fupplication Nod : and my yong Bay 
Hath an Afpe& of intercefsion, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny noc. Ler che Volees 
Plough Rome, end harrow Inaly, le never 
Be fuch a Gofling to obey infin ; bet ftaend 
Asif'aman were Aothor of bimfelf,& knew no other kin 

Vorgi. Wy Lod sad Husband. 

Corte, Thefe cyes are not che fame I wore io Rome. 

Vag. The forrow chat delivers vs thas chang’d, 
Makes you chinke fo, 

Corie Like adull AGor now,] have scrger my pares 
sl pane bea mp ea of ae Befi of my ‘ 
Forgive ay T : oot Gy, 

For ihe (egiecees Ramee Oakifle 

Loag es my Exile, fweet as my Reucnge! 

Now by che ieslous Queene of H that biffe 

l carried from thee deare 5 and my true Lippe 

Hoth Viegin'd ic ere fince. You Gods, 1 pray, 
Aad the aoft noble Mother of the world 

Leawe valalased : Sinke my kace \'ch earth, Koreles 
Of chy deepe duty, more impeefnon fhew 

Thea chat of common Sonnes. 

Velum, Obftend vp bleft! 

Whil'Q with ao fofter Cafhica chen che Flint 


I kneele before chee, snd perl 
Shew duty as miftaken, all ceis webite, 














































Betweene che Chulde,and Parene. 
Corie, What's this? your knecs to me ? 
To your Correfted Sonne ? 
Then lec che Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Stezres : Then, let the mutrnoes windes 
Senke che prood Cedars ‘gamft the ficry San: 
Merd’ring impoffibulity, «of make 
Whar canoor be, fight worke, 
Velum. Thou sre my Wasniour, I to frame thee 
Do you know this ; ? ne 
Carve, The Noble Sifter of Publiele ; 
The Moone of Rome: Chafte as the Ificle 
That's curdied by the Froft, from pureft Saow, 
And hangs on Dean: Temple: Deese Vaderna. 
Volum, Thisssapoore Epitome of yours, 
Which by ch'cecpretacion of full time, 
May thew hike all your feife. 
Core The God of Souldiera: 
Wath the confent of fepreame Ioue, informe 
Thy though:s with Nobleneffe, chat chow mayft prowe 
To thame vevulncrable, and Ricke sch Weeres 
Like » great Sea-marke ftandin flaw, 
And Ae thole thas eye sg a ai 
Uelem. Your knee, Sitrab. 
Corso. That's my braue Boy. 
Velum. Even he,your wile,this Ladie,ead my (elfe, 
Ate Sutorsto you. 
Corre. 1 befeech you peace: 
Or if you'ld aske, remember this before; 
The thing I haue forfworne to graunc, msy newer 
Be held by youdenials. Donoc bid me 
Difmiffe my Soldiers, of capitulate 
Againe,with Romes Mechanickes . Tell me not 
Wherein I feeme vnoacerall :Defire not t'allsy 
My Rages and Revenges, with your colder reafons, 
Velma, Oh no more, no more : 
You have faid you will noc grant vs sny thing : 
For we haue nothing elfeto sake, ber that 
Which you deny already: yet we will aske, 
That if you farle in our requeft, cbe bisme 
May hang vpon your hardnefle, therefore heare vs. 
Corre, Aaffidisa, and you Voices marke, for weet 
Heare nought from Rome in private. Your requeft? 
Volum, Should we be lens & not {peak.our Rakment 
And ftace ot Bodies would bewray what life 
We haue led ince thy Exile, Thinke with chy felfe, 
How more vnfornunace then ell Iraing vwromen 
Are we come hither 5 fince chat thy fight, which fhould 
Make our cies low with ioy,herrs dance with comforts, 
Confirsines chem weepe,snd fhake with feare & forow, 
Making che Mother, wife,and Childe to fee, 
The Sonne, the Husband and the Father cearing 
His Councrics Bowels our; and to peore we 


Thine enmiies moh : Thow barr’f vs 
Our prayetsco the swhich is s comfort 
Thee all but we enioy. Bor how can we ? 
Alas! how can we, for our Country prey ? 


Aneuident Cal th we hed 

penpen ubrewet Areliry piety Fos either thos 

£499 a33 Forraine Recreansbe led 

Viich Moractss through our fireets, or elfe 

Trt mah sctle reeds an rhw Countries rane, 
cca 
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And beare the Palme, for heuing brauely thed 
Thy Wife snd Childrens blood : For my {elfe, Sonne, 
I not co waite on Fortune, till 
Thefe warres decermine : 1f 1 pir ebb 
Rather to thew a Noble grace to boch parts, 
Then fecke the end of one ; thou fhalt no foener 
March co affanlt ey Coe to weade 
oo” too’, thoe halt nor) on thy Mothers wembe 
brought thee to this world, 
Virg. 1,and muine,that brooght you forth this boy, 
To keepe your name hwing co time. 
Bay. A thall not tread on me : Ie run awey 
Till { am bigger, bur then Ile fighr. 
Corie. Not of a womanatendermeffe co be, 
Reqaires oor Childe,nor womans face to (ee : 
Ihave (ate s00 long. 
Volum, Nay,go not from vs thas: 
Ifiz were fo,that our requeft did tend 
To faue the Romanet, thereby to deftroy 
The Volces whom you ferue, you mght condemne vs 
As poyfonovs of your Honour, No,our fuice 
As that you reconcile them : While the Volees 
May fay, this mercy we hawe fhew'd : the Romsnes, 
This we receiu'd, end cach in either fide 
Gine the All-haile to thee, and cry be Bleft 
For making vp this peace. Thouknow'ft (great Sonne) 
The end of Waries vancertaine : bur chis certane, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefic 
Which thou thale thereby reape, is fuch a name 
Whofe repeticion will be doge'd with Curfes : 
Whofe Chronicle chus writ, The man was Noble, 
Bur wich his lat Accempe,he wip'd it out : 
Deltroy’d his Country,and his name remaines 
Toth'infuing Age,ebhorr'd. Speake to me Son: 
Thou haft affected the fue ftraines of Honor, 
To imitace the graces of che Gods. 
Toteare with Thander the wide Cheekes s'ch’Ayre, 
And yet co change chy Selphure with a Boule 
Thaz thould but rive an Oake. Why do’ft not fpeske? 
Thiok'ft chou «% Honourable for se Nobleman 
Still co remember wrongs ¢ Daughter, (peake you 
He cares not for your weeping. Speake chou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childithneffe will mout him more 
Then can our Resfons There's no men in the world 
More bound to’s Mother, yet heere he lec’s me prace 
Like one i'th’Stockes, Thov haft neuer in thy life, 
Shew'd chy deere Mother any curtefe, 
When fhe(poore Hen) fond of no fecend brood, 
Hia’s clock’d thee to the Warres : aod fafelie home 
Loden with Honor. Say my Requeft’s vniaft, 
And {purne me becke : Ber, if it be noe fo 
Thou srt not honeft, end che Gods will plagae thee 
Thac chou reftrain'R from me the Daty, whith 
To s Mochers pare belongs. He curnes swsy : 
Down Ladies:let vs fhame him wich him wich our knees 
Tohis fur-name Corielows longs more pride 
Then pitty to our Pesyers. Downe: an end, 
This is the lsft. So, - wed eaighiharer ls 
And dye emong oar Nei ors : Nay, 
This Boy thae Bases tell what he would have, 
But kneeles, sad holds vp hands for fellowship, 
Doe's resfon out Petition with more 
Then thew haft ro deny't. Come, let vs go : 
This Fellow had s Volcean to his Mother : 
His Wie is in Corseler, and bis Childe 
Like hiss oy chauce s yet give vg our dirpatch : 


of ( oriolenus. 
1 am hathe vorill oar City be afire, & then Ile {peak a litle 
Flolds ber by the band flew. 
Corse. O Morher, Mother ! 
What hage you done? Belold, the Heavens do ope, 
The Gods looke downe, and this vnnarurall Scene 
They laugh st. Oh my Mother, Mother :Oh! 
You have wonne s happy ViGtory to Rome. 
DioR dongeronlly op hoo with fi roast 
o yop with him i'd. 
Ifnot mo morall wo him. Bat let it come : 
hy land though I cannot make crue Warres, 
Ne cosuenient peace. Now good Aafiden, 
Were you in my fteed, would you haue heard 
A Mother leffe? or granted lefle Aaffadion ? 
Arf. 1 was mou'd withall. 
Core, 1 dare be fworne you were : 
Aod fr, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to {wear cotipeien. But (good fir) 
What peace you’) mske,aduife me :For my part, 
[le not to Rome, llebacke with you,and prey you 
Stand ro me in this csufe. Oh Mother! Wife ! 

Alef, 1am gled chou heft fer chy mercy, & chy Henge 
At difference in chee : Oot of chat He worke 
My felfe a former Fortune. 

Corie. I by and by ; But we will deinke together : 
And you fhall beare : 

A betcer winefle backe chen words, which we 

On hike conditions, will haue C ounter-feal’d, 

Come enter with vs : Ladies you deferue 

Tohaue a Temple built you : All the Swords 

In Iealy,and her Confederate Armes 

Could net heue made this peace. Exemss, 
Ester eee and Secinim . ‘ Rone? 

Mese. See you yond Cain a’th Capitol, yon’d conser 

Sectn, Why wharf re ? = : ; 

Mene. If i le for you to difplace ic with your 
little finger, heres fone poeae Ladies of Rome,elr 
cially his Mother, may preaaile with him. But I fay thes 
is no hope in‘t,ous chrosts are fentenc'd, and May vppon 
execution, 

Sicin, 10't polsible, chat fo thort 2 ime can alcer the 
condition of amsn. 

Adeue. There 1s differency berween a Grob & 2 But- 
terfly, yet your Buctecfly wasa Grub; this tlerrcas, bs 
ie from Manto Dragon : He has wings, bee's more 

; 


2 creeping thing . 
Sus. He low'd his Mother deerely. 
Mews Sodidhe mee: endheno more remembers his 


" Mother now ,then an ei bt yeare old horfe, The carmneffe ~ 


of his face,fawres ripe Grapes, When he walks, be moues 
like an Engine,and the ground fhrinkes before his Trea- 
ding. Heis able co pierce a Corfler with his eye: Talkes 
like e knell,end his hum isa Batrery. He fics io bes Scate, 
ripe rapes eenigerst What be bids bee dene,:s 
finifht with his bidding. He wanis nothing of God bar | 
Ecernicy,and 8 Heaven to Throne io. 

Sem, Yeos,mercy ,if you report hm craly. 

Adeue. I paine bin in the CharaGter. Mark whee men 
cy his Mother thall bring from him: Thereis oe more 
mercy in him, chen thete is milke ina rel, sb thes 
thall our poore Cicy finde : end all chis is long of you, 

Sicia. The Gods be good vaeo vs. 

MMewe. No,in {uch 8 cafe the Gods will net bee good 
encova, When we bsnilh'é bien, we refpedted noe them: 
end he resuming to breake our necks, chey refped not vs. 

Eszer a Adgfenger 


e Md. 










The Plebetans haue got your 
And hale him vp and downe ; all (wearing, sf 
The Romane Ladies bring noe comfort home, 
They’! gree hem death by Inches. 
Esser anether Meffenger. 
Situs. What's the Newes? (preuayf'd, 





. Good Newes, good newes,the Ladies hese 
The Volciens are diflodg'd, and dterrias gone : 
r paibei el bay esier taal haga 
No,not th’expelfion of che Tar 
Sscin. Poa artheu cece Oulu tion 
Ist moft certaine. 
Mef. As certaine 23 ] know che Sen is fire: 











Poo apiece enetege beate, altogether. 
The Trumpets, Sack-bucs, P ; 
Tabors,sad Symboles and the fhowring Romans 
Make the Sunne dance. Hearke you. 
Mane, This is good Newes : 
I will gomecte the Ladies. This Meleanne, 
Is worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City foll Of Tribones fuch as you, 
A Sea and Land full: you have pray’d well to day : 
This Morning, for tenchoufsnd of your chroates, 
I’de noc haue given adore. Harke,how they ioy. 
Seamed feell with the Shorts. 
Sitm. Fitft, che Gods bleffe you far your cydings : 
Next,secept my thankefulneffe. 
Meff, Sic,wre hauc all grest caufe to give great thanks. 
Sita, They are neere the City. 
Mef. AlmoR at point co emer. 
Secs. Wee'lmeet them, and helpe the ioy.  Exwrans. 


Euter two Senators yboith Ladet, pafiing ene 
she Stage, with etber Lords. 


Sena. Behold our Patronneffe, the life of Rome : 
Call all yeor Tribes together, praife che Geds, 
And make triumphent ag ftrew Flowers before them: 
Vatheor the noife that Banifh'd Ad array, 
Repeale hi, with che welcome of his Mother : 

welcome Ladies, welcome 
AE. Welcome Ladies, welcome. 
A Flonrde with Drummes & Trmmpets, 


Eate#T nls jas with Attendants, 
Asf. Gorell the Lords e'ch’City, I am heere: 
them this Paper : baning read it, 
Bid them tepayre to th’Market place, where I 
Even in thetrs,and in the Commons eares 
Will vouch the crush of ie. Him I accufe: 





























To purge himfelfe with words, Difpatch 
Ewver 3 or idens Fattion. 

Meh Weleome.* sae ka 

1.Coa, How is it with our General ? 

Af. Even fo,26 witha men by his ewne Almes im- 
poy fon'd, and with hie Charity flsine. 

3.Con. Mo Noble Sir, If you do hold the fame inten 
Wherein you witht vs parties : Wee'l deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Af Su, Tcannortell, 
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aeef. Siz, if you'ld oes Hie, Bye so yom Hewre We tauft proceed es we do finde the People. 


3.Con. The People will remaine wnceresine,whil't 
‘Twixt you there's difference : but the fall of ether 
Makes the Surusvor heyre of all. 

Arf, koow it: 

And my pretext co {trike st him, admits 

A good conftrudtion. { rsis’d bm, and I pawn'd 
Mine Honor for his truch: who being fo heiphten’d, 
He watered his new Plants with dewes of Flattery, 
Sedacing fo mny Friends : and to this end, 

He bow’'d bis Neture, never knowne before, 

But to be raugh, vnfweyable,and free, 

3. Comp. Sir, his ftoutneffe 
When he be ftand for Confall, which he loft 
By lacke ing. 

Ad. Tht ectid heue {poke of - 

Being banith’d for'e, he ceme vnto my Herth, 
Prefented tomy knife his Throat : } tooke him, 
Made him ioyne-feruant with me : Gawe him way 
In alt his owne dehres : Nay, let him choofe 
Oat of my Files, his provedts,to secomplith 
My beft and Fretheft men, fere’d his defignements 
In mine owne perfon : holpe to reape the Fame 
Which he did end all his; and toobe (ome pride. 
To domy felfe chis wrong : Till at thelaf 
I feem‘d ins Follower, nor Partner; and 
He wadg’d me with his Countenance,asif 
1 had bin Mercenary. 

Con. Sohe did my Lord: 
The Army marweyl'd at it, and inthe lef, 
When he had carried Rome, and thas we look'd 
For no leffe Spotle, then Glory. 

Alef. There waste: 

For which my Gnewes thal be ftretcht vpon him, 
Aca few drops of Womens rhewme, which sre 
Ascheape as Lies; he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action; cherefore thall he dye, 
Aad Ile renew me inhis fall Bot hearke 
Drunemes aed founds wor grea 
how's Pike pepe. 

1. Cen, Your Native Towne you enter'd like a Pofte, 
And had no welcomes home, but he returnes 
Splitting the Ayre with noyfe, 

2.Cew. And patient Fooles, 

Whofe children he hath flaine, cheis befe throats ceare 
With giumg him glory. 
3- Con, Therefore at your vantage, 
Ere he exprefle himfelfe, or moue the 
With whac he would Lay, let him feele yous Swords 
Which we will fecond, when he lies 
After your way. His Tale pronownc’d, fhall bery 
His Reafons, with his Body, 
Arf, Ssy vo more. Heere come the Lords, 
Euter the Lords of the Cary. 
All Lords. You are mot welcome home, 
Aff. 1 haue not deferu'dit. 
Bet worthy Lords, haue you with heede peruled 
Whar I haue written to you ? 
Ad, We have. 
t.Lerd. And greeve to heare': 
What faults he made before the laft, I chinke 
Mighr Pepdag eafie Fines : Bet chere co end 
¢ was to begin,end give awa 
Thebewchiotes ieee wer cf 
With our owne charge : making a T reacie, where 
There wasa yeelding; this edmits no excufe. 
xs | 





Auf 
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. He approaches, you fhall heere him. 
Exner Coviclexms marching woth Dreneme eed Colesrs. The 
Commoners being with bien. 
Corie. Haile Lords, I sm ceturn'd your Soaldier : 
Ne more infeed with my Countries love 


Wich b! petiage led your Warres, even co 
ome : Our {poiles we haue brought home 
Dosh more then zee full third pare 
The of che Aion. We have made peact 
With no leffe Honor co the Antiaes 

Then thame co th'Romaines. And we heere deliver 
Sebictib’d by’th’Confals,and Patricians, 

Together with the Seale ath Senat, what 

Wehawe compounded on, 

Af. Read it not Noble Lords, 

Bar tell che Traitor in the higheft degree 

He hath abas'd your Powers. 

Corse. Traitor? How now? 

Af, 1 Trascor, Martians. 

Corie, Martina? 

EI Martins, Caine Martin : Do’ thou thinke 

Tle grace thee with that Robbery, thy flolne name 
Corsolanen in Correles ? 
You Locds and Heads a'th’Scate,perfidioufly 
He ha's betray'd your bufineffe and gwen vp 
For certame drops of Salt, your Cry Rome : 
I fey your City ro his Wife and Mother, 

ing his Oath and Refolution, like 
A cwitt of rotten Silke, ocucr adenicting 
Counfaile a’ch’warre : But at his Nurfes ceares 
He whin’d and roar’d away you: Vidlory, 
That Pages bieth'd at him, end men of heart 
Look’d wond ting each at others. 

Corie. Hear’ft chou Mars ? 

eff. Name nor the God, cheu boy of Teares, 

Corn, Ha? 

fufid. No more. 

Corie, Meafureleffe Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what concaines it. Boy? Oh Slaue, 
Pardon me Lerds, ‘ris the fir ime thet cues 
1 was forc’d to fcoul’d.Y¥ ost indgments my Lords 
Maft give this Carre the Lye : and bis owne Notion, 
Whe weares ary firipes on vpon him, that 
Muft beare my to his Grane, fhall ioyne 
Te chruf che Lye vary him, 

2 Lord. Peace both,and heare me {peake. 

Corie. Cat me ce peeces Volces men and Lads, 
Seaine afl your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound: 


HM you hese writ your Ansales crue, ‘tis there, 
Thee Bhean ins Dowe-coat, I 


Flacees’d your Volcians in Corioks. 
Alone 1 did it, ae le 

: le Lor 
wilyrube put worinds oftisbliode Fersuee, 
Which was your thame, by this vaboly Braggart > 
"Fore your owne cyes,and cares? 

AlCeng. Let him dye fort. 

Al Peepis, Teare him co peeces,doit : 
He kill'd ws fap gi my daughter, be kill'd my Cofine 
Adarca, be kill'd my Father, 

2 Lord, Peace hoe : 00 peace : 

The man is Noble,and his Feme folds in 

brie -arvhomas His laf offences to vs 
we ludicious hearing. Stand 4 

Aad aoaeas Gare a 

Corie. O that J had him, with bz Avfidsaffes,or moe : 
His Tribe, ro vfe my lswfuall S word, 

Asaf, lefolent Villaine. 

AUConfp, Kiil Will, kill kill, kill him, 

Draw botbthe ators, and kils Martin, whe 
falter, Aveffcdean co ow bax, 

Lords. Hold,hold,hold, hold, 

Aaf. My Noble Mafters,heare me {peake, 

1 Lord. © Tultns. 

2.Lerd, Thou haft done 2 deed, wherest 
Valour will weepe. 

3.Lerd. Tread not vpon him Msfters,all be quiet, 
Put vp your Swords. 

Af. My Lords, 

When you hall know (23 nm this Rege 
Prouok’d by him, you canoe) she great danger 
Which this mans life did owe you, you! reioyce 
Thet he is thus cut off. Plesfe it your Honours 
Teo esi! me toyous Senate, He deliaez 

My felfe your loysil Seruant, qr endure 

Your heasieft Cenfure. 

1.Lerd, Beare from hence his body, 

And mourne you for him, Let him be regarded 
Asthe moft Noble Cosrfe, chat ever Herald 
Did follow co his Verne. 

2.Lerd. His ovene impatience, 

Takes from Aufidiu: s greet part of blame: 
Let's make che Beft of it. 

Arf. My Rage is gone, 

And J am Arucke with forrow. Take him vp: 
Helpe chree ath cheefeft Souldiers, Ile be one. 
Reate chou the Drumme that st fpeske mournfully : 
Traile your Ateele Pikes. Though in this City hee 
Hach widdowed and wrichilded many 8 one, 
Which to this houre bewaule the Jaiury, 

Yethe thall bo eakuhte: a ; gy POT 





FINIS, 





Titus Andronicus. 


eAdus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


Bleardb. Emer she Trdbenes and Senmorsaleft Aadthem | Lees werest, by Honour ofhis Name, 


enter Sat creme: ced bus Febewers at one doore, 
and Bafianms ond bu Followers a te 
aor oul Drem & C chews. 


Satermonus, 
Oble Pacricrans, Pacrons of my right, 
Defend the sefice of my Coele with Annes. 
And Covaccey-men, my loutng Followers, 
Pleade my Succeffiue Title with Swords 
1 was the fit borne Sonne, thar was the laf 
That were che Imperial Diadem of Rome . 
Theo let my Fathers Honours jue in me, 
No: wroog aune Age with this indsgoscie. 
Eujcagam. Rooanes, Friends, Followers, 
Fauourers ol my Right . 
ifcucr Baftrenss, Cafars Sonne, 
Were gracrous in the eyes of Rovall Rome, 
Keepc shen this paffage to the Capicoll . 
And fuffes not Di fhooour ro spprosch 
Trinnperul] Seace to Verroe : confecrate 
To luftice, Continence, and Nobilicy 
Bur le: Defers in pore Ele@ion thine 5 
Aou Romanes, fight for Freevome in your Choice. 


Enter Marcus Acdrontmm aloft with the Crowne. 


Princes, that firee by Fachons, and by Friends, 
And-cioufly for Rule and Empery : 

Know, that che people of Rome for whore we fland 
A (pecsa!! Party, have by Common voyce 

In EleGhon for the Romane Emperie, 

Cholen Aadyencm ,Sus-named Proms. 

For many good anc great deferis to Rome. 

A Noblct man, a brewer W arrnour, 

Liees not chis day within che Cary W alles. 

"| He by the Senate is acerted home 

From weary W arres again che basbsroes Goches, 
hac with his Sonnes (acetror coour Foes) 

Hath goah'd a Nation firong, train’d ep wn Armes. 
Ten geares are {pen., ince Art he vaderrooke 
This Caule of Rome, 22d chafticed with Arases 
Our Enermes pride. Five cempes he heth retern’d 
Biecding to Rome, beat me tus Valiant Sonnes 

11 Coffins from the Field. 

sac now at laft, Isden with Heaoers Spoytes, 
ite-urnes the good Amdrenx ts to Rome. 

Renow red Tutem, flour: (hing 10 Arenet. 


Whom (worthily) you would have sow fuccecde, 
And wm the Capnoll aad Senses nghr, 
Whom yee pretend to Honoer ead Adore, 
Thas you wihdraw you, and wate vour Strengih, 
D:faaBe your Followers, and as Seters fhould, 
Pleade your Deferts in Peace and Hurnbiencfie, 
Satarumne, How fayre une Tribune (peakes, 
To calme my rhoughes. 
Rafita. Morne Acdrowcu, {o | do fhe 
Jo chy eprighneffe and losegricy : 
Aod fo | Lowe and Honot thec, end thine, 
Thy Noble Brother Paras, and his Soones, 
And Hes (10 whom my t tsace humbled all) 
Gracious Lawpa, Roaes rich Orasment, 
Thee f will heere difrosfle my louing Froends ; 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, 
Comet my Caaf in ballence fabs weigh d. 
Ext Seutheows 
Sarmruine. Friends, chat have beene 
Thus forward in my Right, 
l chanke you all, and heere DiGmffe you all, 
Aad tothe Leuc and Favour of my trey, 
Comeau ay Seife, my Perfoa, and the Cenle . 
Rome, be a3 tuft end jous ene me, 
As I am confident snd kiade to thee. 
Open the Gates,end let me in. 
Bafite, Trrbunes, sad me, s poore 
Fieerdh. They go vp mio 


thor. 
Sreat boy fe 


Enter a Catame. 

Cap. Romanes make wey : che good Aadvemrm, 
Patson of Vertue, Romes bett Champion, 
Succeffcfill m che Battailes that he fights, 

With Hone and with Forrane 1s revorn‘d, 
Froro whence he crcumfcrbed with bis Sword, 
Aad brought co yoke the Enem.es of Rome 


Semnd Orusnrme: and Trempets, Asd thea enter we of Terss 
Senass, After them, rwo men bearwg «Coffin coucred 
with blacke, then rwe ether Sonnes. After torm, Tite 
Asdroncuas,andtoen Tamorathe Durcuc of Geter, Or 
ber ree Sewns: Cheren and Desnetrien, wrk eAfaren thy 
Af core and eter tas many as can bee. They [et dower tbe 
(ffm and Titus peakes. 


Androwncas. Haile Rome : 
Viortous ia thy Mourmng Weedes : 
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o¢ asthe Barke tha bach difcharg’d his fraught, 
Resucnes with precious lading eg, Bay, 

From whence at Grit the wegih'd her Aochorage : 
Corometh Audresices bound with Lewrell bowes, 

To refalute his Counery with hie teares, 

Teares of true iy for bis returne to Rome, 

Thow grest defender of this Cepiroll, 

Stand gracious to che Races that we intend. 
Romaines of fue and « V alaans Sannes, 

Habfe of the umber that King Pram had. 

Behold che poore remaines aliue and dead! 

Thefe chat Sucuine,jec Rome reward with Loue: 

Thefe chat I bring vnto there laceft home, 

With bunall among thes: Aenceftors. 

Heere Gothes have given me leaue co fheath my Sword: 
Tem vakinde,and carelette of chine owne, 

Why feffer'tt choo thy Sonnes vabursed yer, 

To hower on the dreadful! (hore of Scix > 

Make way to lay theen by cher Bretheren. 


They open the Tombe, 

There greete in filence os the dead arc wont, 
Aad fleepe sn peace, flee in your Countnes wartes: 
O facred recepracte of my soyes, 
Sweet Cell of vettue snd Noblaie, 
How many Sonnes of mine h aft thou in flore, 
That chow wilt sever render to me more ! 

Lax, Gise vs the proodeft prefones of the Gothes, 
Thac we mey hew his limbes,end on a pile 
Ad manus frarrum facrifice his fleh : 
Before this earthly prifon of their bones, 
That fo the thadowes be not vnappeas’d . 
Nor we difturb’d with prodigies on easth. 

Tet. 1 give him youshe Nobleft chac Seruiuts, 
The eldeft Son of this diftreffed Queene. 

som. Stay Romaine Brerheren, gracious Conqueror, 
ViGorious Trtaw cue the ceares | thed, 
A Mothers teares ia pation for her fonne : 
And if shy Sonnes were ever deere co thee, 
Oh thinke may foones co be as deere co mee 
Sufficeth not, thas we ere broughe to Rome 
To besusiBe thy esse iy retorne 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoskc, 
Bux mufl ag Sonnes be flaughered in the fircetes, 
Por Valianc doings in ther Coantiles coule ? 
O1 If to fight for King and Common-weale, 
Were prety in thine, ic is in thefe. 
Aadrenscin fisine not thy Tombe with blood. 
Wile chou draw neere the neture of the Gods ? 
Draw neere them then in being mercifsil, 
Sweet mercy is Nobilses crue badge, 
Thrice Noble Tetras, fpere my firft bore fonne. 

Trt, Pacient your felfe Madam,end parden me. 
Thefe arecthe Brethren, whom you Goches beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for cheit Bretheren flaine, 
Religioully they sske a facrifice: 
To ee y ous fonne as merkt, and die be vf, 
T appease their groaning fhadowes that ate gone, 

Lec. Away with him, sad make e fire fraighe, 
And wihaur Seords vpon a pile of wood, 
Let's bew hie limbes all chey be cleanse contam’d, 


Exw Seoncs with Alarbm, 
Tams. O crwell irreligious precy. 
Chi. Was eves Scythia halfe fo besbarous ¢ 
Dem. Oppofe me Scythiato ambitious Rome, 


he of Titus eA ndronicus. 










Alabu to reft,endwe (uruive, 
Tor wnder Titus threacning lookes, 
Then Madam ftand refolu'd,but wishal], 






The felte fame Gods that aren'd the Queene of Troy 


Wich tie of tharpe e 
Vv a Thracian Tyrant in bis Tene , 
Tamera the of Gothes, 


( When Goches were Ti Queene’ 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon ia foe. a ) 


Enter che Soames of Avdronecus 0 an. 


Laci. See Lord and Faches we have perform’ 
Our Romaine ri heudlete lat are lope ‘ 
And murals feedethe Gre, ; 

Whole fmoke like incenfe perfume che skie. 
Remeineth nought but to intesre our Brethren, 
Aad with low'd Larums welcome there to Rome. 

Ta. Leva be fo,and let Andreas 

Make whis his loceft farewell ro these fowles. 


Flearg, 

Tew Sound Tramnpets and lay the Coffias ta the Torube. 
in peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes, 
Romes readseft Champions repose you hecte sn reft, 
Secure from worldly chavacesand milsaps : 
Heere lurks no J reaion,heere no ensie (wels, 
Herre crow 20 dacuned grudges, heere are ao formes, 
No noyfe,bar filence end Erernall fleepe, 
In pesce and Honeur reft you beere my Soanes, 


Emer Leniaia, 


Lam: In peace ond Hoaowr,live Lord Tien long, 
My Noble Lord and Father, hee m Fame: 
Loe ac this Tombe my ceibucene teares, 
1 render for my Bretherens Obfequies: 
And at thy feece Lkneele, wich teases of iog 
Shed on the esrch for thy returne to Rome. 
O bdicile me heere wih thy esloriougs hand, 
Whole Foriune Romes beft Citizens sppisa’d. 
7 Kind Rome, 
T oe thus louingly referud 
The Curdiall of unone age to glad 
Lassie \eee outlive ey eeidyne 
And Fares eternal! dace for vertoes prasfe. 

Atarc. Long live Lord 7am, my belowed brother, 
Gracious Trrumpher on the eyes of Rome, 

Ta. Thankes Genuc Tribune, 

Nobte brocher Adarens. 

Mar. And welcome Nephews from focceffull 
You chat faruiecend you that fleepe in Fame: 
Fare Lords your Fortunes are all alike «a ell, 
That in your Countries feruece drew your Swoeds. 
Ret (sfer Trramph is chis Puneral) Pompe, 

That heth afpie'd to Selems Happines, 
AndTn ower cheence 1 honoers bed. 
Teton Audromems Rome, 
Whole friend wn re ftice thow batt cucs bane, 
Send thee by me their Tribune and theie cruht, 
This Dallioment of white and {pociefle Hoc, 
And name chee ia EleGion for the Empire, 
With rhefe our lace deces(ed Emperours Soancs 
Be Cavdsdatus then and put iron, 
And beipe to fer a head oo headlefle Rome. 
yu. A beter head her Glorious body fica, 
Then his char thebes fer age end feebleneffe: 
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What fhould I d’on this Robe end treable you, Sabet ether of wy life, 

















Be cholen wich scions to day, How proud J om of thee,sad gifts 
Te sone wp rere i Rowe thall record,and when I do 
And {et abreed oew bufinefie for you all. The lesft of thefe Deferts, 
Rome] haue bene thy Souldier forty Romans forget eakietome. 
And led my Counszies th . Te. Now dem ere your prifoner to an Exmperout, 
Aad buried onc and twenty Valiant Sonnes, To hie that for you Honour t State, 

in Field, Geine le Armes, Will vfe yoo Nobly end your 
Ia right cad Seraice of thee Noble Countrie : Sam B goedy Tass ireb wee oe Tee 
Cive me s ftsfic of Honcer for mine ege, That] would ehoofe, were I to thoole s new: 
Bat not a Scepter to contsoule the world, ee Ce re re eres cone) comers 
Vv; he held it Lords,chet held ie fest. Though chence of werre 





lar, Tiue,thou Chait obtelne and eske the Emperie | Hath he thts change of cheere, 
Sa, Proud and embitious Tribune can'R thoe tell? | Thow com'tinot to be made a feome in Rome: 












Tlses. Patience Prince Seturnenns, Princely fhell be thy v wey. 
Sa. Romaines do me right. rps sant Py ee 
Potriciens drew yoor Swords ,sadtheath memact Deent afl your hopes : Modem he comforts 
Till Sesurainus be Romes : Can make your Grester then the Queene of Gothes? 
Andrencas would hoe wort fhipt to hell, Lasivie you are not difplesf'd with this ? 
Rashes then rob me of rhe hersts. Lea. Not f my Loed, fich trve Nobilicie, 
Luc. Proud Saurwine, of the good Werrams thefe words in Princely curtefie. 
That Noble minded 7 ss meancs to thee, Sat . Thankes {weere Lavinia Romans let vs poe: 
Te. Consent thee Prince,] will reftore to thee Renfomleffe heere we fet our Prifoners free, 
The peoples harts and weenetbem from themieives, Proclaime oar Honors Lords with Trumpe and Dram. 
aft, Androncm 3 do aot fatter thee ni Locd Titas by your leaue,this Maid is anne, 
But thee,and will doe till J die: a. How fir ¢ Are you in earneft chen my Lord? 





My FeAlon if thae firengchen with chy Priend ? Bafs. I Noble Tit 20d refola'd withall, 
I will oft thankefall be,and thenkes to men Te doe my felfe chis reafon, snd this right, 
Of Noble miades,is Honowable Meede. Adare, Saum cuiquem,\s oer Romane] ufiice, 































Tit, People of Rome,sad Noble Tribune s herre, This Prince in [uflice ceezeth bur his owne. 
1 aske yout yoyces and your Suffrages, Lac. And chat he will and hall, sf Lacs live. 
Witl you beflow them friendly on Andronicas? Te. Tesycors asent,where isthe Empesours Guarde? 
Tribuncs, To gruifie the good Aadresiws, Tresfon my Lord,Leninia is furpril'd, 
And Gratulace his (afe ressroeto Rome, Sat, Surpcil'd, by whom? 
The people will whom he sdmics. Bef. B that iaflly may 
Tee. Tribunes! yoo,and this fore I moke, Beare bis d,from all che world away. 
That you Create your Eceperours eldeft foane, Afai, Brochers helpe to conecy her hence sway, 
Lord Saarsine whofe V ertacs will |hope, Aad wich my Sword Ie keepe this doore (efe. 
ReGed os Rome as Tytans Rayes on earth Ta. Follow my Lord,sad lie foone bring bet backe. 
And ripen Joftice in this Gommpon- weale : Ma, My Lord you pale not heere. 
Thea if you will ele& by my eduife, Te. at villeine Boy bast me my way in Rome? 
Crowne him, and fay : Long Isue our ee Ata. Helpe Lasin He kals bess. 
Mar. Aa. With Voyces snd spplauie ofcsery fort, Las. My Lord you are vniuft,and more :hen (0, 
Pacricisns and Plebeans we Creare [a wrongfall quarrel! you haue flatae your fon. 
Lord Sanremas Romes Great Empcroer. Te. thow, sor he are say fonnes of mine, 
sca ane foto Sasurene. My (onnes would sever fo difhonour me. 
Floarsf sil they come downs, Trsytor reftore Lenema to the Beaaperovr. 
Sav. Titws Andronicus fot thy Fasours done, Lac. Dead if you will, bac not to be his wife, 
Tovsin ealonanaeedy: & That is anechers lewfull promift Loue. 
I give thee chankes in pare of thy Deferts, 
And will with Deeds requite thy gentlencife 1 Eater aloft the Exsperenr with T amora and ber twe 
And for an Onfer Tass to adusnce - fomves pnd Aaren the Moore. 
Thy Name,sod Hooorsbie Familie, Empe. No Tics,no,zhe Eenperoer oceds her not, 
Lewmie will I make my Empreffe, Nor her,aor thee,nos any ofthy ftocke: 
Rome sRoyall Miftris,Miftris ofeny hart le craft by Leifare bi that mocks me once, 
And abe Gecred Paka her elpouke : Thee never : nor chy Trayterous heughty foanes, 
Tell me Androncas doth this motion pleafe thee ¢ Confederates all,chas to dsfhonour me. 
Tw. be doch my worthy Lord,sadin chis march, Was one in Rome to makes ftale 
Shold me Highly Honcured of your Grace, But Sarareme ? Full well Aadresicus 





And heere ia fight of Rome,to Satarncee, Agree thefe Deeds, with chac proud bregge of chine, . 





Krog aad Commande: of oor Common-weale, That feid'f ,1 beg’d the Empire at thy hands, 
TheWide-worlds Emperour,do } Coafecrate, Tit. O monflrous, what reproschfull wosds are thefe ? 
My Sword,my Charios.snd my Prifonerss, Sat. But goe shy wayes,goe giuc that chaagiog peece, 
Prefencs well Wonhy Romes [esperiall Lord: Tobin chat fourifh: for ber wich bis Sword : 





Recelue them then,the Tribute ches I owe, A Valliene (oone in-law thou fhal: cnioy » 
M ine Honours Ealignes humbled sx my feere, One, fit to bandy with thy lawieffc Sonoes, 






To 
















Te ruffle in the Comenos-weakh of Rome. 
Tx. Thele words sre Razors to my wounded hart. 
Sa. And therefore lovely Tamers hd a 
That like the ftarely 7 bebe mong’ft her Nimphs 
Doft ouer-thine che Gallant Dames of R ome, 
If chou be pleaf'd with this my fodaine choyte, 
Behold I « thee Tesora for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Empreffe of 
Speake 
And heere I fweare by all che Romaine Gods, 
Sich PrieB and -water sre {0 ncere, 
And Tapers burne fo bright, and every thing 
lo ceadines for Hymencen (tand, 
I will not refahse the fireets of Rome, 
Or cline any Pallace,cill from forth this place, 
Tleade efpoul'd my Bride along with me. 
Tame. Andhecere io fight of heauen co Rome | fwecere, 
If Satermine aduance the Queen of Gorhes, 
Shee will e Haend-mard be ro his defires, 
A louing Nurfe, a Mother cohis youth. 
Sazur, Afcend Fare Qeene, 
Panthesn Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Empcreur and his lovely Brid,e 
Sen by the heavens for Prince Sarsewine, 
Whole wifedome hach hes Fortune Conquered, 
There (hall we Confernmace our Spoofal) rites. 
Exewetomert. 
Tit. Teen eet bed to waite vpon this Bride: 
Tiss erhen wer't thoe wont to walke alone, 
Dithonoured thus aod Challenged of wrongs ? 


























Emer Marcus and Titan Semmes. 


Bar O Tem fee! O fee whats thou haft done ' 
In a bad quarrel! laine 2 Vert uous fonor. 

Tit. No foolith Tubune,no : Nofonne of mine, 

Nor chou, ace ebefe Confedrares in the deed, 
Tha hach diffrooeured el our Family, 
Vaworthy brecher, and vn worthy Sonnes. 

Lari, Bat lec es guehim bariall as becomes : 
Giue cM orens burial] with our Bretheren. 

Tu. Traycors aveay,he ceft's aot in chis Tombes 

Thie Monument five bundreth yeares hath feod, 
Which I have Sumprwoelly re-ed ified : 
Heere none but Souldiers.snd Romes Seruicors, 
Repefe in Fame : None bafely Daine sn brauiles, 
Bary him where you can, he comes nor beere, 

Ada. My Lord chisis mmprery in yoa, 
MyN 7 SMaten deeds do plead{or him, 
He maf be buried wich his bretheren. 

Titms ewe Sennes focakes. 
And thall,or bire we will secompsny. 

Ti. And Qhall! Whee villane was ic fpake chat word ” 
He chet would 7 ic re place bur heere. 

Ta. What would you heen in ny defpighe ? 

Adar, No Noble Tans but mcreat of hee, - 
To psrdon Aferias, and to vor hom. 
Ta. Adareus, Euen thou haft ftroke vpoo my Crefl, 
Sehclantee en thou heft wounded, 
Idoe you every one. 
Seteublemenemore.but yaa gone. 
s-Seune. He is noc himfelfe, let ve withdraw, 
C Senne. Not 1 tell Afesrei bovesbe buried, 
The Brovber aed rhe fernes arele. 
Ade. Brother, for in tha: osme doth asuare plea’d. 








































evene of Goths doft thou spplau’d any choyfe? 
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2.Seune, Father ,and in that name doch nasure Seake 
‘Tae. Speake chou a0 more if all che refirwill 
CMa. Renowned Tira: more then helfe my 


lee oe eee : 
Matin we 
Sc ber'd tia cxcrance benre, as 
Ta. Rife Alacus,rife, 
The difmall’R day is chis cha ere I few, 
To be difhonored by my Sonnes in Rome: 
Well ,bury bim,end me the next. 
They pat bam mn the Tembe, 
Lar. There be thy bones fweer Afatios with thy 
Till we with Trophees do sdome thy Tombe. (friends 
They ofl kucets and fap. 
No men hed ceares for Noble Afuriar, 
He hues in Fame, that di'd in vertues cante, Exe, 
Mar, My Lord co ficp out of thefe fodden duenps, 
How comes st thac the fubule Queene af Goches, 
1s of a fodaine thus aduanc’d in Rome ? 
Tt. Uknownor Aderces : bur | knowiris, 
(Whether by deuife or no) the heavens can cell, 
Is the nox then bebelding co che man, 
That Drought het for chis hgh geod rurne fo fasre ? 
Yes, and will Nobly hum remunerate, 


Fleerifh. 
Eater the Emperor, pee eilives Meee fous, with the Dtcere 
at owe doore, Enter at the ether deere Bafuatm and 
Lenses with others, 
Sat. 80 Bafssanes you have plaid your prize, 
God giue you toy fu of your Gallant Bade. 
Bef. And you of yours my Locd : 1 fay no mare, 
Nor with no leffe,and fo } ake my leaue. 
Sa. Trayctor,1fRome haue law,or we haue power, 
Thou and thy Fudtion fhali repent chis Rape. 
Baft. Repecall yous my Lotd,to ceale my owne, 
My true berroched Love, and sow my wife ? 
Bae let che lewes of Rome determine all, 
Meane while I am poffeft of thac 1s mune 
Sat. “Tis good fir : you are very thort wich vs, 
Bot if we hue ,weele be as fharpe with you. 
Bafs. My Lord,whac I haue done as beft I mey, 
Anfwere | mult, end thall do with my life, 
Onely thus much | give your Grace tcoknow, 
By all the duties that | owe to Rome, 
bas Noble Gentleman Lord orm heere, 
3 ia opiniza and in honour wrong'd 
That in cherefcucof _ 
With his owne hand did May his Sen, 
Ja aealeto you,snd highly mou'd co wrath. 
To be controul'd in that he frenkly gaue: 
Recieue him then co favour Ssrmme, 
That hach expre’ft hiafelfe in al] his deeds, 
A Father and 2 friend co thee, and F omes 
Te. Prince Bafrianw leeuc co plead my Deeds, 
*Tis thou, and obra have dithoaourd me, 
Rome and the ri heavens be my iadge, 
Hew I hene lou'd and Honour’d Saturnme, 
Zan. My worthy Lord if ever Tamera, 
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V ere gracious in thofe Priaccly oe of thine, 
vhearc me {peake tadifferencly for all: 
Aad at roy fuce ( fweec ) pardon what 1s paft. 
Sata, What Madain, be difhonoared openly, 
And balely put rt vp withou revenge ? 
Tas. Notfomy Lord, 
The Gods of Rome for-fend, 
1 thould be Asthour to ¢:fhonourvou. 
But on anne honor dare, | endercake 
For good Lord Tstes innocence 10 al! : 
Whoke fary noe diffembied fpeakes his griefes : 
Thea at my lure looke gracioufly on him, 
Loofe not fo noble 2 frrend on veine foppofe, 
Noe with fowre lookes affliG his gentle heast, 
My Lord,be ral’d by me be wonne a loft, 
Difermble 21! your griefes and difeomens, 
You we but newly planced in your Throne, 
Leaft chen the peopic, and Pacricians too, 
Vpone ult Gracy eke 7st: part, 
Aad fo fepplent vs for ia a 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin ne. 
Yecld 2 mereats, and chen lec me alone : 
He finde a day to maffacre them all, 
And race thet adtion.end theu farmilic, 
The crueil Father sad his crayt’rous fonnes, 
To whom | fued for my dearc fonnes life. 
Aad roake them know what tis toler s Queene, 
Enecie in the fireetes,and beg for grsce in vaine, 
Come,come,fweet Erapcrour, (come Andrenune) 
Tahe vp this good old man, and cheere the heart, 
Trac dies ws ternpeft of thy angry frowne. 
Key. Rife Tam nile, 
My E:mprefle hath prevait'd. 
Tas lchanke your Macfie, 
Aod her my Leed. 
Thefe words ,chefe leokes, 
Infafe new life in me. 
Tame. Trrm,] um mncorparate ia Rone, 
A Roman now edopced heppity. 
Aad auft sduife the Eenperour for bis good , 
This dsy all quarrels dre Aadvensca:. 
Aad ict ts be mine honous good my Lord, 
Thee J bawe recencil’d your friendsand you. 
For you Pence Bafssase:.| have patt 
My word end ife co the Eenperoer, 
Thee you will be more mulde and treQabie. 
And aot Lesds : 
Aad you Laem, 
By my sduife all humbled eo your kaees, 
You thal mke pardon of his Museftie. 
Sen. We dee, 
Aad vow to hesuen, and co his Highnes, 
Theat what we did, was culdty, 09 we might, 
Tendring our fifters honour end ou Owne. 
Adar. That on minc bonow: heere | do proteft. 
Keng. Away tad calkc not,trouble vs no more. 
Tamera, Naymey, 
Sweet Earpcrosr, we maf all be frends, 
The Tnbune sad his Nephews koeele fos ': 
] will not be demed, (weet hast ried iy 
Kong. Marcus, 
For thy (she aad thy brochers beere, 
And at my leachy 7 awera's intrests, 
1 doe senue thefe young mens hsyores 
Stand vp . Lasana,though you left me like e churle, 
\fownd a frend and fuse as death I {were, 


1 woald not part « Baechellous {rom che Pricit. 
Come, if the Emperours Court can feah two Brides, 
You sre my gueft Les ia, and your friends: 
This dav fhatl be a Loue-dey Tamera. 
Tw. To morrow and it pleafe your Maicfie, 
To bunc che Pancher snd the Hace with me 
With horne snd Hound, 
Weele give your Grace Bem som, 
Sater. Bestlo Tismand Gremercy to. Exve, 





Attus Secunda. 





tlerdh, Emer Aaren dene. 


Are. Now climbeth Tamera Olympgs coppe, 
Safe out of Forcuncs thot, and fits aloft, . 
Secure of Thonders cracke ot lightning @ath, 
Aduanc’d bout pale couses threatning resch: 
At when che goldenSunne falutes the morac, 
And hawing gi!c the Occan with hus besmes, 
Gallops the Zodiacke 10 his glittering Coach, 
And ouer-lookes the higbeft piering hills : 
So Tamoras 
Vpon het wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And ecrcue ftnopes and trembles at hes frowne. 
Then Aaron acme thy hars,and fix thy thooghes, 
To mount aloft wich thy Emperial: Miftris, 
And mount her pitch, whom choy in triomph loog 
Haft prifoner held, fetcred 1n amorods chaines, 
And tafter bound to Aarens charraing eyes, 
Then 1s Prosmethses tide to Cancafas. 
Away with flausth weedes,and idie oy ig 
1 will be bright end thine in Pearle and Gold, 
To wane vpon this new made 
To waste faid 1? To wanton with this Queene, 
This Godde@le, chis Semeriave, this Queene, 
This Syren.chae will charme Romes Seturame, 
Aad fee tis thipwracke,and his Common weales. 
Hollo, what Rorme is chis ? 
kaver Chwren and Dewerries brewmg, 
Dom, Cheron thy yeres wants wit thy wit wants edge 
And maaners co imtru'd where | am groc’d, 
And may for ought thou kaow’ft affected be. 
Chi. Demerrens chou doo'f over. weene m all, 
And (o in this. to beare me downc with breves, 
Trs not the difference of 2 veere or two 
Makes meleffe graciows,or thee more fortunate 3 
1 arn as sble,aed es fit,es chow, 
To ferne,snd ro deferuemy Miftris grace, 
Ardthat my {word vpon thee fhall approve, 
And plead my paffions for Lewina’s lowe. 
Aron Cubs cluds,thefe louers will not Padi rd hae 
Dem, Why Boy ,,aichough our mother ( ) 
Gave youn d Rapier by your fide, 
Ace you fo defperace ne co threat your friends ? 
Goetoo : have your Lath gloed within your fhearb, 
La bay hoow berver how co handic it. 
i. Meane while fir, with che lictie skill I have, 
Full well thele chou percenue how moch J dare. 
Deme. | Boy, grow yc fo brave ¢ Thy dane. 
Aron, Why how now Lords? 
So nee che Empcrours Paliace dase you drew, re 
n 
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Aod mainzaine fuch « quarrel openly ? 
Full vrell I wote, che ground of all chss grudge. 
I wouldnot for a million of Gold, 
The caufe were knowne to them ic moft concernes. 
Nee would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo dithonored in the Court of Rome: 
kor (hamec put vp. 
Dems. Not [, till Ihave fheath'd 
My rapier in his bofome,sad wichall 
Threft thefe reprochfoll (peeches downe his theost, 
That be hath breach’d in my difbonour heere. 

Chi. For that J sm prepac'd,and {ull refolu'd, 

Foule (poken Coward, 

Thactbuodreft wich chy tongae, 

Aad with thy weapon noching dar'ft performe. 
Aree. Away I fay. 

Now by che Gods chat warhke Gothes adore, 

This pretty brabble will vadoo vs all: 

Why Lords, and chinke younot how dangerous 

Itis co fer vpon a Princes right 2 

Whats is Lewswsa then become fo loofe, 

Or Bafssanan {0 degencrace, 

That for her loue (uch quarrels may be broachr, 

Without controulement, Luftice, or reuenge? 

Young Lords beware, and fhould the Empreffe know, 

This difcord ground the muGicke would not pleafe. 

Chi, I care not, knew the and all che world, 

Tloue Lawinse more then all che world. 
Demer. Youngling, 

Learne chou to make (ee choife, 

Lamas thine elder brothers hope. 

Ares. Why are ye mad ? Or knowye not inRome, 
Hew farsous and impatient they be, 

And cannot brooke Competitors in loue ? 
Itell you Lords, you doe but plot your deaths, 
By chis deuife. 

Chi. Aavon,s thoufand deathe would | propofe, 
Toarchieue her wham I do love. 

Aen. To acheise her how? 

Deme. Why, mak’f thou st fo ftrange ? 

Shee 1s 8 womaa,therefore may be woo'd, 
Shee is a woman, therfore may be wonne, 
Shee is Lassma therefore mult be lou'd. 
Whac man, more werer glidech by the Mill 
Then wors the Miller of, end cafie it is 

Of acutloafe co Meale a fhiue we knoe: 
Though Baftiaeng be the Emperours brocher, 
Better chen he have worne Vxlcans badge. 

dren, 1, and as good as Sarmrnsny may. 

Dewe, Then why (hould he difpaire char knowes to 
Wich words, faire lookes,and liberality : (court it 
What haft not chou full often Arucke a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ¢ 
Aron, Why chen it feemes fome certaine {natch or fo 
Would ferue your turnes. 
Chi. I fo thecurne were Served, 
Demme, Awen thon hat hit ic. 
Are. Would you had hit it reo, 
Then (hould vot we be cit’d with this adoo: 
Why bake yee, harke yee, aud are you fuch fooles, 
To fquare for chis # Would it offend you then ? 

Chi. Faith aot me. 

Deme. Nor me,fo | were one. 

Aron. For fhame be friends, & loyoe for that you iss: 
"Tis pollicic.and (rarageme muft doe 
That you sife&,aad fo muft you refolue, 
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Makes way, and ruaces likes Swallowes ore . che plaine 
Dem. Ch 





Thaz whet you cannot es you would atcheine, 
You mutt perforce sccomplith as you may: 
Take this of me, Lucrves was not more chef 
Then this Leawrie, Bafrianns love, 
A fpeedier courfe this lingring languifhmeng 
Mult we purfue, and I have found , pa 3 
My Lords, a folemne humting 1s in hand, 
There will che loucly Roman Ladies roopes 
The Forreft walkes ase wide and {paciows, 
Aod many vnfrequeaced ploss chese are, 
Ficted by inde for rape and villarue : 
Siogle you thither then this dainty Doe, 
And ftrnke her home byforce,ifnoc by words: 
This way or not stall,ftand you in hope. 
Come,come,our Empreffe wath her facsed wit 
To villsinie and vengaoce confecrsce, 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 
And the thall file ows engines with sdasie, 
That will not fuffer you to {quare your (elees, 
Bur to your wifhes height aduence you both. 
The Emperours C ourt like the houle of Fame, 
The pellace full of tonguesof eyes, of cares; 
The Woeds are ruchieffe, dresafull deaf, and dei] : 
There (peake,and Arike brave B es ,& take your carne 
There ferue your lufts, thedow'd koe heaneas eye, 
And reuell 1n Lana's Treafur ie. 
Che. Thy counfell Lad {mells of ne cowardife. 
Deme. Sy fas ans nefas, rill | finde che Rreames, 
To Coole this heat, a Charme te calene chen firs, 
Per Stigia per mans Veber. Esco 


Enter Titus Andronscom and bis three founes, makwng a 
with bounds and berwrs, and Aarces, 






















































Ti. The hunt is vp, the mosne is bright and gray, 
The fields are fragcans, andthe Woods are greene, 
Vacouple heere, and let vs make abay, 

And weke the Emperour, snd his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, aod nng s hunters peale, 
Thar all che Court may eccho with the aoyle, 
Sonnes let se be yous charge, as it is ours, 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefully : 

F haue bene croubled in my fleepe this night, 
Bur davening day aew coorfort hath infpir'd. 


Winds FTernes, 
Heere a cry of bewndes, and wonde berms ua posks,then 
Ester Sasterwnns, Tamer a,Baffienes,Lamme Cher on,De~ 
wectr ms ead thew Artendants. 




















Ti. Many good morrowes ro your Moiefie, } 
Madam to you as manyand a3 good, 
I promifed your Grace, a Hunters pesle. 
Satur. Aad youhaue rang it lahtily Lords, 
Somewhat co earely for new married Lides, 
Balt. Lavinia,how fay you ? 
Leu. Ifayno: 
I have bene awake two houres snd more. 
Sater, Come on then, horfe end Cheriets letvs hesc, 
Aad ro our Sport: Madsm,now thal ye fee, 
Oar Romaine hunting. 


Ma. Thauc es my Lord, 
Will rouze the ronda Panther im che Chafe, 


Aad clime the higheft P omontary cop. 
Tit. And I hawe horfe will follow where che geme 
















The Tragedie of Titus oA: 


37 


Dewe, Chiron we huot not we,with Horfe nor Hound , Vafuroith cafour well beleeming troope? 


But hope to placke a deinty Doe to ground, Exere 
Eater Aaron ajeee, 
atren, He that had wit, would chinke that } bed pose, 
To bury fo mach Gold vader a Tree, 
And oever after cu inherit it. 
Les him that ehinks of me fe ebieAly, 
Kaow that this Gold muff comes 
Which cunoingly effeGed,will beget 
A very excellence peece of villany : 
And fo repofe fweeet Gold for their unre, 
That haee their Almes out of the Emprefie Chef. 
Sater Tamera totbe Afeere. 
Tame, My lovely Aeron, 
Wherefore look ft chou fad, 
When thing doth make a Gleefull boat ? 
The Birds elodyon eucry buth, 
The Sosbe lies rolled in the chearefull Sunne, 
The greene leaues quiver. with the cooling winde, 
And make 2 chekes'd fhadow on che ground : 
Vader cheir fweete Qhsde,e-faren let vs fiz, 
sind whil'R che babling Eccho moch’s the Hounds, 
Replying fhrilty co the well cun'd-Hornes, 
As if a double hanc were heard s¢ onez, 
Let vs fit downe,and marke cheir yelping noyfe: 
Aad after confi, fach as was fuppos’d 
The domo, dian: and Dide once entoy'd, 
When wish ehappy florme they were furpris’d, 
Aod Custain’d wich s Counfaile- keeping Caue, 
We msy each wreathed in che others srmecs, 
(Our paftimes done) poffeffe a Golden flumber, 
Hounds and Hornes,and fwees Melodious Birds 
Be vneo vs, ss is 3 Nurfes Song 
Of Lullabie,to bring her Babe sfleepe. 
Area. Madame, 
Though Weems gouerne your defires, 
Severae is Domioacor over mine: 
Whax fignifies my deadly ftending eye, 
My filence,and my Cloady Melancholie, 
My fleece of Woolly hsirechet now yndutles, 
Een es an Adde: when fhe doth varowle 
To do fome facall execution? 
No Madam,thefe are no Veneria!l fignes, 
Vengeance is in my heact,death in my hand, 
Blood, snd revenge,sre Hammering in my head. 
Haske Tamara the Empreffe of my Soule, 
Which ocuer hopes more heaven then refis in thee, 
Thisis the day of Doome for Be/ttama; 
His Phalemel moft loofe her congue co dey, 
Soones make Pillage ofher Chaftry, 
Aod wath their hands in Bafiaw blood. 
Seeft chou this Letrer,take 1c vp 1 pray thee, 
Asd give che King chis ferall plorved Scrowle, 
oe aoe pret asc efpied, 
eere comes s parcell of our hopeful! Boory, 
Which dreads not yer their lices deftruQion. 


Bator Baffianen and Laninia. 


Tame, Ab my focet More: 
1 to me eben life. fr 
- No more great Emprefie Bafievm comes, 
Be croffe with hien nd Ie goe fetch thy Soanes 
Tobscke chy quarrel] wher fo ere they be. 
Bafi. Whom base we heere ? 
Romes Royall Empreffe, 


Or is ic Dé babiced like her, 

Who hath abendoned her holy Growes, 

To selon aliees Hancing 10 this Forreft ? 

Tame. controules of our priuare fleps: 

Had I che power,thas fome fay Dian had, 

Thy Tecnples fhould be planced prefently. 

With Hornes, as was Alteoes, and the Hounds 
Should driue vpon his new rransformed limbes, 
Vamennerty Incruder as thou art. 

Lani, Vader your patience gentle Empreffe, 
‘Tis thought you haue a goodly gift m Horning, 
And robe doubted thet your aeeere and you 
Are fingled forth to try experiments : 

Jone foesid your husband from his Hounds to day, 
Tis piety chey fhould take him for s ate 

Baffi. Beiceuc me Queene, your fwerth Cymerion, 
Doth make your Honour ofhis bodies Hue, 

Spotted. detefted.and sbhominaBle. 

Why are you fequeftred from sll your traite ? 
Difmounced from your Snow- white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither co an obfcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Afcoré, 

If faule defire had not condudted you? 

Lams. And being intercepted in your fpore, 
Greet ceafon that my Noble Lord,be rated 
For Saacineffe, | prey youlcc vshence, 

And let her ioy her R aucn coloured loue, 
This valley fis the purpofe paffing well. 

Baffi. The King my Brother thali heve notice of chis. 

Last. 1,for thefe flips havc made him noted long, 
Good King, co be fo mightily abufed. 

Tamera, Why I have patience co endure ell this 3 

Ester Chiren and Uemavrint, 
Dra. How aow decre Soueraigne 
And our eee Mother, 
Why dor Mas Highnes looke fo pale end wen? 

Tane. Heuvel not reafon thinke you co looke pele. 

Thele cwo baue cie’d ave hicher co this place, 
A barren, decefted vale you fee xis, 
The Trees thoogh Sommer, yet forlorne and leane, 
Ore-come with Moffe,sad balefull Miffeito. 
Heere neues fhines the Suane,hecre nothing breeds, 
Voleffe che nightly Owle,or fatall Resco : 
Aad when chey thew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They cold me heere st dead time of the nigbe, 
A thoufend Fiends,a thouland hiffing Snakes, 
Ten choufand (welling Toades,es many Vechins, 
Would make {uch fesrefull end confuled Cries, 
As any mortall body hearing ie, 
Should ftraite fall mad,or elfe die fuddenly. 
No fooner had they told this hellith cale, 
Buc (trast they cold me they would binde me heere, 
Vaco the body of a di{mall yew, 
And leaue me co this milerable death. 
And then they call’d me foule Adultereffe, 
Lafciuious Goth,end all che bitcereft cearmes 
Thac euer care did hesre ro fach effea. 
And had you nox by wondroas fortune some, 
This vengeance on me had they executed 
Revenge it,as you love your Mothers life, 
Or be ye noe benceforth cal’d my Childsen, 
Dew, Thivisa witneffe that I sm thy Sonne. fab bin, 
Ch. And this for me, 


 Strook home to thew my Arengeh. 


Lass \ come Semeronu nsy Barbsrous Fcawra. 
dd Fer 
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For no name fats thy osaize bat thy owne, 
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Dense. Away, 


: y: 
Tem, Giue me thy poyniesd,you thal know any boyes For thon haft (tad vs heere too long. 


Your Mothers hsnd thall ight your Mothers wrong. 
Deme. Stay Madam heere is more s to her, 
Firft chrath che Comme, then after burne the (trew : 
This Mimon ftood epon her chaftity, 
Vpen her Nuptiall vow.hes loyaltie. 
And with chat painted hope braees your Mightinefic, 
And (hall (be carry chis enco ber groue ? 
Cli. And ifthe doe, 
Twroeld | were sn Exnuch, 
hence her hasband to fome fecret hole, 
make his dead Trenkc- Pillow to oar jot. 
Tame. Bur when ye haee che hony we defire, 
Let noc chis W alpe ouc-live vs both co ting. 
Che. 1 warrant you Madam we will chaz fuce: 
Come Mifisis,now perforce we Will enioy, 
That nice-preferued honefty of yours. 
Laai. Oh Tamera thou bear’ft a woman face. 
Tame, Lenil noc heare her (peake, away with her. 
Lass. Sweet Lords increas ber hearc me but a ward 
Down, Liften fare Madam,let it be yous glory 
Tofee ber teares but be your hart to them, 
As varelenting flint co drops of raine, 
Lam. When did the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? 
O doe not learne her wrach,the caught it thee, 
The milke thou fuck Rt from het did curne co Marble, 
Buen at thy Teat thou had'ft thy Tyranny, 
Yet eucry Mother breeds not Sonnes alike, 
Do chou intreat her (hew 3 woman pitty. 
CLire. What, 
Wou!d'ft thou haue me proue my felfe a baftard ? 
Las. Tis true, 
The Rauen doth aoc hatch a Larke, 
Yet haue! heard,Oh could | finde itnow, 
The Lion mon d with pitty,did mdure 
To hac his Princely pawes par’d all away. 
Some fay that Ravens fofter forlorne children, 
The wil ft chetr owae birds farmth in their nents: 
Oh Leto me though thy hard hare fay no, 
Nothing fo kind bue fomeching prifoll. 

Tansee, I koow not whac it meancs away with her. 
Lawe, Oblet are tcach thee for my Fathers (ake, 
Thac gaue thee life when well he night have flaine chee: 

Be not obducace,open thy deafe cares, 
Tame. Had'(t thou m petfon acre offended me. 
Euen (or bis fake am 1 pattsleffe: 
Remember Boyes | pownr'd forth ceares in vaine, 
To fave your brother from the facrifice, 
Bac flerce Aadronecm would not relent, 
Therefore away with her,and vie her es you will, 
The worfe ro her,the better lou'd of me. 
Laws, OW Tamera, 
Becall'd a penile Queene, 
And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, 
For "tis not Infe char J haae beg’d fo Jong, 
Poore I was (laine, when Zafiana dy'd. 
Tam, What beg 'ft chou then ? fond woman let me go? 
fem. “Tis prefenc death 1 beg,aod ose ching aore, 
That womanhood denies my tonguc co cell : 
Oh kcepe me from their worfe then killing loft, 
And tumble me into fome Joathfome pit, 
Where neuer mans eye msy hehoild my body, 
Doc this.and be a charitable murderer. 
Te.1. So thould J rob my iweet Sonnes of theis fee, 
N > bet chem satiffie their luft on thee. 


Lanna. No Garace, 

ee Temunhood ? Ab besflly c:earwre, 
sod to ow 
— enemy genctall heme, 

Chi. Nay chen lle ir mouth 
Bring shou hee ae 
nese oe ene Ave Yi tude him. 

am. Farewell wy Sonnes,fee that you make her (a 
Neze let ery heartkoow encrry cheere adecd, aa 
Till all che Audrancs be wade sway : 
Now will f hence to (ecke my hourly Afcere, 
And let my fpleeneful! Sonnes this Trelldefloore. Zsie. 


Emer Aaron with tao of Tam Seunes. 
Ares. Come on my Lords, the becter foote before, 
Seraight will 1 bring you to the lechlome pit, 
Where | efpred ihe Bancheg faft alleepe. 
Quea, My fighe ss very dull whet ere it bodes. 
Marn. And aine | promile you, were it not for Qrame, 
Well could [ leaue our {port to fleepe 2 while, 
Quire. What actchou fallen ? 
What fubtile Hole as this, 
Whofe mouth 1s covered with Rude erowi Biers, 
Vpon whofe teaues are drops of rete (hcd biseg 
As freth as mornings dew diftil'd on flowers, ° 
A very facall place 11 feemes to me 
Speake Brocher hatt chou hur: thee with the fall? 
Marim Oh Brother, 
Wich che difmal'ft obie@ 
gap esas ee ight made beart lames, 
voee Now will | fetch che King co finde them heere, 
That he thereby may hase 3 likely seffe, 
Howthefe were they chat made away his Brother. 
fxu Aare, 
Mari, Why doft not comfort me snd beipe me out, 
From this vnhallow'd and blood - {tained Hole? 
Bonar, 1 aro fucprifed with an vacouch feare, 
A chilling fweat ore-runs my trembling ieynts, 
My heart fulpe&s more theo mune ere can (ee, 
Mari. To proue thou batt a crue di heart, 
fares and thou looke downe into this den, 
Aad fees fearefull fight ofblood and death, 
Lam. Aarons gone, 
And my compaffionate hears 
Will nox per ane roine eyes once to behold 
The ching wherear i trembles by (urmile : 
Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now 
Was! 3 child,to feare [know not whas. 
Agari. Lord ae licsembrewed heere, 
Allon a heape like to the fleughered Lambe, 
In this decefted, darke,blood-drinking pit. 
Quin, if it be derke,how dooft thou know tis be? 
Mart. Vpon his bloodyfinger he doth weate 
A precious Ring that lightens all che Hole: 
Which like a Taper in (ome Mosumem, 
Doth fhuse vpoa the dead mans earthly cheekes, 
Aad fhewes the sagged intrares of che pit: 
Se pale did thine the Moone on Pram, 
When he by nigh: ley bath’d mn Maidenb ood; 
O Beother helpe me with thy fasting hand. 
MU feare hath madethee faint a3 cee it hath, 
Out of chis fell devouring receptacle, 
As hatefull as Ocerncs miltie mouth 


Quart. Reach me chy hand,chas | may helpe thee out, 
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Orw to doe thee (3 much 
Lewy be fescegios wi '. 
deepe pit poore Dafrieun crave : 

Oe ca hen snes puchekeis che briake. 

Mertiaa Not 1 no Reangth vo clime withoat thy help. 

Thy band once more. wii! act loofe again, 

Till thoe srt beere aloft, or [ below, 
Thou cre not come to me} cometothes, Bers fal in. 


Estar the Emsperocr , Aaron the SMeore. 


Sater. Along with me, Ile fee what hole is he 
Aad what beis thet 0e is leapt into it. 
Say, who ert hoa thac lately did't defcend, 
Into chis gaping hollow of che earth ? 

Afarti. , The enhappie fanve of old Asdrentcen, 
Brought hither in amoft entuckie hoare, 
To finde thy brother Baftsenaw dead, 

Saar, My brother dead ? I know thou dof bur ict, 
He aad bis Lady boch sre at che Lodge, 
Vpon che North- fide of this pies fant Chafe, 
Tis not an houre Gace J left him chere. 

CMarti, We know not where you left lien afl sfiue, 
Bux out alas,heere baue we found him dead, 


Ester Tamers, Acdrenicu: sad Lucio, 





Tame. Whereis my Lord the King ? 
King Heere Tamera ,though gricu'd wich kilhing criefe. 
Tam. Where ischy brother Bafsiovar f 
Kaz Now othe botrome doft tou fearch my wound, 
Peore Bafnasne heere lies murchered, 
Taw. Then alltoo lace} bring this facall weic, 
The comploc of this timelefle Tragedie, 
And wonder greatly thac mans face can fold, 
In pleaGing (miles tach murderous T yrannie. 
She goucth Sasernine a Letter, 


Saterudom reads the Letter, 


Thes keow ft xr for thy reward 
Pooh oies a w3 Elder le 
Which corr -foasics ibe month of thes fase p.* : 
W bere we decreed to bory Baffizenss 

Dee this and parchafe vs thy lafieng friends. 


, se ste ep a a 
This is the pic,end chi der cree, - 
Looke fars,if ou can finde the huar(nan oer, 
That fhould have marthered Befsscomn heerc. 
Ares, My gracioas eral rap ecelrs| dere 
eee. Te of hy whelpes,fell Cars of bloody kind 
Hase berefe my brother of bis lefe : 
Sits drag them from the pit varo the prifon, 
There let chem bide encill we hsec desis'd 
Someecuer heard-of rortering peine for chem. 
Tame. What are they in this pit, 
Oh wondrous thing * 
How eafily morder is difconered? Paine 
Ta. High Emperour, ay 
Ibeg cHis saan gn a lightly thed, ; 
T hac this fell faule of py sceurfed Sonaes, 
Accurfed sf the faults be proud ic. cheat, 
King. Uucbe proud? you (ee ic is spparr” , 


“bel rageaic cy Titus eAner vita. 





Whe » Tame wee ie you) 
Tamera, Andronices bienlelfe ded 
Te, 1 did my Lord, 

Yer lee me be their baile, 

For by wy Fachers reucrent Tombe ! vow 

They thal! be ready et yout Highnes will , 

To anfwere theis fufpition with cheis lives. 

Kaz. Thou thal oot beile chem, fee chen fellow me. 
Some bring the sourthered body fome the : 
Let them not fpeake 9 word che ee 
For by ay foule, were there worle end then death, 
Thax end vpon chem thould be executed, 

Tame. Androsicos 1 will entrest che King, 

Feare not thy Sonnes,chey (hall do well enosgh, 

Ta. Come Lucien come, 

Stay not to talke wich them, Eve. 


Evrer the Enoproffe Souute with Lavinia ber baod: cit off and 
bev tongue cut ont and ranfhe. t 


Deme. So now got cell end if thy ¢ con (peahe, 
Who e'was that cutchy congue and rassfhe chee. 

Chi. Write downe thy mind, bewsay chy acaning fo, 
And if thy Nempes will let thee play the Serbe, 

Dem. See how with fignes aod cokens the can (cowl. 

Cbs. Goe home, 
Call for fwees water,weth thy hands. 

Dem, She hath no tongue co call nor hends to wath. 
And (o tec’s leewe her to her friene walkes. 

Chi. And «were my csafe,! thould gore cay (elfe. 

‘Dew, If thou had'ft hands to helpe chee haat the cerd, | 

Exons 


¢ 


— tl 


Wiede Horees. 
Ewer Marcas from beating to Lansinia, 
Who is this,my Neece shat flies awsy [0 fat? 
Cofen s word, where 1s yous hasband? 
If i do dresme ,wrould efi my wealth woald wake me ; 
If doe wake,fome Planet firike me downe, 
That} may lumber tn eternell fleepe. 
Speake gentle Neece, what Rerne vagentic hands 
Hath lope, snd hew'd,sad made thy bere 
Of her ewo ghana ea est {weet Ornaments 
Whole circk! owes, Kings have foughs to le 
Aad might sacs fo gresc ahs pines Sp 
As halfe thy Lose ; Why dooft nox [peake to me? 
Alas, Crimfon river of warme blood, 
Like to a bubling founteine Nie’d with wiade, 
Doth rife and fall betweenc thy Rofed lips, 
Comming snd going with th bony breach. 
Buc (ure fome Teresa hach defloured thee, 
And leaft chou fhoald'ft dece& them,cuc thy tongue, 
Ab,now thow cort'ft sway chy face for thames 
Acd nocwhthfanding all chis loffe of blood, 
As frome Condit wish chele suing 
Yer doe thy cheekes looke red as Titans face, 
Biuthing co be encountred witha Cloud, 
Shall I fpeake for thee ? fhell 1 fay tis fo ¢ 
Oh chat I koew chy bert, and knew che beat 
That I might caile ee him co esfe wy mind. 
Sotrow cuncesled, tke so Ques ftopr, 
Doth burne the hart co Cinders where ic is. 
Feite Philomela the but loft hes tongue, 
And in a tedious Sampler owed het minde, 
But lovely Neece,chet mesnc ts cut from thes, 
ccal.ict Fores halt chou mee withall, 
And he hath cucthole precy fi ngers off, 
add 3 


























40 The Tragedie of Titus eA ndronicus. 
That could haue becter fowed chen Pirsleme!. Who cthoegh they cannos anfwere my diftreffe, 


Ob had she moofter feene thofe Liily hands, Yet ia forme fort they ase betzer then the Tnbunes, 
Tremble hike Afpen leaves vpona Late, For that they will not inercept any tale; 

And make the tiiken fteings delight co kiffe them, When I doe weepe,they humbly at my feete 

He would not then haue coucht them for bis life. Recesnc my teares,and feeme to weepe with me, 
Ochad he heard the heavenly Harmony, And were they bas sttired in graue weedes, 

Whie h chas fweet tongue hath made : Rome could afford no Tribune like to chele, 

He would haue dropr his krufe and fell sfleepe, A fone is as foft ware, 

As (erberws at the Thracian Pocts feece. Tribunes more hard rhen ftones: 

Come, let vs goe,and make thy facher biinde, Aftone is filent.and offendech nor, 

For fach a fight will blinde a fathers eye. And Tribunes wich their tongues doome men to death. 
One houres forme will drowne the fragrance meades, Buc wherefore Rand'(t choe with drawne > 
What, will whole monchs of cesres thy Fathers eyes? Ls. To refcuemy two brothers is death, 
Doe not draw backe,for we will mourne with thee: For which acemptthe Iudges beve pronounc’fl 

Oh could oar mourning cafe thy cnilery. Exeast | My cueriafting doome of banifhmens, 


Ti. Ohappy man, they hawe befrrended thee : 
Why foolith Lecias doft then not perceme 
; That Rome is but s wildernes of Tigers? 
Atlus Tertius . Tigers muft pray,and Rome sffords no 
Buc me end and mine : hictw happy art thor chess 
From chefe deuourers to be bentthed ? 
Buc who comes with our brother Adarcan beere ¢ 











Ester the Ludges and Senatonrs wstl T tt 0 twe fornes bead, 
paling 00 the Seage to she place of execetvon, and T1100 gomg Eater Marea: aed Lanne, 
Io Ma. Taw, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 
Or sf not fo, chy noble heart te breake : 
T:. Heare me graue fathers noble Tribunes fay, I bring confarmng forrow to thine age. 


For piety of mine age, whofe youth was tpent Ts. Willa confume me ? Let enc (ec it shen. 

In dangerous wares, whilft you lecurely flept: (Me This was chy daughter. 

Fos el) my blood in Romes great quarreli thed, Ts. Why Marcus fo the is. 

For all the trofty nights chac | haue watchs, Lac. Ayeme this obic& kils me. 

Aad for thefe biccer ceares, which now you fee, Ti. Fasnt-haesed boy.arife andleoke ypon her, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my checkes, Speake Lemma, what accurfed hand 

Be prrtifull co my condemned Sonnes, Hach made thee handiefle wm thy Fathers (ight ? 
Whole foules is x0¢ corrupted as ‘cis thoughe : Whac foole hath sdded water tothe Sea? 

For rwo and tweury fonves | never wept, Or beoughs 8 faggot to bright burning Troy ¢ 
Becaule they died in honours ofty bed My @riefe was ar che height before thou cam, 
Andrews us tyeth davene ana the ludges pafte by bim, And now like Nylas it difdsinech bounds : 

For chefe, Tribunesyn the dul) write Giueme a fword , Ile chop off my hands too, 
My harts deepe languot and my fouies fad seares ; For they haue fought for Rome,snd alll in vanes 
Let my ceares Manch the earths drie / daleas And they have nur'it chis woe, 

My lonnes {weer Sired, will make at lhame andbluth: In feeding life: 


Oecarch '(wilbetndshee more with rine = Exenat | In booteleffe prayer lveue they bene held vp, 


That fail diitit! from chete two ancient cuines, And they haue feru'd me to effeAlleffe vie. 
Then youthfull April Ghali with al has fhowres Now all che feruice I require of chem, 
In fammers drought: lie drop vpon chee fil, Is chat che one will helpe to cuc the other : 
In Winter with warme teares [te mel: the (now, ‘Tis well Lasema,that thou haft no hands, 
And keepe erernall ipring time on thy face, Foe hands ca do Rome fervice,is but vaine. 
‘$0 chou refuleto drinke iny deare fonnes blood. Lees. Speahe fifter, who hath martyr'd chee ? 
| Mar, O char delightful engine of her thoughts, 
Encer Lecsus wot b hee weapon drawne. That blab"d chem with fuch pleafing eloquence, 
Is torae from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
1h reuctent Tribunes,oh gentle aged men, Where hke a (weer mellodsus bird it fung, 
' atunde my fonnes, reverie the doome of desch, Sweet varied nores mchansing every care. | 
And terme fay(that never wept before) Luci, Oh fay chou for her, 
iv iraresare now preualing Oratours. Who hath done this deed? 
1s Ohnoble facher,you lament in vane, Mae. Oh tias I found her ftraying io che Parke, 
The Tesbunes heare not,no manis by, > | Seeking cohide herfelfe as doch the Deare 
Aad you recount your forrowes co 2 flone. 1 That hath recer:ude forne varecurmg wound. 
Te. Ab Leucons for chy brochers let me plead, Tea. Ic was my Deare, 
Grave [ribunes ance more J intreac of you. | Aodhe that wounded her, 
La. My erscious Lord,no Tribune heares you(peske. , Hath hure me more, then had he kild me deeds 
Ti Why ‘cs no mates man.f chey did heare | For now J ftand as one vpon a Rocke, 
They would nor macke me:oh if they did heare | Inuwon'd with a wilderneffe of Sea. 
They vebuld not pitty me. | Who markes the waxing tide, 
Therefore } teil my forsume: vooues to the ftones. 1 Grow wauc by waue, 












Now ] behold thy lively body fo? 
Thow heft no hands to wipe away chy teares, 
to tel) me who hath martyr 
Thy husband be is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemo'd and dead by this. 
Looke Afaresa sh foane Lacius looke on hers 
When J did name her brothers,then frefh teares 
Stood on her cheekes,as doth the 
Vpon a gathred Lillse almoft withered, 

Ma. Perchance the weepes becaule they kil'é bes 


Pirchance becaufe the kcowes him innocent. 

Ta MM they did kill thy husband chen be ioyfull 
Becanfe the law hach tane ccvenge on thea, 
No,00,they would not doc fo foule a deede, 
Wheacs the forrow that cheic filters sakes. 

Gentle Lanata let me kiffe thy lips, 

oes how I may do chee eafe: 
nele,andthy brocber Lasier, 
And thoe and I fi round abour fome Fountsine, 
Looking al) downewascds cw bebold our cheekes 
How chey ase fisin'd in meadowcs, yet not dry 
Wiceb miery (lime lefe on chem by a flood : 
Aad wn the Fowotaine thal] we gaze folong, 

Till the freth rake be taken from that cleerenes, 
And made s brioe pit with our biecer reares 2 

Or fall we cut sway our hands like chine ? 

Or fall we bice out tongues,and in dumbe {hewes 
Pale the remainder of out hacefull deyes? 

Whax thall we doc ? Let vs chet hase ous tongues 
Plos fome deuife of further miferies 

To make vs bac at ¢ time to come. 

La. Sweet Father ccafe teares, for st your griefe 
See how any wretched Giles fabs aad weeepe. 

Mar, Patience deere Neece,good 7izas drie thine 


Ti, Ah Alarcm,Marcm Brother well I woe, 
Thy aaphin cannot drinke 8 teare of mine, 
ean haft drown'd ic with thine owne, 


Té Marke Mercas marke,! vodesttand her fignes, 
ongee to fpeake,now would the fay 
That to her brother which I aid co chee, 
Napkin wich hertrue teares all bewer, 
Can do no ferulce on her forrowfall cheekes, 
Oh whae a fimpachy of woe is thie! 
As fasre fron helpe ts Limbo is frombliffe, 


Sater Aron the Adcare alent. 


Mesre. Teg Mads cnicmn say Locd the Emperor, 
Seods chee this word,chet if chow cove thy foanca, 
sor thy felfe old Tian, 


And fend it to the King:he for che fame, 
Wil (end thee hiches boch 
And thac Shall be che canfome for theic fault. 


Let Afarcus,Cactens 






eA ndronicus. gt. 
ifaag alms ip pol ela 










Maz, Which of your hands hath noe defended Reme 
And rest'd stoft the bloody Bartleaze, 
Writing deftradtion oa the enemies Caftie? 
Oh none of both but are ofhigh defers: 
My hand hath bin bac idle, tet it ferue 
To ranfome my two nephewes from cheiz desth, 
Then haue I kept it toa worthy end, 

Moore, Nay come egree, whofe hand thallgoe aloog 
For feare they die before their parden come, 

(Ma, My hand thal! goe. 

Le. By beauen it thal not goe. 

T+. Sirs ftriee no more, ach withered hearcbeas thefe 
Are meete for rola, ptr therefore mane. 

La. Sweet Father, if] thall be thooghe thy (anne, 
Let me redeeme any brothers both from death. 

Ade, And for our fechers (ake,and mothers care, 
Now let pialutelcheneaet ad paaby 

Tt. Agree betweene you, ! will hand. 

La. Then Ile goe fechas Axe. pone 

Mar. Bar| will fe the Axe. 

7+. Come hither Aarew, lle deceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand,sad I will gine shee cmne, 

Moore. If chat be cal'd deceit, 1 will be boncit, 
Aad newer whil'ft | ee deceiue men fo: 
But lle decelue you in enorhes fort, 
And thas you'l fay ere halfe an boure peffe, 


He cass of Toren hand, 


Enter Locies and Marcu sageine. 


Ti. Now Rrife, wher (hall be, ts difperches 
Good Are gine his 
Tell ham,ke was a hand chac warded him 
From thoufeod dangers : bid hte bury itr 
Pep i sae siden Urphatlabers tm 
As for tor my fonnes, {ay I account 
As lewels parchafl ac ea cafic 
And yet deere too, becaufe I booght mine owne, 
Air. 1 goc Andronicus and fos thy head, 
Looke by and by ro hase chy foones with chee : 
Theis heads I meane : Oh how this viltany 
Doth fac me wich che very choug his of iz, 
Let fooles doe falre men call for grace, 
Area will hawe his foele blacke like his face, Enz, 
__ Tt. Oheere I fe chis one hand vp to beanen, 
Sere cece Cerone rein to she Garth, 
1 power pitcies wretched ceares, 
Tor cI callewhac wile chou Kanecle with one ¢ 
Doe then deare beart, for besuen (hall heare our 
Or wich our highs weele breach che welkin diame, 
And {taine che Saa with fogge 8s fomeme cloudes, 
When they do bu him in beir melein bofomes. 
Mar. Oh brother fpeake wich ikties, 
And do noc breake into thefe deepe extresmes. 
Ti. 1s 00% any forrow deepe,hauing no bottome ¢ 
ddz Then 















































42 The Tragedse of Titus Andronicas. 


Then be my pafhons borcomleffe with them, 
io. bak yet let seafon gouerne thy lament. 
Tam. \f chere were reafon for chefe miferies, 
Theu into limits could I binde my woes : 
When heasen doth weepe, doth not the earth ore flow ¢ 
If che windes rage, doth aor the Sea wax mad, 
Threaming the welkin with his big-fwolne face? 
And eile on haue a resfon for chis coile ¢ 
I om the Sea. Haske how her fighes doe flow: 
Shee is the ing welkin, I che earch: 
Then molt my Ses ¢moucd with her fighes, 
Then muff my earth with her contnusll cesres, 
Become a deluge : overflow d and drown'd : 
For why, my bowels cannor hide ber woes, 
But like s drenkard mott | vornut them: 
Then piwe me leave, for loofers will have leave, 
To case their Romackes with ches bitter congucs, 


Enter amecfenger with two beads and a band, 


Mog. Worthy Asdroacm, ill ert thou repaid, 
For that good hand chou fentft the Emperour : 
Heere are the heads of thy two noble fonnes. 
And heeres thy hand in fcorne to thee fent backe : 
Thy griefes,their fporcs : Thy refolution mock: , 
That woe is me to chinke epon thy woes, 

More then remembrance ot my father death. 

Marc, Now lethot Anina cocle in Cieihe, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell : 

Thefe mifenes are more then may be borne 
To with chem thac wecepe, doch cafe fome deale, 
Bat ferrow flouted st, is double death. 

Luci.Ah that this fight thould make fo decp 3 wound, 
And yet detefted life not thrinke thereat . 

That ever death fhoold iet life beare his name, 
Where life hath no mote intereft but to breath. 

Mar. Alas poore hart that kiffeis comforiledfe, 
As frozen water toa ftarved (nake. 

Teas. When will this fearefull umber have an end ¢ 

Adar, Now farwell flarcerie die Aad-omces, 
Thow doft act lumber, fee thy two fors heads, 
Thy warkike bands, thy mangled daughter here - 
Thy other banifh: fonnes with this deere Agin 
Serucke pale and bloadleffe, and thy brother f, 
Eeen likes ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my ene: 
Rent off chy filuer haire, thy other han 

Gnawing erith thy teeth, and be chis difmall ight 
The clofing vp of our moft wretched eyes: 
Now is atime to forme, why art chou fill ¢ 

Tatu. Hahaha, 

Mar. Why doft thou laugh ¢ it fits not wich this houre, 

Ts. Why Thane nor another teare to thed ; 

Befides, this forrow is an encmy, 

And would vfarpe vpon my watry cyes, 

And make chem blinde wich tributasic teares. 
Then which way thal! ! finds Reuenges Caue ? 
For thefe cwo heads doe feeme to fpeake ce me, 
And threat me, I fhall neuer come to biiffe, 

Till all chefe enifchiefes be rerurned againe, 

Even in their throats that heue commireed them, 
Come let me fee whas taske J haue to doe, 

You heame people, circle me about, 

That I may curne me co each one of you, 

And (weare vnto my fouleto right your wrongs. 
‘The vow 1s made, come Brother take 8 head, 


Enit, 


And in this hand the other wi!] I beere, 

And Lewass chou fhale be employd in thefe chings : 
Beare thou my hand {weet wench berweenc thy tceth ; 
Asfor thee boy, goe get thee from my fight, 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not Asy, 

Hic to the Gorhes, and raife an srmy there, 

And if you loue me, as I thinke you doe, 

Let's kiffe and part, for wehaue muchtodoe.  Exves, 


Manet Lecims. 


Loc, Farewell dndronicus my noble Fathcs 
The woful'ft man that ever liu'd in Rome ; 
Farewell proud Rome, ti) Lass come againe, 
Heloues his pledges desrer then his life: 
Farewell Lesinia my noble fifter, 

O would thou wert as chouto fore haft beene, 
But now, nor Lacsus nor Lenina lives 

But in oblivion and hateful griefes ; 

If Laces live, he will requit your wrongs, 

And make proud Seraruan and his 

Beg at che gares likes Targein and his Queene. 
Now will Ito the Gorher and taife a a. 
Tobereucng'd on Rome and Sawrem, 89 Exu 


A Bretes. 
Eater Androuscus, Msrcus, Lanna, andthe Bey . 


Pai 


wa, So,fo, now fit, and looke yoo ese nw more 
Then will preferuc iuft fo much Rrengzh in vs 
As will reuenge thefe bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus wnknit chat forrow.wreathen knot ; 
Thy Neece and I( poore Creatures) want ver hands 
And cannot pafhonate ous tenfold griefe, 
W ith foulded Armes, This poore nghe band of mine, 
1s left co terrenize vppon my breaft, 
Who when my hare all mad with mifery, 
Beats inthis holiow prifon of my fet, 
Then thus I chumpe it downe. 
Thou Map of woe, thac thus doft talk in fignes, 
When chy poore hart bearcs without ragiows beating, 
Trou canttnor trike s¢ chus comake & AD ? 
Wound 1 wich fighing girle, kul rt woth grones ; - 
Or get fore liccle knife berweene city eeeth, 
And wit againft thy hare meke chous hole, 
Thacall the ceares thac thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finke, and fosking in, 
Drowne the lamencing foole, in Sea Glc ceares. 

Mar. Fy brocher fy, teach her not thus so isy 
Such violent hands vppon her cender life, 

An How now ! Has forrow made thee deate already? 
Why Afarcam, n0 man fhould be mad bet I: 
Wharviolent hands can the Jey on ber hife: 

Ah wherefore doft thou vege the name 

To aid —£acas cell the tale rwsce ore 

How Troy was burnt, and he made miferabler 

O handle nox the cheame, to talke of hands, 

Leaft we siiribade fill that acon or 

Fie, fie, how Frantiquely } {quare my 

Asif we fhould fannie had no hends : 

If Adsreny did not name the word of hands. 

Come, lets fall too, and gentie girke eare this, 

Heere is po drinke? Harke Afarese whas the feien, 

1 can interpret all bes marcit'd Agnes, 

She fases. (he drinkes no other drinke burt resses 

Breu'd with her soarew : meth'd vppen her rps 
peecn. 












his sfcer me, ] have writ my name, 

Wichout the helpe of any hand ae all. 

Curft be that hare chas fore’f vs co thas thift : 
Write chou good Neece,and heere difplay ac laf, 
Whar God will have difcouered for reuenge, 
Heauen guide thy pen co print chy fosrowes plainc, 
Thas we may know the Treytors end the oth. 


Shes take sche Paffe in ber moth and guedes it with ber 
manps and writes, 

Ti. Oh doe ye read my Lord what the hath wries ? 
Stzpram,Chwew, Demetrius 

eta, What, wivar,the laftfull (onnes of Tamera, 
Pesformers of thus hasnous bloody deed ¢ 

Ti. Mage: Demmater pols, 
Tam lowe as ands feelera,tem lentus vides ? 

Mar. Oh calme thee gence Lord ; Alchough | kaow 
There is cnough written vpon this earth, 
To firre a mucinie in che miideft thoughts, 
Aad arme the mindes of infants to exclaimes. 
My Lord kneele downe with me; Laseua knecle, 
Aod kneele fweee boy che Rounaine Helter: hope, 
And fweare with me,as wich the wofull Feere 
And fasher of chat chaft difhonoured Dame, 
Lord Janes Bratus (weare for Lucrese cape, 
That we will profecure(by good aduife) 
Mortall revenge vpon hele traycorous Gorhes, 
And {ee their blood,os die with chis reproach 

Ti. Tis fuse enough,and you knew how. 
Bat if you hunt chefe Beare- wiselpes, then beware 
The Dam will wake,and if the winde you once, 
Shee’s with the Lyor deepely fill in league. 
And lulls him whilft the palyeth on hes backe, 
And when he fleepes wall fhe do what thelitt. 
You area young hune{man Af orcas ict it alone : 
Aad come,1 will goe get aleale of brafle, 
Aad with a Gad of fteele will write thefe words, 
And lay ic by : che angry Northerne winde 
Will blow chefe fands like 5:bcls leance abroad, 
And wheres your leffun chen. Boy what fay you ¢ 












Bey. fay my Lord shac if I were a man, 
Theis mothers bed-chamber fhould noc be fafc, 
For thefe bad bond-men to the yoske of Rome, 
Mar. Tchat’s my boy,cthy father hach ful oft, 
For his engtatefall councry done the hice 
Bey. And Vacle fo will I,and if} luue. 
Te Come goe with me imo mine Armonic, 
Lecias lie fic chee,and wichall,my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Empreffe fonnes, 
Prefents chat ] intend ro fend chem berh, 
Comec,come,thoo'lt do thy mefflage wile thou not ? 
Bey. 1 with my dag ger in theit bofomes Grendfire : 
Ts. No boy nor fo, lle teach thee snatches courte, 
Lewisia come, Martus looke to my houfe, 
Lawias and lle goc braue it ac che Court, 
I marry will we fir.end weele be waned on. Exeunt. 
Mar, O hesuens ! Can you heare a good man grone 
And not relent,or not compaffion him ? 
Marcas attend bie in bis extahe, 
That hath more {cars of forrow in his heart, 
Then foe-mens markes vpon his bacter’d thield, 
Bat yer fo iuft,chst he will noe revenge, 
‘Revenge the heavens for old Meodramens. Exit 
Espen Aten, Chiron aud Demetress at ome dere:and at avet ber 
dove young Lucia: and anesher with « buadie of 
weapons and verfes woes vpen them, 
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Chi. Demetrius heeres the fonne of Lacs, 
He hath fome meflage to deliuer vs. 
Aren.\ fome mad me Dage from his mad Granafa 
Bey, My Lords, with all che humbleneffe } sosy, 
] greete your honours ftom Asdrewsens, 
And pray che Romane Gods confound yow both, 
Deme, Gramercie lovely Lacsas,what'sthe newes? 
For villanie’s markt with rape. May it pleafe you, 
My Grandfire well aduif“d hath fent by me, 
The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, 
To gratifie yous honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome,for fo he bad me fey; 
And fo J do and with his gifts prefent 
Your Losdthips, when cues you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well, 
And fo } leave you both: like bloody villaines. 9 Exy 
ships What's heere? atetale,& written sound abour 
Let's fee. 


* Maseger vita feelersfqme par tsmon ost maury ieteln nec ar- 


Cie, 
Cbs. O'sis a vesfe in Herace,| know it weil. 
Iread ito che Grammer long agoe. 
Adore, Liuft,averfein Horace :tight, you hsee :t, 
Now what e ching 1t is to be an Affe? 
Heer's no found ieft,che old man hath found their guile, 
And fends the weapons wrape sbout with lines, 
That wound(beyond their feeling xo the quick: 
But were our witty Empreffe well a foor, 
She would applaud Asdrenwts conceit: 
Bur let her re(t in her vnreft a while. 
And now young Lords,wa's tnoc ahappy Rarre 
Led vs 0 Rome ltsangers,and more chen fo; 
Captives, to be aduanced to tlus heigne? 
It did me good before the Pallace gace, 
Tobrave the Tribune in his brochers hearing. 
Deme. But me moze good, to fee fu great a Lard 
Bafcly sntinuase,and fend vs gifts. 
Moore, Had he nar reafon Lord Demsetriss ¢ 
Did you not v(e his daughces very friendly ? 
Deme, \ would we had a thoufand Romance Dames 
At lucha bay, by curne co ferue ous luft. 
Ci. Acharitable wih, and full of loue, 
AMfome, Heere lack’s but you motber for to fay ,Amen. 
Cbs. Andthat would fhe for twenty thousand more. 
Deme. Come let vs goyand pray to all che Gods 
For our beloved mot her in her paines. 
Moore.Pray to the deuils,che gods bane given vs ouer, 
Flour fh, 
Dem. Why do the Em acacia Gen 
Chi. Belike for ioy che Peeper ous hsth a fonne, 
Deme. Soft, who comes heere ¢ 
Enter Nur{e with a blacks a Adoore clulds. 
Ner, Good morrow Lords: 
O tell me,did you fee Aarenthe Moore ? 
Aron, Weil more or leffe,or nese a whic at all, 
Heere e-f.ven 18,and what with eFeren now ? 
Nar/e, "Oh gentle Aarea,we are sil vadeue, 
Now helpe.or woe betide thee euermore. 
fren, Why, what a catterwalhng doft choo keepe ? 
What doft thou wrap and fomble in thine armes ? 
Nerfe. Ochat which I would bide from heauens 
Our Empreffe thame,sndftacely Romes difgtace, 
She js deliuered Lords, the is delivered. 
Area To whom? 
Nurfe. Lmesne the is brought abed? 
Aros. Wel God giucher good reft, 




























Nafe. A deuill. 
fren, Why theo the iskhe Deuils Darn: « ioyfell ifiue. 
Nerfr. Aicylefle, ddlanell, blacke & for. shall Bue, 
Heere 1s che babe as leathfome 00 a toed, 
Aasong'ft the farrell breeders of our clrme, 
The Empreffe tends « thee,thy Raaspe,chyfeale, 
And bids chee chriften it with thy dag gers pose. 

Aree. Ovt you whore,is black fo bafe a hve ? 
Sweet blow/e,you are a beautious bloflome fure. 

Deme. Villaine what halt thoe done? 

frm. That which choo canfi not vadoe. 

Cbs. Thou haft endone our mother. 

Dewe. And therem belsth dogthos haft wndone, 
Woe coher chaace,and damn d he losthed choyce, 
Accer’'t che off-{pring of fo foule a fiend. 

Ci. Le thai nor lwe. 

Area, it hail nor dee. 

Naf. Acroan mali, ihe mocher wils st (0 

Ares, What, moi « Novfe ? Then let no aan but I 
Doe execation on my ficth and blood. 

Dewe, Me broach the Fadpole oo my Rapiets pout: 
gue ic me.my fword fhall foone difparch it 
es. Sooner thes {word fhall plough thy bowels vp. 

Stay murtherous villaines, will you ilf yous broshes ¢ 
Now by che burning Tapers of the skie, 

That fh one fo brightly when this Boy was goer, 

He dies vpen my Scemcars fharpe pone, 

That couches cbis my fir borne fonne sad heire, 

J cel’ you young-lings,not Enceladus 

Wath all his chreacning band of Tiphoas broode, 
Noe great Alesdss nos the God of warre, 

Shall ceaze chis prey our of nis fachers hends : 
What, what.ye faageine fhailow harted Boyes, 

Ye white-lmb’d wails, ye Ale-houle pained fgnes, 
Cole-blacke 1» better chen another hue, 

Sa chac it (cotnes to beare another Bue : 

Fos all che water in the Ocean, 

Can neuer tome the Swans blacke legs to white, 
Akbough fhe lave them howrely in the flood : 

Tell che Empreflefrom me, | amofage 
To keepe mune owne ,excule ¢ how fhe can, 

Dene, Wiltthou beceay chy noble miftrss thus? 

Area, My emifisis 1s ray mefters.this my felfe, 

The vigour,and the picture of my youth: 

Thas before ail che world do J preferre, 

Thes manger all the world will I keepe fale, 

Or foenc of you thal! {moabe for itn Rome, 
Dea By this our mother is for ever fhao'd, 
Che. Rome will defps’e her for this foule efcage. 
New, The Emperour sn his rage wis! doome her death. 

Cle. I bluth co thinke epon chis sgaomme, 

Mea Why cher'sthe priviledge your beawy beares: 
Fie crecheroes hue thar wil) betray with blufhing 
The clofe enséts and counfe's ot the hare : 

Heer’s a young Ld ftamm‘¢ of another Ieere, 

Looke how the biecke (hue fmiles spon the father, 
As who fhould fay, old Lad J sm thine owne, 

He ts yous broches Lords, renfibly fed 

Of thas feife blond chat fir(t gaue life to you, 

Aad from chat wombe where you wmprifoned were 
He 18 wfrenchifed and come so hight 

Nay he is your brosher by the wrer nde, 

sara Se) (esle be Remped in his face. 

Nurfe Aaron what thail} (ry vnco che Empreffe? 
Dem, Adusle thée etaren, whasis wo be done, 
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Vv net bach he (ent her ? Aad we will ail fudlende tothy aduile : 





Seuc thou he child,fo we mey all de [afe. 

. ives. Then (2 we do wae and let vs all confels. 
My foane and I will hawe che winde of you: 
Keepe there now talke at picafuce of pour (afery. 

Denese, Hew many women fave chas childe o? 

Area. Why lo brave Losds, when we soyne m league 
1 am a Lambe. bac sf you brave the Adsore, 
The chafed Bors, the mounsine Lyonefle , 
The Occan (wells not fo ac aren Rotenes . 
But fey againe how many faw the chide ¢ 
Naurfe, Corncta whe mdvwife,and my feife, 
And none elfe buc the delivered Empseffe, 

Aron, The Empreffe she Midwife and your felfe, 
Two may keepe counfell, when the che chira’s owsy : 
Goe coche Empreffe, cet her chis I faid, He kals ber 
Weeke weeke,fo cries a Pigge prepared co th {pic 

Deme, Whacmeao'f thoe Awe? 

Wherefore 40° chou thw? 
etrom O Lord fir, tis 8 deed of pollicie ? 
Shall the lve co betray chis guilt of ovr's: 
A long tongu'd babling Goffip ? No Lordsne; 
And now be it knowne co you ny full intent. 
Not farre, one Afalson ary Countsy- man 
His wife but yefterneght vas brought 10 bed, 
Hischilde is like co her,farre as you are: 
Goe packe with bum, and gue the mother gold, 
And tell thet both the circ umitance of all, 
Aad how by this their Childe fhall be adnauns d, 
And be recesued for the Empesours heyte, 
And fubiticured in the place of mine, 
To calme chs cempef whirling in the Court, 
And let che Eepperoun dandle bom for his owne. 
Harke ye Lords, ye fee I heue given her phyfiche, 
And you moh needs beflew her funeral, 
The fields are necte.and you sie galisac Groomes 
This done, fee that you cake no longer dacs 
But fend the Midwife pretenely to rhe. 
The Midwafe and the Nusfe well made away, 
Then lec cbe Lad.es castle what they pleafe. 
Chi, Aaron | (ee thou wilt noc ttult che syre with fe 
Dewer. Gor this care of Tamora, Cerets, 
Hee (stfe,and hers ase highty bound to thee. Exe, 
Ara, Nowtoche Cee as [wift as Swallow Gies, 
There co difpofe chis treafure in mine arnoes, 
And fecreuly co greere che Empreffe Giends : 
Come on you thick-lipe-flaue, Ile beare you hence, 
For ic is you that puts vs. co our thifts - 
Jie rovke you feed un berries,and on roores, 
And feed on cards and whay,and fucke the Goate,» 
And cabbin in s Cove, snd bring you vp 
To be a wartiour, 60d command a Campe. Exn 
Enter Tass, old Marcus, pourg Lucia andes ber peetlemen 
sth bewes and Tites braves theorrewts wit 
Lenser: on she end of term. 


Ta, Come Marew come, kinfmen this isthe wey. 
Sw Boy let me fee yoor Archerie, 
Looke yee draw home enough, snd ‘us there firsight + 
Tervas Aftreareliqea be youremembred Marcus. 
She's gone,the's ded. fis tele you co your cools, 
Yow Cofens thall goe found the Oceaa: 
And caft yous aes ,heply you may had her in the Sea, 
Yet cher’s as hesle wuftoce as ac Land . 


No Publus and Sempreass you maft doe st, - 
is 
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Tie awe dig with Mettocke,and with Spade, Eater the C lowue tei Te 


Aad plerce uhe ioanolt Cemcer of the cers) Tem, Newes 

Lmahseany Grae eniie amet saa. Adarcen vhe is come. 

I pray you deliver him this Sirrah whet cydings ? hsee you any letrers ¢ 

Tell birnit is For iaftice,s for aide, Shall [ hene luftice,whac (syes Sapier? 

And chat it comes from old Aedvenicen, Clavee, Ho che libbetmaker,he fayes chaz he hath es. 


Shaken with forrowes in vogrerefull Rome, 
Ah Rome! Well.well,! thee milersble, 
What time I chrew the peoples fuffrages 
On hice chat thas doth tyrannize ore me, 
er] bbl si eb Pala 
And you not a sean of werre vofearche, 
This wicked een beastly thet tie 
And kinfmen then we msy goe pipe for iaftice. 
Marc, O Pablim \s nat this a hesvie cafe 
Te fee thy Noble Vackle thus diftrad&t ? 
Pabl, Therefore my Lords it highly vs concernes, 
By day and nighk s'sctend him 2 
Aad 


hn 
Till time fome carefull remedic. 
Marc. Kinfmen,his forrowes ase paft remedie. 
I with the Gothes,and wich reueagefall warre, 
Tuc arcske ee Rome for this ingraticude, 
And vengesnce on the Traytor Satarase. 
Tt. Publas how vow ? how now my Maifters? 
What have you met with ber ? 
Publ, No my good Lord, bat Pare fends you word, 
If you will hsse from hell you fhall, 
Marrie for ivftice the is fo imploy’ 
He thinkes wich /ous in heaven,or Come where elfe : 
So thet perforce you muff needs Ray acime. 
Ti, He doth ee oe with delsyes, 
Tie dius into the burning Lake below, 
And poll her owe of «fearon by the beeles. 
Adarems ae are bux fhrubs,no swe, 
No big-bon’d.men, fram'd of the Cyelops fize, 
Bex cecrall ALercas ficele co the very backe, 
Yet wrong with wrongs more then our backe can bese: 
Aad fib chere’sno ieftice in earth nor hell, 
We will follicite heaven, and moue the Gods 
Te fend downe luftice for to wreske our wongs : 
Come to this geare,you are a good Archer Adarcite 
He geues thems the Arrewes. 
Ad Fearn that's for you: here ad Appelenrm, 
‘id Martem,zhac's tor my fclfe, 
Heere Boy to Pallas heere to UMerewy, 
Teo Satursios,to Cons 0 (0 Saturniat, 
You were as goed to fhoore epainft the winde, 
Toe it Boy, Afarcas loofe when | bid: 
Of my word, I have wricten tocfiea, 
Thes's noc » God lefc wnfollicited., 
Adare. Kinfmen,fhoot all your thafts inse che Court, 
Wewill affli& che Eamperour in his pride, 
Tit, Now Maifters draw,Ob well (aid Levies: 
Good Boy in Virgers lop, give tt Pale. ; 
Merc. My Lord,! siare a Mile beyond the Moone, 
Your leccer is with Japwer by this. 
Tie. Hahs, Publics Publias what haft chou done ? 
eee ana he 
Mar. wast my »when Pabiia, 
The Bail bein j koocke 


kindely as we may, 


Bac give them ce his Maiftes for a 
Ze. Why chore x goes,Gad give your Lordhhip icy. 


ken them downe agsine, for the man moft aor be d 

Ta. Bur what fayes lapse | eske thee? 

Clewee, Alas fir | know not Japaer ¢ 
Taeser drenke with him in allny hfe. 

T#. villaine art not thou the Carries ? 

Clowne. | of my Pigions fir nothing elfe. 
iat thos not come from heawen P 

Clowar. From beauen ? Alss fir,I newer corse there, 
Saeed Fe be fobold,to preffe co heaven in my 

dayes. Why Iam with my pigeons te the 
Tribeoall Plebs, me take ii pp ss : le, becwixe 
my Vacle,and one of the men. 

Ma. Why fir, that ises 0s can be to ferue for your 
Oration,and Jet him deliver the Pigions to che Empcreer 
from you. 

Tet. Tell mee,can you deliver an Oration to the Fe» 
perour with a Grace ? 

Tn Nay ccuely fir, I could neuer fay grace in aff 
my lite, 

Te. Sisteh come hicher,makeno more edoe, 

Bot give your Pigeonsto the F 

By me thou fhalt have luftice as his hands. 
Hold,bold,meane while her's money for thy charges. 
Giue me pen and inke. 

Sisreh,can you with a Grace delives a Sup plicstion ? 

Clwne. I fu. 

Titus, Then here is aSopplication for you, aadwhen 
you come to hin, at the ficft approsch you muft knecle, 
then kiffe his foote, then deliver vp your Pigeons, and 
then looke for your reward. Ne be as hand fir, (ce you de 
it brauely. 

Clare I warrant you fir, let me slone, 

Tit. Sirtha haf thou a knife ? Come lee me feeie, 
Heere Adarems fold it in the Oratian, 

For thou haft made it like 80 humble Supp liaat: 
And when chow haft given ic che Emperour, 
auc dore,and cell me what he fayes. 

Clawae, God be with you fis. will. 

Tx, Come Adarces let vs g0e,Pablun follow me. 


Exon. 
Ever Experear and Emprefe aud ber two feaues, the 
Emperomr brivg: ed : 
thas Tstwn foot at bee. 


wrongs 
Aa Emperoar in Rome thas oserborne, 
Troubled Coafroored for che extent 


Bes in che Pas bath pall, 
Bar even with Sennes 
Of old 


His forrowes base fe ouerwhela'd bis wits, 
Shall we be thas effliGed in his wreakes, 
His Ges, his freazie,and his bicverneffe ¢ 

And new he writes to heaven for his redreffe. 
See,beeres to Jems,and this to Afarcary, 


™ 
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This co Apelle,chisto theGed ofwerre: Ksg, 1, dur the Citsizens feuour Lavras, 


Sweet {crowles 00 Alic about the Greets of Rome : 


hoy tpches ageinht che Senace, 
A bdlezening ow where ? 
A goodly homoar,Js ic noe ary Lords? 


Shall bene fheleer co thefe outrsges: 

But he and his hall kaow, chat Juftice lives 

In Sarnraiaus health ;whom ifhe (lcepe, 

Heel fo awake,as he in fury thall 

Cut off the prowd’ft Confp irstor char lives. 

Tame. ious Lord my lovely Setarume, 

Lord of my ik Cacsmender of my thoughts , 

Calme chee and beare che faules of Titan age, 

Th’effes of forrow for his valiant Sonnes, 

Whofe loffe hath pier'Rt him deepe,and fcar'd his heart; 

Aad rather comfort his diftreffed plight, 

Then profecere the meaneft or rhe be(t 

For thefe comempts. Why thas tt thall become 

High wicted Tamers to ghofe with all : 

But Titaa,1 hove touch'd thee to the quicke, 

Thy life bleod out :1f Aares now be wife, 

Then is all fafe,the Anchor’: ia the Port. 

Ema Clowaet,’ 

How now good fellow, would'ft thou fpeske with vs? 
Chw Yes forfooth,and your Mi ip be Emperiall. 
Tam. Empreffe I em,bot yonder Ges the Emperour. 
Cle. Tishe ; God & Ssint Stephen give you good den; 

I hance brough: you a Letser,& 8 couple of Pigions heere. 

He veeds the Laver. 
Sata, Goe take him sway,snd ret a prefendy. 
Clever. How mach money meft I bsue ? 

Tam. Come ct pra th d. r a 
Clow. Hang’d ? ber ou anec 
toa faise iy a sii Exa. 

Sas. ie ead incollessble wrongs, 

Shall | endure this monftrows villany ? 

I know from whence this fame dewife proceedes : 

May chisbe berec ? As ifhis cra Soones, 

Thaz dy’d by law for marches of our Brocher, 

Hase by my meanes beene burcher'd wrong fully? 

Goe dragge the eillame hither by che hsire, 

Not Age,nos Honoer, fhall thape priviledge 

For chis proed mocke, Iie be chy (laughter man: 

Sly frenticke wretch,that holp'ft to make me great, 

In bope thy feife fhould goucrne Rome and me, 

Eacer Neniiou Eavdlins. 
Satur, What newes with thee Eolas? 
Eaul. Arracany Lords,Rome never had more coufe, 

The Goches haue gsther'd head, and with 3 power 

Of high refolued men,bent to the {poyle 

They bither march amaine,vnder conda& 

Of Lacrs,Sonne to old Asdroncen : 

Who cheeats in courfe of this reuenge todo 

As much as caer Corslense did. 

Keg, 13 warlike Locum General! of the Gothes ? 

Thefe cydings nip me,and J hang the head 

As Rowers with froft,or graffe beat downe with lormes: 

J,oow beguns our fotrowes to approach, 

‘Tis be the common people loue fo much, 

My felfe hach often heard them fey, 

(When I have walked like s priuate mat) 

That £ sarexs barfhment was wrongfully, 
ad they have witht that Larves were thet Emperoor. 
Tam. Why thould you feare?1s not owe City ftrong? 


— 


Afds, 


ee mee fuccour him, 

Tam, thoughcs Jam slike , 

lothe Senne dim’ eons ern it? ie aa 

The Eagle fuffers lictle Birds co (ing, 

And is oot carefull wher they meane thereby, 

Koowsng that with the fhadow ofhis wings, 

He can at pleafure fline their melodie. 

Euen fo mayefithoa,the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy {prrit,for know thou Emperour, 

Iwill} enchaunt the old Avdvenscau, 

Wich words more fweer, and yet more dangerous 

Then baites co fith or hony alkes co theepe, 

W ben as the one is wounded with the baite, 

The other rotted with delicious foode. 

Keng, Bat he will not encreas bis Sonne far vs. 
Tans. If Tassore cocrest him, then he wil, 

For I can fmooth aad fill hss aged eare, 

With golden promufes chat were his heart 

s “hed goeble,his old esres deafe, 

et both care and heart obey my ron 

Goe thos before to a Ewbatedcen pera 

Sey zhat the Emperour requefis 8 party 

Of warlike Larsas,and appoint the meting. 

King. Eucifim do this meflage Honowrably, 

And if be Rand in Hoftage for his (efery , 

Bid bim demaund wha: pledge will plesfe him bef 
Eank., Your bidding thall I do ly. 
Tam. Now will} to chat old Andvoarcm, 

And cemper him with all che Art I have, 

To plecke proud Lacie from the warlike Gothes. 

And now {weet Emperout be blithe sgaine, 

And bery all thy feare nm my devifes. 

Satu, Then goe fecceflancly end plead fos him. Za, 


Fart. 





Adtus Quintus. 





Flame. Encer Laci with an Army of Gabes, 
wth Drew and Soulders., 


Laci, Approued warrioers,and my faichfull Friends, 

Thewe co wcities from Late Rome, 
Which fignsftes w et eare they Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 
Therefore great Lords,be as your Tules witneffe, 
leperious and smpatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you sny (cathe, 
Let him make creble foultsGion, 

Goth. Braue flip ,fprung from che Great Aadrowicear, 

name was once our (errour now our comfort, 
Whole high exploits,and honourable Deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requices with foule contempt: 
Behold in vs, weele fallow where thou lead’, 
Like Ainging Bees in hoctef Sommers dey, 
Led by cheir Maifles co the Bowred fields, 
And be sueng don cutfed Tamera: 
And as he faith,( fey we all with him. 
Lar. Thumbly thenke him,end I chenke yoo all, 
Buc who comes heere,led by 8 lofty Gorb? 
Emer a Gab nt of Aaron with bus child 
é= bw erases, 


Get. Renowned Lacie, from eur troupe I firaid, 
To gaze vpon 8 ruinous Menafterie, ne 
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~ | Andes leacneftly did fixe mine eye 


Veen che watted building fuddainely 
iheard childe ery vadernesth 3 wail : 
I made voto the noyfe, when foone I heard, 
The crying babe control’d with this difcourfe : 
Peace Tawny flase,halfe a.c,and halfe thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe bras thou art? 
Had nature lent thee, bur chy Mothers looke, 
Villaine chou mighc’ft haue bene an Empcrour, 
Bue where the Bull and Cow are both milk-white, 
They never do beget a cole-blacke-Calfe : 
Peace, villaine peace,cuen thus be races the babe, 
For I rnuft beare thee to atrufty Goth, 
Who when he knowes thou artche Empreffe babe, 
Willl hold chee dearely for thy Morhers fake. 
With this,my weapon dravene | rufht vpon him, 
Serpriz'd him fuddaincly and brought him hither 
To vfe,as you thinke necedefull of the man. 

Laci, Ob worhy Goth, this is the incarnate deuill, 
That rob'’d Asdrenscas of his good hand : 

This is the Pearle thet pleaf'd your Empreffe eye. 
Aad heere’s the Bale Fruit of his burning lu. 

Sey wall-cy'd flaue, whether would'{t chou conusy 
This growing Image of thy fiend-like face? 

Why doft aot (peake ¢ what deafe? Not s word? 
A balkeer Souldrers, bang him on chis Tree, 

And by his ide bis Fruice of Baftardie. 

Aron. Touch not the Boy,he is of Royall blood. 

Laci, Too like the Syre fos eure being geod. 
Firft beng the Child sere ser fee x (pall, 

A fight co vexe che Fathers foute withall. 

Ares. Germe s Leddes Laview,laue the Childe, 
Aad beare it from me to the Empreffe : 
Ifthou do this Ile fhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may aduantage thee to hesre ; 

Lf chou wilt not, befell what may befall, 
sich penigrebte but vengeance rot you all. 

i. Say on,end if it plesfe me which thou (peak'f, 
They child (hall live,and f will fee it Nourifhe. 

free, And ifn pleafethee? why affure thee Lucia, 
"Twill vexe thy foule co heare what I fhall {(pcake. 

For I wuft calke of Mu rthers,R nd Maflacres, 
A&s of Blacke-nighs, ebhominsble Deeds, 
ots of Milchiefe, Tresfon, Villenies 
Ruchfull co heare, yet pittioufly preform'd, 
And this fhall sll be baried by my desth, 
Vaielfe thou fweare to me my Childe fhall live. 

Laci, Tell onthy minde, 

I fey thy Childe thal live. 
Aron. Swesre thst be fhali,and then I will begin. 
Laci, Who fhould 1 fweare by, 

Thou belecueft no God, 

That graunted, how can'it chou beleeue an osth > 

Ares. Wharif! do not,ss indeed I do nox, 

Yer for | know thou art Religious, 
And haft s thing within thee, called Con{cience, 
With eweaty Pepith crickes sad Ceremonies, 
Which I have feene thee carefull co obferue 
Therefore I ay berries Tknow 

An Ideot holds his ¢ for a God, 

And keeper the oath which by thst God he fweares, 
To that fle vege him : therefore chou thal vow 
By that Game God what God fo ere it be 

Thar thou adoreft,and haft in reverence, 

To fave my Bcy,to novrifh and bring him vp, 
Ore elfe { will Seower nought co thee. 
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Luci. Euen by my God I (wease to to thee I wi 
Area, Fir “teal — 
1 be gos him on the Empreffe. 
Laci. Ob moff Infatiere luxerious woman ! 
AAren, Tut Laces ,this was bura deed of Charitie, 
To chat which thou that heare of me anon, 
“Twas hee two Sonnes that murdered Bafianns, 
They cut thy Sifters tongue,and cavifht her, 
And cut her hands off, and crim’d her as chou faw'it 
Latin, Oh deteftable villaine ' 
Call’ thou thar Trimming ? 
Area, Why the was watht,and cut,and trim’d, 
And*ewas trim {port for chem that had the doing of it. 
Laci, Oh barbarous beaftly villaines hke thy felfe! 
efron. Indecde,} was theic Tutor to inftrudtthem, 
That Codding fpirit had they from their Mother, 
Asfurea Card as ever wonae the Set: 
That bloody minde J thinke they !earn'd of me, 
As ereea Dog as euct fought ar head. 
Well,let my Deeds be witneffe of my worth: 
J trayn'd thy Bretheren co that gailefull Hole, 
Where the dead Corps of Buffierm I3y : 
1 wroce che Lettec,thas thy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention’d, 
Confederace with the Queenc,and her two Sonaes, 
And what not done,thac thou hat caule co rue, 
Wherein I hed ao froke of Mifchesfe in it. 
1 play dhe Cheater for shy Fathers hend, 
And when | bad it drew my felfe apare, 
Andalmoft broke my heart with extresme laughter. 
T pred ‘ne the ough the Crewice of s Wall, 
When for hishaad, he had his two Sonnes heads, 
Beheld his ceares,end Loughe fo hartily, 
That boch mine eyes were raimie hke to his; 
And when J told the Empreffe of thi: fport, 
She founded almofi et my plesfing tale, 
And for my tydings,gaue me twenty kiffes. 
Gerh, What canft thou fay all chis,snd oewer blath ? 
Area. I hikes blacke ae sab the faying is. 
Lucs. Arc thou not forty for chele hanous deedes 2 
Area, \,cthat J had noc done a thoefand more: 
Even now I curfe che dsy,and yet J chinke 
Few come within few ofmy carfe, 
Wherein I did not fome Notorious tf, 
As kill aman,or elfe devife his death, 
Rauith s Maid,or plot the way to do it, 
Accufe fome Innocent,and fottweare my felfe, 
Set deadly Enmicy becweene two Friends, 
Make pocre mens Carrell breskecheie neckes, 
Ser fire on Barnes and Hayftackes in the night, 
And bid che Owners quench chem with the ceares : 
Ofc have | dig'd vp dead men from their graucs, 
And fer them vpright at cheic deere Friends doore, 
Euen when theirs forrowes almoft was forgot, 
And 00 cheir skinnes,as on the Baske of Trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Romaine Letcess, 
Lec nes your forrow die, though I am desd, 
Tat,] have done s thoufand dreadful chings 
As willingly,as ove would kit! a Fly, 
And nothing greeves me Tae, indeede, 
Bur that I cannot doe cen thoufand more. 
Laci. Bring downe the divell,for he maft nor die 
So {weet o deach as hanging prefentty. 
Siren, 1f cheve be duels, would ) were a deuill, 
To live and bum in euerlaftiog fire, 
So Imighs have your company in hell, 


me eo 


> he) 
Tam. Well heft thou leffon'd vs, this fhall we do. 
But would it pleafe thee good Andronicus, 
To fend for Lacuna thy thrice Valians Sonne, 
Who lesdes towasds Rome s Band of Warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and Banquet az thy houfe. 
When hes heere,euen ac thy Solemne Feaft, 
I will bring in che and her Sonnes, 
The Emperour bimfelfe,and all chy Foes, 
And st thy mercy fhall they Roop,and kaeele, 
And onthem fhalt thou parva 6 beart 3 
What faies Andranicu: to this deuitle ? 


Enter Marcia. 


Ts. Adarcus ny Brother, ‘cis fad Tita calls, 
Go gentle Adare to thy Nephew Luscras, 
Thou (hale enquire hic out among the Gorbes, 
Bid him repaire ro me.and bring with him 
Some of che chiefeft Princes of the Gothes, 
Bid him encampe his Souldrers where they are, 
Teli him the Emperour,and the Empreffe roo, 
Feafts at my houle,and he (hall Feaft with them, 
This do thou for my love,and fo let hire, 
Ashe cegards hns aged Fachers life. 
(Mar. This will | do,and fone returne apaine. 
Tam. Now will | hence abouc chy buhnedle, 
Aad take my Minifters along with me. 
Ta. Nay nay,tet Rape and Murder flay with me, 
Or els Le call my Brother backe againe, 
And cleave to nu revenge but Lacri. 
Tam, What fay you Boyes,will you bide with him, 
Whiles I goe tel] my Lord the Emperour, 
How I haue gouern'd our decermined iefl? 
Yeeld to his Humour, (mooth and {peake him faire, 
And carry with bie cill | rurne ageine. 
T. 1 know them all shough they fuppofe me mad, 
And will ore-reech chem in theis owne deuifes, 
A payre of curfed hell-hounds end theix Dam. 
‘Dem, Madam depart at pleafurc leaue vs heere. 
Tam. Farewell Androacm seuenge now goes 
To lay s complet to betray thy Foes. 
Tit. T know thou doo'ft,sod weet reuenge farewell. 
Chi Tell vs old man, how thall we be imploy‘d » 
Tt. Tut. haue worke enough for you to dor, 
Publis come hather, Cases.and Valent sue. 
Pub, What is your will? 
Ts. Knowyou thefe two? 
Pub, The Empreffe Sonnes 
L take them, Chvres, Demetris. 
Tite. Fre Publews,fie,choo art coo much deceau'd, 
The one is Murder Rape ss the achers name, 
And therefore bind them gentle Publeas, 
Carus and Valerie, isy hands on them, 
Oft have you heard me with for fuch en houre, 
And now | find sc, cherefore binde them fure, 
Cor, Villaines forbeare,we sre the Empreffe Seones. 
Pub, Andthercfore do we, what we are commanded, 
Stop clofe their mouthes Jet them aot {peake 1 word, 


1s he ture bound, lookethac you binde them fe. Exenee, 


Enter Tams Androntcen with akaifend Lanszia 
wab @ Bafen, 


Tu. Come,come Lemsie,looke,thy Focs ore bound, 
Sirs Rop theis mouthes,let them not Speake ro me, 
But Jet them heare what fearefull words J verter. 
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ObVillasnes, Cheves,and Deavsetrins, 
Here ftands the {pring whom you haue Asin’ with mud, 
This ly Sommer with yous Winces mixt, 
You kil'd ber husband ,and for thac vil'd faute, 
Two ofher Brothers were condemn'd to death, 
My bead cut off, and made a merry icf, 
Both her {vecet Hands, her Tongue,and thet more deere | 
Then Hands of tongue, her fj Chsftity, 
labumaine Trayrors, you confirain'd and for R. 
What would 2 fay,if I fhoutd let you fpeske ¢ 
Villaines for fhame you could not beg for grece. 
Harke Wretches,how ] meane to martyr you, 
This one Hend yet is left,co cur your throats, 
Whil'ft that Lasiaia tween her ftamps doth hold : 
The Bafon chat receives your guilty blood." 
You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me, 
Aad calls berfelfe Revenge,snd chinkes me road. 
Harke Villaines,} will gein’d your bones to duft 
And with your blood andix,lic make: Pafie, — 
And of che Pafte s Coffen 1 will rearc, 
And make cwo Pafties of your thamefull Heads, 
And bid chat {trumpet your vnhallewed Dam, 
Like to the earch fwallow het increase, 
This is the Feaft,chac ] haue bid her co, 
And this che Banquet the thall furfet on, 
For worle then Pbelemel you v(d oxy Doughter, 
And wosfe then Prog. will be reveng'd, 
And now prepare your throats: Lammea come, 
Receive che blood,snd when thac they are dead, 
Let me goe grin'd their Bones to powder {mall, 
And with this hacefull Liquos temper it, 
And in that Pafte ict their vil'd Heads be bskee, 
Come,come,be euery one officious, 
Tomske this Banket, which | with mighs prove, 
More flerne and bloedy then che Cenrauses Fea. 
He cwts thew ibreat:, 
Sonow bring chem in,for Ile play the Cooke, 
And feechem ready, gainft theis Mocher comes.” Exeues. 


Enter Lucu, Marcus pnd the Gabes. 


Luc. Vackle Marcon, face ‘tis my Fathers minde 
That 1 sepals to Rome,] am content. 
Goth, And ovss with chine befall, what Foriuoe will. 
Lac, Good Vackletake youin this barbarous Afesrr, 
This Rauenous Tiger, this accorfed deusll, 
Let him receiue no fuftenance, fetter him, 
Til) he be broughe vino che Emperous face, 
For tcftimony ofher foule proceedings. , 
Aad {ee the Ambu (hof our Friends be (trong, 
Ifere the Eoxperour mesnes no good to vs. 
Aron, Some desill whifper curfesin ay care, 
And prompt me thae my tongue may vrtet for th, 
The Veaemous Mallice of my fwelling heart. 
Luc. Avesy Inhumaine Dogge, Vahallowed Slave, 


Sirs, belpe our Vackle,ro conucy him in, Flearq. 
The Trasnpets thew the Emperour is athand. 
Seand Trumpets. Enver E and Eagrefe wah 
Trebunes pas pope 


Sat. Whet,hath che Firemament more Sans thea one? 
Luc. What booces it thee co call thy (eife e Sunne ¢ 
Adar. Romes Emperour & Nephewe breake ste parle 
Thefe quarrels maft be quietly debared, 
| The Feaft is ready which che casefuil Tim, 
Harb 
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Hach ordained to sa end, When with his folemne congue he did difcourfe 


For Peace,fos Lone,for Leagee,end good to Reme : Te lewe-ficke Diders fad attending eare 








Please you therfore draw ale and take your places. The ory of that balefell burning nighr, 
Saw. . Ataran we will. Hebeges. | When fabtilGreekes ferpria'd King Prisms Trey: 
A 7 eble brenghs in. Tell va what Saxon hath bewich: our cares, 
Eater Titus lhe a C the ascat on Or who hath broughe the facall engincin, 
the T able sud Lamsia with a vale ener ber face. Thee giues our Troy,our Rome the ciuill wound, 
My heart is noc compad of fiine nor Mesle, 
Tam. Welcome my gracious Lord, Nor can I veeer all oar ister gricfe, 
Welcome Dread ; 




















And welcome ell-although the cheere be poore, 
"Twill fll Rlomacks, pleafe you eat of it, Lending your kind haad Comenifernion, 


Sat. art thou thus sttir'd Asdronicas? Heere is s Copeaine,let him cell the tale, 

Ta. ee ewe N tees Tike Noble nattons Be peste hin Speake, 
Te encestaine Highneffe,and your Empreffe. Le. Auditory,be is Lnowne 
“Tem. Weare beboldng ve good Andrenicm f Leora dnphadir es deaarengd = 

Ta. Aadi hnefle heact,you wéhe: ere chey that mardred our Emperours Brother 

pdr acetis arsreoe : Aad chey ic were chat rauifhed ous Sifter, : 

as ic well dene of roth Virg atten, For cheis fell faults ous Brothers were beheaded, 

To fley his denghcer with his opne righc hand, Our Fathers ceares defpif'd,and bafely cuaten'd, 
the was enfor'ft, tsin'é,and deflowr'd? Ofchae true hend that foughe quascell eur 

Fas Yom rnon ighey Lad Lativaayewakiody inate” 

Ta. Your i fe 
Sat. Becoubethe Dicks Geoeid ane Coreinn her Parse, The gsces Ghat oa re,and vorn’d weepaog one, 

And by ber prefence ftill renew his forrowes. To beg reliefe emong Romes Enemies, 
Te. Aresfonmighty, rong end effectual, Who 4 thelr enmity in ny true teares, 
A petteme t,2nd Huely werrenc, And op'‘d their armes to imbrece me 33 2 Friend: 
etemengeteemaen | teltercenharenym 
Dte : ° welface in my blood, 
And with thy fhame,cby Fathers forrow die, And from her bofome tooke the Ene-nies 


Eivbils ber. | Sheathing the Aecle wn edventrous body, E 
Sat. Wher heft done, vnascurall end ynkinde prion, beliryatghe ures 1, 
Ta, Kil'd hes for whom coy teares haue made me blind. | My scan whnefie dembe although they ere, 


I ore es wofull 0s 7% wn, That my report is luff and full of ruth: 

And have 3 thoufand times more caufe then be, But fofs,ene thinkes | de 00 much, 
Sac, Wher wes the rasifhe ?cell whe did the deed, Cyting my werhleffe h parden me, 
Plante attic feed For no Friends ere by men praife themfelues 


Te. : 
UivcctalsMeke 


som, 
To beadindg’d lome dircfull flan gheering death, 
As penkthanent for his moft wicked life. 








To beale Romes harmes,and wipe aw ay her wee. 
But gentle people. giue me syme a-witile, 
For Nature puts meto s heauy caske : 
Stand all aloofe, but Vnokle draw you necere, 
To thed obfequious ceares vpon this Trunke : 
Oh cake this warme kiffe on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefe forrowfull deops vpon thy bloud-fainc face, 
The laf true Duties of chy Noble Sonne, 

Mar. Teare for verre, and loving kiffe for kiffc, 
Thy Brother Afarces seoders on thy Lips : 
O were che furame of thefe thac I fhould pay 
Counsleffe, and infinit, yet would I pay ieee 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come,come,and learnc of vs 
Tomele in fhowres: thy Grandfire lou'd thee well: 
Many a cime he danc'd thee on his knee: 
Sung thee afleepe. his Louing Breft, thy Pillow 
Manysa auc bik he cold co thee, 
yMeete, and agreeing with thine Infancie. 

n thac cefpedct chen, like a louing Childe, 

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaule kinde Nature doth require 1t fo- 
Friends ,fhould affociate Friends in Greefe and Wo. 
Bid him farwell, commit him to the Graue, 
Do him that kindnefle and cake leawe of him. 

Bey. OGrandhire,GCrandfire : even with all my hearse 
Would I were Dead ,fo you did Live againe, 
O Lord, I cannac fpeake cohum for weeping, 
My teares will choske me, if] ope my mouth. 
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Luc. Th gen es,may I gourrne fo, Remans. You lad Andromri, bee dene with woes, 






Give fentence on this exectabhe Weetch, 
That hath beenc breeder of thefe dire events. 

Lae, Sechim breft deepe in earth,end faroith him: 
There lec bir ftand,and r2ue,and cry for foode + 
If any one relceues, of pirries bim, 

For the offence,he dyes. This is our doome : 
Some fay, to fee him fait‘ned in che earth, 

Aree, O why fhould wrath be mure,& Fury dumbe? 
Tam no Baby J, that with bafe Prayers 
I fhould repent the Euils I have done. 

Ten choufand worfe, then ever yet I did, 
Would I pecforme if] might haue my will 
If one good Deed in all my life J did, 

I do repens it from my very Soule. 

Lucie Some louing Friends conuey the .bence, 
And give him burial tisbis Fathers aS 
My Father, snd Laswnsa, fhall forthwith 
Be ctofed 1m our Houfholds Monumen : 

As for that » Tyger Tamora, 

No Funersli Rice, noc man in mournful Weeds ;) 
No mournfull Bell fhall rmg her Burial : 

But throw her foorth to Beafts and Birds of prey : 
Her life was Beaft-like, and devoid of pitty, 

And being fo, thall haue like want of pitty. 

See luftice done on a-daren tha: dama‘d Meore, 
From whom, ous heauy happes had their beginning 5 
Then afterwards, to Ofdcreci the Scace, abit 
Thac like Events, may ne‘re it Ruinate, 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 
ROMEO and IVLIET. 


eAflus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Ewer $ and with Swords and Busk{ers, 
ari f Cauln. 


Regery: A Sed cediersany ted 
Greq. No,tor thea we thoald be Colliers. 
Saup. | mean, if we be in choller,wee'l drow, 
Greg. 1 as aecke cut 
ee a 
5 1 ftrike quickly, 
Gop, Batheu tas, Goi es ee amis 
Samp. A dog of the bose of Adoma \feouts me, 
To move,is to ftir: sad to bev tent, is to land: 
aif thoe ert wow'd thou runft swey. 
ces A ¢ of chat houfe thall moe me to Rand. 


I will cake the wall clay dap or Maid of Afomnrag aes, 


Greg. That thewes 
gg ain hindew tee ee being the wesker 
Ti wernen 
VeGlels,sre ever chrult ce che wall : therefore | will path 
fr ee le 
The Qgarrell is berweenc oer M ferasod : 
€ ts oer Ms v8 
pag ‘Tis oD ene, I will agin (wien dia 
These foughe with che men, 1 So aicas de 
cut of cheir heads, 
Greg. The heads of the Maids? 
Sem.! she heads of the Maids,or theie Malden-hesds , 
Take ix ip whet fence thoe wile, 
" Greg. They mak rake it fence, that feele it. 
Samp, Me they thail feele while I sm sbie to ftend: 
Aad‘tisknowne | am a pretty peece of ficth. 
pol) Bt lade gredy eases ponchos hisy 
hae Teha. Sees eee 


eweake (lave, fos the wes- 


Sem. Let veceke the Law of our fides:iet them begin. 
Cr.1 wil frown os I pale by 8c let thé cake it a they lift 
Sam, Ney, zsthey dere. I wil be oy Thumb ot them, 
which is s difgrace co them, if they beare kx. 
a, Deo yeu bite your Thumbe a: vs fir? 
Samp. >. do bice wy T bee 
Aba. Doyoubke Themb st vs, fe? 
ous (ide, if I fay 1? 


gam, Is the Lew Gre.No. 


Gv Say dertershere comes one of my malters bial nen, 

Samp. Yes, becrer. 

Abra, ue pA - ‘ 

Samp. Draw mea. remember 
Drew ityeu Gregey, phy 


They Fi 
Bea, Part Fooles,pux vp your Swords you know not 


what you do. 
Rucer T hake. 

Tyb. Whee ert thow drawne, among thefe heartleffe 
a he epon thy oc 

Bes. keepe che peace,put vp t ord, 

pt thee en wich ee. " 

tema bo aoe eeeee ward 

a comeagae 
thee Coward. 


Heo athe 
Exter tives ov Citams wink ctoe 
Off Ctubs, Bil 


S.wife, ane op Had eye ego 
Eater Prince Eskgles, with bis Traiee, 
Prince. Rebellious SubieGs,Esemies to peace, 
P of chis hbos-Rtsined Seecle, 
Will they not heare? bes hos, you Men, yee Beals, 
ie sore the rs Of Foes permciont © ote 
Wit perl Foun gm your Vee eines 9 
ee cee arenlerd Wenpeuste? the 
yeor mifte to 
Aod heare che Sentence of your meeued P 
pyanral curd Mag 
By thee old C. bp ew Ad 
thrice d iatrvala roto 
Cin gy dk Gres beteses One 
irmcecaiae 
Tomes ob Patani 2 Decne ee 4 
Cankr« 












Cankred with peace,to part your Cankred hate, 
If ever you difturbe our ftreets apsine, 
Your liues fhall pay che forfeis of the peace. 
For this time all the reft depart away . 
You Capsles thal! goe along with me, 
And Afemstegue come y ou this sfternoone, 
To know our Fathers ples(ure in this eale : 
To old Free-rownc,our common indgemenc place : 
Once mereon paine ofdeach, all men depart. Execute 
Mowe. Whe fer chis auncient quarrell new sbroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were you by when x begas : 
Bem. Hecere were the feruants of your sduerfarie, 
And yours clofe fighting ere J did approach, 
I drew to part them,in che inftant came 
The fiery Tsbals with his (word prepar'd, 
Which as he breach'd defiance tomy eares, 
He {wong about his head,end cut the windes, 
Who ing hare wichal!,bift him in fcorne. 
Whilewe were enterchanging thrults and blowes. 
Ceme more and more,and fought on part and part, 
Till che Prince came, who parted either part. 
wife. O where ss Rosco Jaw you him to day? 
Right glad am Ibe was nor ac this fray. 
Bee Madam,an hore before the worfhipt Sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the Ealt, 
A troubled mmd drave me ro walke abrosd, 
Where vnderneath the groue of Sycemour, 
That Weft. ward rooreth from this City fide 
Socarely walking did 1] fee yous Soune : 
Towards him I made,but he was ware of me, 
And fole into tbe couece of the wood, 
I meafuring his affections by my owne, 


Being one too many by my weary kife, 
Purfued my Honour not pus fuing his 
And gladly fhunn'd, who giedly fed from me. 

Mesa. Many a moroing hath he there beene feene, 
With ceares augmenting the freth mornngs deaw, 
Adding to cloudes,more cloudes with his deepe ighes, 
Bor all fo foooe as the all-cheesing Sunne, 

Shoold in the farrhef Eaft begin co draw 
The thadie Curtaines from Auroras bed, 
Awsy from light feales home my heauy Sonne, 
And priuace in his Chamber pennes himfelfe, 
Shuts vp his windowes ,lockes fasre day-light our, 
And makes himielfe on artificial night: 
Blacke and portendous muft chis humouws proue, 
Valeffe good counfell may the caufe remoue. 
Ben. My Noble Vacie doc you know the caufe ? 
Meun. | nexher know 1,007 can learne of lum. 
Ren, Hawe you imporcun’d him by any meanes? 
Moss, Both by my felfe and many ovbers Friends, 
But he his owne affection: counfeller, 
Is co hunfelfe (§ will not fey how true) 
Bur to hirnfelle (0 fecret and fo clefe, 
So farre from founding and difcovery, 
Ass the bud bit with an envious worme, 
Fre he can (pread his {weete leaues co the ayrte, 
O: dedicate his besaty to the fame. 
Could we bus leacne froas whence his forrowes grow, 
We would as willingly gue cure,as know. 
Exter Remeo. 

Be a Sce where be comes,fo pleafe you flep afide. 
Ile know his greeuance,or be much denide. 

Moy. | «ould chou wert (o happy by thy ftay, 
To hearse true thrift. Come Madam Jec's away. 


The Tragedse of Romeo and Juliet. 


Which then moft fought, wher moft aight nat be found: 





Bes, Good morrow Coufin. 
Rem. 1s che dey fo young? 
Ben. But new ake nine. 
Rem, Ayeme, fed houres feernc lon 

Was chat eny Father that went henec fo faft? 
Ben. Ie was : what fednes lengrhens Ressee s houtes 2 
Re. Not hauing thst, which having, makes them fhost 

Ben. In love. 

Romes. Out, 

Ben. Ofloue. 

Rem, Our of her faueur where | sm in loue. 

Ben, Alas thet loue fo gedtle in bis view, 

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 

Rom. Alss that love, whofe view is maffied fiill, 
Should without eyes,fee path-wayes to his will 
Where thall we dine? O me : what fray was heere? 
Yet cell me not,foe ] hane heard ic all: 

Heere’s muchto do with hate but more with loue: 
Why then,O brawling loue,O loaing hate;: 
O any ching of noching firft created : 
O heavie lightneffe,ferious vanicy, 
Mifhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes, 
Feather of lead bright {moake,cold hre,ficke healch 
Still waking Neepe,that is not what ie is . : 
This loue feele I, chat feele no Joue sn this. 
Doef thou not laugh ? 
Bes. NoCoze, rather weepe. 
Rem. Good heart at what? 
Ben. Acthy good hearts opprefsion. 
Rom, Why fach is loues aranfg telsion 
Griefes of mine owne lie heauie in my bresft, 
Which thou wilt propagate to hase it preaft 
Werth mote of chine,this loue ches thos haf fhewné, 
Doth addz more griefe,totoo much of mineownc, 
Loue ,is afmoske made with the fame of fighes, 
Being purg’d,2 fire fparkling in Louerseyes, 
Being vet ,a Seanourith: with louing ceares, 
Whac is it clfe?'a madneffe,moft dafcrees, 
A choking gall,and a preferving (weet ; 
Farewell my Coze. 
Ben. Sofe I will goe along. 
And if you leaue me fo,you do me wrong. 
Rom. Tut Thaue lofi my {elfe,lam nor nere, 
This 19 noe Resece hee's fome others where. 
Ben, Tell mein {adneffe, whos that you loue ? 
Rom. What thal! I grone and tell thee ? 
Ben, Grone,why ne : but (adly tell me who. 
Rom, A ficke man in fednefle makes his will: 
A word ill veg'd co one that is fo ill - 
In fadneffe Cozin,] do Joue e woman. 


Rom. Aright good marke men,and fhee's faire I love 
Bes. Ati he fire marke, faire Coze, is fooneft hic, 
Rem, Well in chat hit you miffe, theel net be hiz 

With Cupids arrow, the hath Drans wit : 

Andin Rtrong proofe of chafticy well arm'd: 

From ues weeke childith Bow, the laves vecharm'd. 

Shee will not ftay the hege of louing rearmes, 

Nor bid th‘incounter of affailing eyes. 

Nor open her lap to Sain&-feducing Gold : 

O the ssrich fa beswceoraly poore, 

That when fhe dies, with beastie ces her ftore. * 

Bea, Then foe hath (veorne, tbat fhe will (till lige chaft? 
Rom. She hach,snd ie chaz {paring make buge waft? 
Cor beauty fteru’d with her feneriry, 
Cuts beauty off from efl poftesitic. 
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She ts too faire too wifewi: fely coe faire. 

To mene biffe by making me dilpaire : 

She hath forfworne to love, and in chat vow 

Do I liwe deed, that line to coll ke now. 
Bee. Be cul'd by mac forget to thinke ofber. 
Ress, O teech we how I thoeld forget te chinke. 


Re Tisthe 








to calhers(exqeific}in oe 
Thefe happy ca chet kiffe faire Ledies browes, 
Being biscke,puts vsin aund they hide the faire: 
He that ts Qrooken biiad,cannes forget 
The precious tresfure of tus eye-Aght lof : 
Shew we s Miftreffe tha 13 paffing faire, 
Whaec doch her beauty fesue bur ss 9 note, 
Where 1 may read who pall that paffing faise. 
Farewell thos can'R not teach me co forget, 
Bes. ile pay thac doGrine,ot ee die in debt. Exewat 
Sater Capatet Countie Paris and the Claret, 
Cau. 1s bound os well asf, 
lngenalty alike.snd tits not herd [ thinke, 
For men (oc ald an wee, to keepe the peace. 
Par, Of Honourable rechoaung are you both, 
And putic tis youliu'd 21 ods fo long - 
But now my Lord, wha fay youto my fue ? 
Cape. But faying ore what ! hsac faid before, 
My Child is yet  Aranger in the world, 
Shee hath aot leene tbe change of founteenc yeares, 
L et two more Summers wither in cheir pride 
Ere we may chinke her spe to be » Bride, 
Pars, Younger then fhe,sre happy mothers eande. 
Cape Andcoo foone mar'd are thofe fo carty made: 
Farth hath fwallowoed all avy hopes but the, 
Shee's the hopefull Lady of my earth: 
Bus wooe her genele Paris get her beart, 
My will te her confent.ss bur 2 part. 
And Mheeagrec. within her (cope of choife, 
Lyex my confent and faire according voice : 
This night f hold an ald sceuftom'd Feat, 
Whereto I have invited many sGueft, 
Such as I loue.end you among tne fore, 
One more mot wetcome makes my number more: 
Ac my poore houle,Jooke co behold this mght, 
Earth Areading Qarres,chat make darke heasen light, 
Such comfort as do lofty young men feele, 
When well apparrel’d April! on che hecle 
Of henping W tacer rreads even fuch delight 
Among feeth Fennell buds fhall you his mghe 
Inherit sty houfe.heare af! all fee : 
And hke her mot, whofe mest moft hall be: 
Which one more teiw,of many ne being one, 
May fland in namber, though in ecckoing none. 
Come,goe with me: goe (irrah crudge about, 
Through face Merona find thofe perfons out, 
Whofe names ace written these ,and to them fey, 
My honfe and welcome,on theie plesfere fay. Exit, 
Ser. Find them ous whofe names are written, Heere st 
6 wriren, thas che Shoo-msaker (hould meddle with his 
Yard, and th: Tagler with his Laft,the Fither with his 
Peniill, snd the Pasacer with his Nets. But lam fent co 
find thofe perfons whofe names are writ, 6 can newer find 
wher sarees the writing perien heth here wnt (} maftio 
the learned) in good ume. 
Emer ‘Beunelse and Romeo. 
Be. Tut man,one fire burnes oot anothers burning, 
One paine is tefied by anothers anguath : 
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Tuane giddie and be helpe by backward torning : 
One defparate greefe, cures with anothers laaguith : 
Take chou fome new infediion to the eye, 

Aad che rank poyfon ef the old wil die. 

Rem. Your Plantan teefe ss excefient for chat 

Ben, For what | pray thee? 

Rew, Por your broken (hin. 

Beo. Why Renee art (bow mad? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more then.a mad man is: 
Shat vp in prifon, kept without my foode, 

Whipt and vormented ; and Godden goed fellow, 

Sev. Godgigoden, | pray for can you read ? 

Rew. Imac owne forcune in my miferic. 

Ser, Peshaps you hauc learn'd st wnshout booke : 
Bat | pray can you read any thing you (se 

Rew. 1,1f Lhoow the Lercers and the Lang sage. 

Ser. Ye fay honefly,reft you merry. 

Rom, Stay fellow,| can seed. 

He ceades the Letter. 

E. tate awe hes wife and damgheer : Commty An- 
S;iae brawtsous i : Roe widdow fur. 
mo Se Placeatre end. big lewely Neeces Afercntie and 
bes brecher Valent ne: arine onel: C apulet by a, 
ters my fasre Neece Rofa!me Livia Sequna Valent ist 
Cofen Tybalt - Lucve andthe beryy Helene. 

A feire afferndly, whither fhould they come > 

Ser. Vp. 

Row. Whither? to fupper? 

Ser. Toonr hoafe. 

Rem. Whole boule ? 

Ser, My Marfters. 

Rew. Indeed | thould have ask you thar before. 

Ser Now Ile tell you whoo ssking. Mymaifier s 
the great rich Capaies, and ifyou be not of the hoofe of 
Mountagers | pray come and crothe cup of wine. Refi 
you merry. exit. 

Ben, At chis fame suncient Fesft of Capaicts 
Sups che farre Refatine whom thon fo ous : 

With ail che admired Beaucies of Verona, 

Go thither and with vnoctsined cye, 
Coenpare her face with fome that! thall how, 
And { will make chee chiake thy Swan 2 Crow. 

Rom, When the devour religion of mine ¢ 
Marcasnes fuch falfhoad chen turne teates to fize s 
And chefe who often drown'd could nett die, 

A Nek aki Heretiques be burnt for hers. 
One favrer then my Joue che all-feeing Sen 
Nere faw her match,fince firft the world begun. 

Bew. Tot, you fave her faire none elfe being by, 

Herfelfe poytd with herfelfe in esther eye : 

Bur 10 chat Chriftall feales.lec there be waid, 

Y our Ladies loue againft fome other Maid 

That { will how you, thining at this Feaft, 

And fhe thew {cant thell, well, shar now thewes bef. 

Rom. Ile goc along no fuch fight to be fhowne, 

But to rerioyce m fplendor of mine owne. 
Eater Capulers wife and Newfe. 

Oife Norke wher's my daughcer? call her forthto me. 

Narfe. Now by my Maidenhead, a: twelwe yeare ald 
I bad her come,whar Lamb: whac Lads-bird, God forbid, 
Where's this Cirle ? whec Jalsa ? 

Ester Judrer. 

Iulet. tiow aow, who calls? 

Nev. Your Mother, 

Inlit. Madam | am beere, wher is your will ¢ 

Wee. Thi ie the macter : Narfe gine leaue swhile, we 
enw fi 
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¢ in fecret, Narfecome aga aue re. 
membred eee a eee coanfell, Thoa knowe 
daughter's of a prety age. 

ase Paith J can tell he age voto snhoure. 

Wife, Shee's not fourreene. 

Nerfe, MWe lay fourteene of my teeth, 
And yet to my teene be it fpoken, 
U have baz foure, thee's not fourteen. 
How long is it now 10 Lemavas tide? 

Wife, A fortnight and odde dayes. 


Narfe. Ewen or odde, of all daies inthe yeare come 
Lamsas Eve at night thal fhe he fourreene. Safes & the, 
all Chriftian foules, were of aa age. Well Sufas 

is with God, the was too good for me.But asi faid, on Le. 
mas Bue at night thall the be fourteene, that fhall the ms- 
ake now 
et it, |. 


God reft 


the,I remember ic well. “Tis fince the East 
elewen yeares,aod (he was wean'd I neucr thall f 
of all the daies of che yeare,ypon that day : for1 had then 


laid Worme-woodto my Dug fitting In the Sunne vnder 


the Douchoufe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
Mantua pay I doe beare sbraine. Butas! faid, when it 
did taft che Worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge, 
aad felc it biecer, pretty foole,to fee it teachie, and fell out 
with the Dagge, Shake quoth the Doue-hoofe, “was no 
neede J row to bid mee trudge: and fince that timeitis 
aelesen ycares,for chen he could Rand alone, nay bi'th’ 
toode fhe could hsve runne & wadled ell about : for even 
the day before the broke her brow, & then my Husband 
God be with his foule, s was amerne man, vp the 
Child, yea quoth hee,docft thou fall vpon thy face? thou 
. | wile fal hckeward when thou haft more wit, wilt chow 

not fade? Andby my boly-dam, the wretch lefre 
crying, & faid I: to fee now how a} come ebout. 
I warrant,& I thal live s thoufand yesres,3 never thould 

ie : wilt chou a0 /adet quoth be>and pretty foole it 

Rinced,end faid I. 

Old La, pncugh Of this? pray chee bold thy 

Novfe, Yes 
thinke it fhould lesue crying, & fay 1: and yet I warrant 


ftincedsend (aid I. 
dale. And fine thoe too.! pray thee Nar/e,(ay 1. 
Nor. Pesce I haur done:God marke thee too his grace 
thou waft the prettieft Babe that ere 1 nurft, and J mighe 
live to fee thee married once, I have my with. 
Old La, Marry that marry is the very theame 
I came to talke of cell me daughter /uéez, 
How ftands your difpofition to be Married? 
Sali, Iris an hoare that 1 dreame not of, 
.. Nar. Ao hoore,were not 1 thine onely Nurfe,J would 
fey chou had':t fuckt wifedome from thy veat, 
Old Le.Wellthinke of mstriage Dow, yonger then you 
Heere inVerena,Ledies of efteeme, 
Are made already Mothers, By my count 
I was your Mother, mach vpon thefe bbe 
That you ate now a Maide,thas then in briefe: 
The valiant Paris feekes you for his loue. 
Narfe, Aman youog Lady,Ledy, fach aman esell 
the world. Why hee’s a mea of waxe. 
Old Le, Vereuas Sucnmer hath not facha flower. 
Nerfe. Nay hee’s a flower,infaich very flowez. 
Old La: What fay you loue the Gentleman? 
This aighs you thall hin at ous Feaft, 








The Tragedie of Romeo and juliet. 


ore the v young Pars tece, 
And find delight ,writ here with Beauties pen: 
ine every feuerall liniament, 
And fee how one another lends concent: 
And whet obfcur'd in this faise volume lies, 
Find written shtnoel abel el eyes, 
This precious Booke of Loue,this vnboand Lower, 
To Beautifie him,onely lacks a Cover, 
The fi(h lines in the Sea, and ‘tis mechpride 
For faire’ without,the faire within co hide: 
That Booke in manies eyes doth hare the glotie, 
That in Gold ciafpes, Lockes in the Golden ftorie : 
So thall you thare all chat be doch poffeffe, 
By naving him,making yor felfe no lefle. 
. Nerfe, No lefle,nay bigger: women grow by men, 
Old La. Speake briefly,can you like of Peru love ? 
Jali, Ne looke to like,iflooking liking mour. 
But no more deepe will I endart mine eye, 
Then your confene gives firength to make fiye. 
tr a Seruing man, 

Ser. Madam, the guefts are preg Spe fero'd vp,you 
cal'd,my young, Lady asks for,the N cart in the Par 
tery, in excremitic :lonuft hence to wait, I 
befeech you ollow firaight re 

Mo, We follow thee,/alies, the Countieftsie, 

Nerfe, GoeGyrle,feeke happ;c nights to happy de 


Eater Rowee, Merce: ic, Benuolic with fae or 
ether Maskers, Torch bearers. ie al 

Rem. What thall this {pech be fpoke for our excule 
Or thall we on without Apologi 

Ben. The dace is out of f ixitie, 
Weele have no Caped hood winkt with a skarfe, 
Bearing e Tartars paimed Bow of lech, 
Skaring the Ladies like s Crow-keepes. 
But let chem mesfure vs by what they will, 
Weelemeafure thems Mes{ure,and 

Roms. Giue me 2 Tocch,] sm not for thus embling. 


Pricke love for pricking’ and 

Give mes Cafe to put my vilege in, 

A Vitor for a Vifor, what care 

What curious eye doth quote deformities « 

Here are the Beerle- thal! blefh for me. 
Bm, Come knocke snd enrer,and no fooner in, 

But every man betake bim co his legs, 


For J ae proverb'd witha Grandfier 
Chadle.holder and looke on, oe 
The geme was nere fo faire,snd | am done. ‘ 
wt, 


a] —_ 


The Tra 


Gy. Tur,duns the the Coaftables owne werd, 
Thou ort dun, werle draw thee from the maze. 
Or Geue your reecrence louc, wherein chou Rickeft 
Vp to che cores,come we burne dey light ho. 
Rem. Ney cher's oot fo. 
ater. Ieneane fer [ deley, 
We welt cur 


Rew. And we mene weil im going to this Maske, 
E ut ‘cis 20 wk to ge. 

Aer. Why aay coe ske? 

Rows. \ deeempe 3 dreamnc to ragh 

Me, And fo did 1. 

Rew. Well what was yours? 

CBler, That dresmers often lye. 

Re. i pee ewer drcame things cree. 

Ader. O thea I fee abd hath beene wish yoo : 
Ghe sa the Farries Midwife, & the comes in thape no beg - 

chen Agas-fione, on the fore-finger of an Aldermen, 
, ae, a ceerme of tle Atc mies over mens nofes as 


they be eflerpe : her Weg gov Spokes made of long Spin- 
ears legs :the Couer of the wigs of Gr 8, her 
Traces ofche fmalieft Spiders web, her coullers of the 


Meonbnes wary Beames her Whip of Crickets bone. 
the Lath of Philome,her Weggoner, efmall grey-coned 
Gaat,not halfe fo bigge os 2 feand letle Worme, priche 
from the Lazse-finger of » men. Her Charior is an emprre 
Halelrut, made by the loyner Squirrel or old Grub, time 
om a mind, the Faries erecta 2 Gin ehis Rate the 
gzip mache shrowgh Lovers breines : and chen 
cbey bb a ipl appt knecs,ther dreseme on 
Cashes ftreit : ore Lawyers fagere, who firs, dream: on 
Fees, ore Ladies lips, whe Rrait on hiffes dreame, which 
oft che angry Mab with bitters pleguce, becanfe there 
breach wich Swees meats tamied are. Sometime fhe gal- 
leps ore a Counties» nofe, & chen dscarncs he of (melling 
om efene.&: fermerme comes the with Tith pigs tale,trck- 
ling 2 Pasfone nofe 2s lies aflecpe, then he dreames of 
soather Benefice. Sommetine fhe driveth ore a Sowldiers 
aecke, & then dresmes he of cuiting Forraine chrosts, of 
Breaches, Ambefcades,Spanith Blades - Of Healths fue 
Fademe deepe.and then anon drums in bis esres,et which 
he fterves aod wekes; s0d bemg thos frighted, fweeres a 
pesyer of two ir fi ageine:the is char very Mab ches 
s the menes of Hosles in the might: & bakesthe Elk- 
tn Seale Guctith haires whi S once vncangled auch 
misforume bodes, 
This is che hag when Maides lie on ther becks, 
Thet preffes learaes them firft to beare, 
Meking chem women of good csiniege . 
Thisis the. 
Rom. Peace,peace < AMervatse peace, 
Thou calk'B of notching. 
Néer, Trve,l calke of dreamnes : 
hiro of an wie brame, 
oorhe vame phantahie , 
whe rel asthe syre, 
Aad mere incontien: theo the wind who weee 
Euca now the frozen bolome of the North : 


And bei d, peffes fom thence, 
Tanog in Bi che dew depp Soh. 
Be. wind you talke of blowes vs from our felees, 
salah mae snap) pir OO 
too or ms 
deme conlequeace yet hanging va the Rasres, 


of Re 


yand Iulset. 5 


Shall bicserly begin his feorefull dace 
Wich chis nights reacis ,and expire the cearme 
Ofe g clofd mmy bref: 

fome vile forteit of vatwecly death 
Bux he chat hash che Rurtage of my courte, 
DiceQ my fure : on luftic 

de Suckers be Stage, aod Servinguce 
~ Thy e P come 
with cher sephyus. iy 

Sater Seruant. 

Ser, Where's Perpas, cher he heipes not co take ? 
He fhuft a Trencher ? be a Trencher ? a 

s When good menners thal! lie in ose or two mens 
hends,end they vnwafhk too, tts 0 foule thing. 

Ser. Awsy with che loynftecles, remove the Court- 
cubberd, looke co the Plete: good thou, (ave mee 8 piece 
of Marchpane and ss theu lousf me, let che Posees iec 1s 
Safer Grndftone snd Nol, A mbene and Petpas, 

2. [Boy readte. 

Ser. You ace looks for,and cal'd for,acke for, fougta 
for gn che great Chamber. 

1 We cannot be here and there coo, cheacly Boyes, 
Be brisk swhile,snd the longer Lucr take all. 4 

Exans. 


Enter alt the Gacfts and Contlgweman t0 the 
Mashgrs 


1. Capa, Welcome Gerulemen, 
Ladies thac have their toes 
Voplogu'd with Cornes, wilt walke ebour with you : 
Ah my Miftreffes which of you ell 
Will aow deny to dence / She thas makes deity, 
She ile fweare hath Cornes om } come nesre ye new? 
Welcome Gemlemen,! have fone the dey 
Thee I hewe werne s Vifor , ead could tell 
A whifpering cole ons farre Ladies care : 
Such as would plesfe ; ‘tis gone, ‘tis » tis gone, 
You are welcome Geaciemen.come aos play : 
AMafiche plas?. and the danas. 
A H.1!,Hall give roome end foes ic Girles, 
More light you kasues,end turne the Tables vp ; 
And quench the fire,the Roome is growne too hor. 
Ab firrsh,this valooks for {port comes well : 
Nay fic nay fir,ygood Cozin Capader, 
For you and J are pelt our d Geres : 
How long ‘ift now face Isft yous felfe and 1 
Were ins Maske ? 
a. Capa. Berlady chisty yesres. 
ts. Capa. What men: ‘tis not fo much, ‘tls aot fo rauch, 
‘Tis face che Nuptiall of Laceurse, 
Come Pencycoft as quickely as it wil, 
Some five and twenty yeeres,end chen we Maske. 
a. Cap. ‘Tismore, ‘tis more his Sonne is elder fis : 
His Sonne is chirry. 
3- Cap. Will yourell median ¢ 
His Senne wes bur 3 Ward two egoe. 
a Wha Lads is thet which doch larich the hand 
yoader he? ‘ 
Ser. discs esi : 
Rom. O the doth each che Torches to burne brigh: : 
At feemes the hangs the cheeke of night, 
Asarich lewel in sn SEchieps core: 


As yoader ore het fellowes 8 
The meafure dene.tle weech her place of fiend, 
And touching hers,make bieffed eny rede hand. a 
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Did my heart loue cil now forfweare it fight, 
For I neuer faw crue Beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice, (houtd bea Mountegue. 
Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares che flaue 
Come hither cover'd with an antique 
To fleere and (corne at our Solemnitie? 

Now by the locke and Honour of my kin, 
To ftrike him dead { hold it He sha, 

Ca. how now kin 
Wherefore foros you fo? es ' 

T#. Vocle chisisa Meuntague, om foe: 

A Villaine chat is hicher come in (Pighe, 
To fcorne at our Solemnitie this night. 

es Young Zewves isit ? 

7. ‘Tis he,thac Villaine Reaves, 

Cap. Contenc thee gentle Coz, let him alone, 
A beares him like « portly Gentlemen : 

Aad to (ay truth, Merona brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and well Bove youth; 
1 would not for che wealth of all the rowne, 
Here in my houte do him difparagement : 
Therfore be pacierr,take nonote of him, 
icis my will,che which if chou refpedt, 
Shew s faire prefence,and put off chefe frownes, 
An ill befeeming femblance fora Feaft, 
Tih Jt fits when (uch a Villainc iss goeft, 
lle not endure him, 
Cap. He thall be enda'ed. 
What goodman boy, I fay be thall,go reo, 
Ara I che Maifter here or you ? po t00, 
Youle noc endure him,God thal mend my foule, 
Youle make @ Mutinie among the Guefts : 
You will fet cocke a hoope,youle be the man. 
Tb. Why Vacle, ‘tis a (hame. 
Cap. Go too, go too, 
You are a fawcy Boy, ‘ft (0 indeed ? 
his tricke may chance to {cath you,! kaow whae, 
Cou maft contrary me,marry tis time. 
Vell faid my hearts,you ares Princox 2G, 
be quiet,or more light, more light for theme, 
le make you quiet. What, chesrely Hah hearts. 
Ti, Patience perforce, with wilfull choles meeting, 
Aekes my ficth tremble in their different greeting: 
will withdraw, bot this inerufion fhall 
Vow feeming (weet, conuert to bitter or 
Rew. If lprophane with my vnworthieft hand, 
“his holy rei tong ie ‘ chis, 7 
{y lips to blathing Pilgrims did ready \ 
"o foots that sesh mach gich a tender kiffe, 
fal. Good Pilgrime, 
"ou do wrong your hand too much, 
Vhich mannerly deuotion fhewesio thie, 
or Saints haue hands hat Pilgrims hands do tuch, 
ad palme to palase,is holy P s kiffe, 

Rom, Haue not Saims nae Palmers too? 
Jel. 1 Pilgrien lips that chey muft vie in prayer. 
Rom, O deae Saine,let lips do what hands do, 
bey pray(grant chou )leaft faith tame to difpeire. 
yal Saints do not move, 


h t for fake. 
a ee, 


hus from my lips,by thine my fin is parg’d 
Jul. Then y 


weme my fin egaine. 
Jui, Youkitie by'th’booke. 


Nar. Madam your Mother craves @ word Wich you. 
Rem, Whatis her Mother ! i 
Nerf, Merrie Baccheler 
Her Mother is the Lady ofthe houfe, 
And @ good Lady, ends wife,and Vertuous, 
I Nort her Daughter chat you calke withall ; 
I tell you,he that can lay hold ofber, 
Shall bsue the chincks, 
Rom. 1s the aC, ¢. 
O deare account ! My Iife is my foes debe. 


Gentlemen prepare notto be gone 
é rifling foolith Banque: towards , 
Isite’nefo ¢ why then I thanke you all. 
I thanke you honeft Gendiemen 


Fre crahby ay fale itwares lace, 


Nar, The Sonne and Heire ofold Tyberio. 
Jali, What's he that nowis Bing out of doore ? 
Nor. Marrie chat I chinke be youn io, 
Jal. What's he that follows here that would not dance? 
Nw. Lkneow nor, 
Int, Go aske his name:ifbe be married, 
mage is like to be my wedded bed, 
‘ar. His name is Rewece,and a Af, 
The onely Sonne of your great Enemie, 
fal, My onely Love {prong from my onely hare, 
Tooeatly feene, vaknowne,and knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of Loue itis to me, 
That I muft loue'aloecbed Enemie, 
Nar, Whar’s this ? whats this? 
fal. A rime, learne coen now 
witball. 


Of one I dan’h Dabawecs. 
Nar. Anon,anon: : 
Come let's away, che ftrangers all are gone, 


That faire,for which Loue gron'd for and would die, 
With cender /udset roatcht,is sow not faire. 


alent, 

Rem. Can goe forward when my heart is bere? 

Tame backe dull exrth,and find chy Cencer owt. 
Eater Bennelie,with Mercutio, 


And on my life bath flolne bim home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way and lespt this Orchard wall, 
Call good Asercasio: 
Nay,le coniure too. 











oe 2 


Young tbreba. 
When King Cepboras lou'd the beg ger Maid, 
He heareth noc, be flicreth not, he mowethn or, 


By her High P 
By ber Frac fore, Scrsight leg and Quiwering thigh, 
Aad the Demeanes,chat there Adsacens lie, 
That in thy likeneffe shou sppeare to ve. 
Bea. Aad ifhe hesre chee tho wile snger him. 
Afar. This cannot enger hien,t'would sager him 
Torsife a fpiric in is Miftreffe circle, 
Of Come ftrange nstere,lewting « ftand 
Tid Ore had lasd it and coniveed tc downe, 
Thac were fome fpighe . 
My imeocation is feire sad heneft, & in bis Mifirls aeme, 
1 conrure onely bur to raefe vp him. 
Bea. Come,he hath hid hiafeife among chefe Trees 
To be conferred with the Humereus nighe : 
Blind 1s his L oue and beft befies the dasde. 
Ader. \f Lowe be blind, Love cannot bac che ashe, 
Now will he 6: vader e Medier ure, 
And with his Mifiteffe were thet kind of Freice, 
As Maides call Medlers when they leagh alone, 
O Remeothat the were,O chat the were 
An open, or thou s Peprin Peare, 
Rowee goodnighs, [le ro ay Truc kie bed, 
This Field .bed 1s co cold for me to fleepe, 
Core thall we go? 
Bee. Go then, for Vis ln vaine co feehehin here 
That meenes not co be found. Bxcast. 
Row. He iesfis s¢ Scarves chat arver felc 3 wound, 
Bat foft. wher hgh through yonder window breaks! 
It ethe Eat and fades is che Sunne, 
Hot abana the ensious Moone, 
Who ts siready and pale with griefe, 
That thow hes Mard ert far more faire then the 
Be not her Maid fince the :senvices, 
He Vefial) be bus fiche sod greene, 
And none bun fetes do weare it.caft it of : 
Ictsmy Lady,O sc ts my Lowe,O chet the knew the were, 
She (peshes,ycr the {ayes noching, whac of chet ? 
Hes eye difcourfes,| wal enfwere ix : 
Tam too bold ‘tis not tome the [peakes : 
Two of the faireft flerres in ell che Hesuen, ¢ 
Heuing fome bufinetfe do emrest her cyet, 
To ewanckle in cher Spheres till they recerne. 
Whar ifher eyes were chere,they in her head, 
The bei of her cheeke would (hame thofe farres, 
As day-leght doth » Lampe,het cye in heeuen, 
Weald through the syrse Region freome (0 bright, 
That Birds would fing.end chinke it were noe olghe 
See how the leanes her cbeeke vpon her hand. 
O thar J were a Glove vpon that hend, 
Thar I might couch chat cheeke. 
Jaf. Agme. 
Rem. She (peakes. 
Oh (pe ake sgeme bright Angell, for chou ere 
As gloriou sto tbisanght being ere my head, 
Asis moged meflenger of heaven 


59 


nto te eyes 
Ofmeortalis ch ax fall backe co gaze on him, 
When he beftrides che lszse puffing Cioudes, 
And {eiles vpon the bofome of the syre 
Sal. O Remse,Romec evercfore ast thou Remes ¢ 
Denie thy Fasher end refafe thy neme: 
Or # thou wil not,be but fworne my Lowe, 
Aad Ne no oh be s Capote. 
Rom. Shall | beare more,or thall I (peake at chis ? 
le. ‘Tre bus thy seme chat samy Enemy ; 
Thow art thy felfechoughnot » Afeamragar, 
What's Aaawagur ? 1 1s nor hand nor toate, 
Nee erme nor face.O be fome other name 
Belonging to 3 Men. 
What ? in a memes thac which we call s Role, 
By any other word would Imell os fweere, 
So Romeo would, were he not Rowers cal'd, 
Retamne chet deare son which he owes, 
Wichour that tithe Reese ,doffe chy name, 
And for thy neme whach ts no pert of thee, 
Teke all my fife. 
Rom. I cake thee ot thy word : 
Cs) me bur Loue,and Ile be new bapete’d, 
Hence fooerh J never will be Remco. 
Juls. Wher ense art thou, cher thus befcreen'd in night 
$e fumbiefi on my counfell ? 
Rem. By aname, 
I know noc how to tell chee who] am: 
My name desre Saint is harefull to my felfe, 
Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee, 
Had | « wriccen,] would ceare the word. 
lols, My cares haue yet nor drunke 2 hundred words 
Of thy congues vetering, yet | hnow the lownd. 
Art thou not Rewmee,and s Afowtagus t 
Rem. Nencher faire Maid, if excher thee diflike. 
Id. How caro'f choe hither, 
Tell me,end wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high, end herd co climbe, 
And the place death, coniidenng whe thou ert, 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 
Row. With Leues light wiags 
Did I ore.perch thefe Walls, 
For Neny limirs cannot hold Love out, 
And what Love can do,thec dares Lowe atrermpt 1 
Therefore chy hinfmen are no flop co ene. 
lal Mthey do fee thee,tbey will marches chee, 
Rew. Alache there lies more peritl in chine eye, 
Then cwency of their Swords Jooke chow bus (weete, 
Aad I am proofe their enmity. 
Ind. Vwould not for che world they few thee here. 
Rom. [have nights closke co hide me from theis eyes 
And but thos love me,let chem finde me here, 
My life were betzer ended by thei hate. 
Then desch proroged of shy Love. 
Jul. By whole direBion found R thoo om this pisce 
Rem. By Loue that firtt did promp opel eg 
He leac me cowntell and | lent him eyes , 
1 em a0 Pylot.yet wert thou as far 
Asthet val. thore-wather with the fertheft Ses, 
1 fhould sdusncure for fuch Merchandife. 
fad. Thouknoweft the maske of night is on ay face, 
Eife would » Maiden blush my cheeke, 
For thas which choe haf me (peake te sighs, 
Feine would I dwell on forme.feine.faine,denie 
Whias I haue fpoke, bux farewell 
Doeft chou Lowe ? I know thow wiks fey I, 
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Aod | will cake thy word, yer ht chose fwess'ft, 
Thos msieft prouc falfe:at Lowen periuries 
They (sy Jeue lought,ch gencle Reweo, 
If chou dof onounce it feithfully : 
Or if chos thinkeft 1am coo quickly woone, 
Ile frovene and be peruerfe,and {ey thee nay, 
So chou wilt wove : Buc elfe nox for che world. 
Io truth falre Afemar agar | aro too fond : 
Aod therefore chow maieft chinke my behaaiou: light, 
Bur craft me Gencleman,!l2 prove more true, 
Then thofe chat heuc coying to be ftrange, 
5 (hould heuc beene more ftrenge,s moll coofeffe, 
But thas thou coer hesrd’fi cre I was ware 
My true Loues psffion, therefore pardon me, 
Aad oot impute this yeelding to light Lou, 
Which the darke oight hath fo difcouered, 
Rew. Lady,by yonder Moone! vow, 
Thac cps wich Glver ali chefe Fruite tree tops. 
led. O (arcate aot by the Moone,th‘inconRant Moone, 
Theat monethly changes in her circled Orbe, 
Leaft that chy Loue prove likewile vansble.. 
Row. Whar thail | (weare by ? 
Jul. Do not {weare at all : 
Onif thou wilt fweare by thy gracious felfe, 
Whichis theGod of my Idolatry, 
And Ile belecue thee. 
Rom. Ifmy hearts desre loue. 
labs. Well donor {vwcare,alchough Tioy in chees 
I have noioy of chis conrad co nighs, 
It 13 too cath,too wnaduif'd can fudden, 
Too like che lightning which doth ceafe to be 
Ere, one can fay, it lightens,Sweete good night: 
This bud of Loue by Summers ripening breath, 
May prouc a beautious Flower when next we meete: 
Goodnight,goodnight,as fweete repoie and reft, 
Come to thy heart,as char within my bref, 
Rem. O wilt chou leave me fo wnfatssfied ? 
Juli, Wha fatisfaGnon can'f thou haue to night? 
Re. Th'exchange of thy Loues faithful vow for mune. 
Jal. 1 gaue chee mine before thou did't tequeft 1 
Aod yet I would se were co giue againe. 
Rew. Would’ chow withdrsawit, 
Fos what parpofe Louse ? 
Jal, But tobe franke and giue it chee ageine, 
And get I with but for che ching | baue, 
My bounty is as boundleffe as the Sea, 
My Leac as deepe,the more ] gue to thee 
The more I have,forboth arc lofinice - 
I beare fome noyfe within deare Love adve : 
Cals witha. 
Anoo good Nurfe fweet Afeantegue be true : 
Stay baz sliecie,! will come speine. 
Rem. O bleffed bleffed night,] am afeard 
Being 10 night, al) chi is but « dreame, 
Too Rattering (weer to be fubfensiall. 
Ind. Theee words deare Reanre, 
And coodnight indeed, 
if chat chy bene of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpofe marriage, fend me werd to morrow, 
By ee tik Ile procore to come to thee, 
Where and whes ime how wilt performe the righe, 
Aud all my Fortunes at thy foote Be ley, 
And follow thee my Lord throug boar the world. 
Waban: Metare. 
J come,anon : bes if chou meanefi noe well, 
Ado befeech these wieher. Madame. 
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Pr ccalethy fe ik 
@ ceafet 20nd leave me to iefe, 
To morrow will I fend, ve : 
Rom, So thrive my toule. 
ta. A thoufend umes goodnigte. Esa. 
Reme. A thoufand umes the worfe co wane thy light, 
Love goes towsrd Loue as {chool-boyes {15 thier books 
BatLouc &5 Lone,towards fchoole with heanie lookes. 


Eua Falert ay aaine. 


fad. Hift Roane bift:O for a Falkners voice, 
To buse this Tafel gentle becke againe, 
Boodege 1s hoarfe,sod may not {peake alowd, 
Esfe would I tease the Caue where Eccho hes, 
Aod makc ber ayric congue more hoarfe then 
With repetition of aah 

Rew. It ts my Couke thes calls vpos apy name, 
How filwer fwcet, found Lowers eghe, 
Like lofteft Moficke co stecading cares. 


fal. a ree 
y 


fat. Whacs clock to morrow 
Shall I (end co chee? 

og By the houre of nine. 

al. I well not file, ‘cise yemres lB 

Shave forgor why [ did callie: beeke ists 

Rem. Lec me land here till thou remember it. 
; Fal. H thalll forget,co have chee Aull Rand there, 

emembring how I Loue thy ¢ ‘ 

Rem And He Aull fey.to have chee Aid forget, 
Forgetting any other bome bet this. 
al, ‘Tis almoft morning,! would hsue thee gone, 
And yerno further theas wantoos Berd, 
That fec's it hop 5 hitele from hes hand, 
Like e poore prifoner an his twifted Gyues, 
And with a filken thred plucks « bache sgame, 
Se louing lealous of bis liberey. 

Rem. | wavid | were thy Bird. 
y bal. Pai fo would ?, 

ec | d kui chee with much cherithiog: 

Good night,good night. 

Rom. Parting 1s uch fweete forrow, 
That I thall fay goodaight,«i!l it be morrow. 

fal, Skecpe dwell vpoachine eyes, peace in thy bre®. 

Rem. Would! were fleepe and peace fo fweet tore, 
The gray ey'd moroc {miles on the frowning aigbe. 
Checkring the Esflerne Clouds with frreakes ofligne, 
And daskneffe ficchet'd like e drankard reeles, 
From forth dayes pathway,moade by Tetans vebeeies. 
Hence will Ito wy ghoflly Fries clofe Celt, 
Hisbelpe to csaue,and my deare hap co cell. 


Ester Frur atone wah 2 basket. 


ri. The ey’d morne {miles en che frowning aight, 
Checkrin ope Bahere Cloudcs with freaks of ighs « 


And Al darkneffe kc a drunkard recies, 
From forch daies Tizexs boraing wheeles : 
Now creche Sen edaance his burnng eye, 

The day to cheere,ead oigtts daske dew odvy, 

I molt vpfill this O6er ¢ of ours, 

With balefall weedes,end precious Iviced Bowers, 
The earth chars Nacures mother, is her Tombe, 


Whac ts her burying grave chet is her wombe . 
Aod fom “bapldon | children of divers bead 


Eas. 































Dany for verewes excotlens : 

Neos bet fer fase end yes all differen. 

Omic Ucis the powerfull grace that Res 

Se ee 
Fornsughe fo vile,that onthe carth 

Bec coche casth fome fpecial! good doch gies. 


berth, @umbliing on 
Veesess us (tte vorece vice Dring maceynee> 
Aad vice fometime by eGtion degaified. 
Eater Romes. 
Withie che infant cin'd of this weake hlewer, 
Pay loa hath refidence,and medicine power: 
For ches being frne!c wich thet parc cheares each pert, 
Being cofted all fences with se huai 
Two fach oppofed Kengs encampe | 
trac acca Heat grad lew 
And ahere the worfer is predominant, 
Bell foone che Conker death cates vp chat Plage. 
Zom, Good morrow Faher. 
Fri. artic ; 
‘Wha carty congue (o (weer (abuceth me 
Young Sonne rgues 8 diftempered heed, 
“les Sabet eles aearepwuincea > Aer ‘ 
Case keepes his wach ia eucry old mane cys, 
And where Care lodges Sleepe will newer lye 1 
But where vabrufed youth with vafieh braine 
Doth couch his hens, there, golden ficepe doch reigne; 
Therefore thy casknefle me afore, 
Thee art vpreuc’d with foe diflempretere, 
Os if nor fo,chen here I hit ic reghe, . 
Ov: Re are hath not beene in bed conight. 
Rom Thar iaflis trve,che fweerer ref wee mine. 
Fre. God pardon fin: waft thou wich Rofahes ? 
Rem. With Refalme,ray gheftly Father? No, 
Theve forgot chat name snd chet nemes woe. 
Fri. Thor my good Son, ber wher bef chou bie 
Row Me teil chec ere chow aske ic me agen. 
Thewe ox em f with mine enemle, 
Where on a fuddes one hath wounded me, 
I erauich inane 
Wichia chy he ificke lies: 
Teentnc taeabiete rp ria 























As mine on o hers is fet on mine; 
Andel combin'd fave what thow mufi combine 
Dy holy mastiage : when and where,snd how, 
We met, we wooed 20d made exchange of sew : 
[le vell chee as we psffe, bus this I pray, 
That thoe confent to marrie vs to day. 

Pro. Holy S. Frances,whet a change is heere? 
Is Refaliae that chow didft Lowe fo deore 
So foone forfaken ? young mene Love chen lies 
Nec tructy in cheis hearts,bur in theis eyes. 
lefa Alaris, whet a dese of brine 
Hath wath chy fellow cheches for Rofoliar ? 
How much fale waeer threwne svesy in walt, 
To feafon Loue thas of a dothnorraft. — 
The Sun nat yer thy fighes, from hesves cieares, 
gta ia my euncient cares ; 
Le here vpoathy ¢ Reine doch fe, 
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¢ facking on her astursil bofeme fad : en old ceare chat is not wall off yer. 


Ifere chow walk thy felfe, und thele woes thie, 
Then sad chefe woes, were all (or Refa/ioe. 
And ert thew chang ‘d?pronoence this fensence chen, 
Women may fall, when there's no ftrength in men, 
Fre. dori oc loving pepill cune. 
Fri, Not ino grave, 
Tolsy one in, enother out to have. 

Rom, | pray thee chide me aer her I Love cow 
Doth grece for grece sod Louc fos Louc sllow 1 
The echer did nos fo. 

Fri, O the knew well, 
Thy Loue did read by rore,chae cauld noc fpell : 
But come ee ee goe wihme, 
ln one refpeQ, Me chy affiftan: be ; 
For this alliance may fo happy proue, 
Totusne your hovfhould rancor to pure Love. 

Rem. Ole: vs hence,} Nand on fudden halt. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they fumble chat rua faft 

Excust 


Boter Benwelre and Mercutie, 

Mls. Where the deu le thould this Roesre be ? come he 
aot home to night ¢ 

Ben. Norco his Fathers} fpoke with his mon, 

Ader, Whry choc (ome pale hard-hanted wench, chat Re 
fatics vormenis hun fo,thac he wil' (use cwn aes. 

Bea. Tibals,the kin{raan to old Capeiet rach (9.0 Lev. 
ter to hes Fathers houfe. 

fer. A challenge on my life. 

Bea. Romeo will anfwere se. 

After. Any man chat con write,may anfwere a Lerte:, 

Bee. Nay, he will anfwere che Lewers Maiftit how be 
dases being dared. 

Ber Alas poore Reawes, he is alresdy dead fab'd with 
a white wenches blacke eye, renncihrough the eare wah 
e Lowe fong, thevery pinne of his hearc, etefe w'sh. che 
blind Bowe-boyes bec: thaft,ond is be 8 men so encocacer 
Tybats ? 

pul Why wha: ts Tibels ? 

Bfer, More then Prince of Cars, Oh hee's the Coorsg)- 
ous Capssine of lerments : bv Agdts a2 you 
prickfong, beeps cime, diftance.and pre portion, herefis 
his minen, one, two,end the third in goa bofom the ve- 
cy botcher of s Gtk burron a Daslift,a Dualift:3 Geneleman 
of the very fish houfe of the ict snd fecend caules ab the 
immoral PaTado the Punta reverfo,tho Hay. 

Rew. The what? 

Ader, The Pox of fuch an:ique lifping ehv 4ing phan- 
eacies,thefe new suners of accent : Jefue ir good blade, 
avery tall man,every good whose. Why is aot this s le- 
menteble thing Grandh.e.char we fhould be thus afflided 
with thefe ftrange flics :thafe fathion Lata dined par. 
doa mee’s, who fand fo auch on the new forre, that they 
cannot Gc a eafeon the eld bench. O cheis bones, chess 
bones. 


Eater Romeo. 
Bea. Here comes Reaeo here corses Romes. 

Mor. Without his Roe, likes éryed Hering. fieth, 
Acth, how art choo fifhified ? Nov: ts he for the newbers 
ther Petrarch Bowed in: Lew tohis Lady, wees kiechen 
weach,mertie the had a bercer Lose to berime her 1 Dide 
3 Cowdie, Cheyetra oGiplie, Hele end Ber, hildinlgs 
and Heslots: Torsbve 3 pray cie or lo, but net to che ¢, 
Signor Remre, Bea ee hee — falnation toy your 

ach 


Meaning co corfie. 

ie Thou hat moft kindly hit ic. 

Rom. Amoft cecteous expofxios. 

Meo, Nay.1am the very pinck of curtefie. 

Rem. Pinke for flower. 

Afar. Right 

Rem. Why then is my Pamp well flowr'd. 

Ader. Sore wit, follow me this iesft, now till chow heft 
worne out thy Pump, chaz when the fingle fole of 1 is 
worne, the ies may remsine after the wearing, fole- 

ler. 


le fol'dieah, 
the fingleneffe. 
. betweene vs good Bensvlio,wwy wits faints, 

Rew Switssad (puss, 

wits and (pars ,or Ile crie a match. 

Ader, Nay, if our wits ren the Wild-Goofe chafe, am 

anc : For thou bef more of the Wild-Goofe ia one of 
thy wits, then | am fore I baueio my whole five. Was I 
with you there for the Goole ¢ 


Rew. Thos waft never with mee for any ching, when 
pou walt noe there for the Goole. 
Mea, Lenil bite thee by the care for chat left. 


,_ Rom. Nay,good Goole bite sar 

(Mer, wit is a very Betcer i 
[cis s wl Gere se : 

Rem, Aod is it noe well feru’d into a Sweet-Goole? 

Deter. Oh here's 2 wie of Cheucreil, chat firetches from 

a yachaasrrow,to sn ell broad. 

Reus. | ficerch st out for thar word broad, which sdded 
ro the Goofe,proues thee farre and wide,abroad Goofe. 

Alor, Why isnot this better now, then groaing for 

are chow fociable, now art chou Remco: now srt 

thou what chow ert by Arc as well as by Nacure, for this 
driveling Loue is likes great Natural, chat suns lolling 
wp end downe to hid his bable tn 8 hole. 

Ben. Stop there, flop there. 

Ma. Thos dei’ me to inmy tale egainft the 

Ben, Thos would'ft el(e have made thy tale lar ge.(haire. 
* Mer, Othou ort dece’d, I would have made it fhort, 
or I was cometoche whole depth of my tale, sad mean 
indeed ro occupie the argument no longer. 


Ester Nuv fe and ber man. 
Rem. Here's goodly geare. 
A fayle,s fayle. 
(Near. Twro,twosa Shirt and s Smocke. 
New. Peter? 
Peter. Anon. 
Nur, My Fan Peter? 
Mer, Good Peter vo hide her face ? 


Mier God ye gooden faire Geatlewornm. 

Ne. 1sit gooden¢ 

Bier. Tisnoleffe Irell you: for the bawdy hend of the. 
Dyall isnow epon the pricke ef Noone. 


Ader. Yeris the wort well, 
Very well tooke : faith, wifely, wifely, 
Nar. If you be be Giz, 
J defire fome confidence wich you? 
Ben. She will endite bim to fome Supper. 
Mer. A beud,s bead,e bead. Sobe. 
- Rom, What befi thow found? 
Nar’ No Hore Gr, volefie s Here fir ina Lenten pie, 
re opr ea ligalerpden ete n befpenr. 
a old Hare hosre, aa old Hare honcis 
mest in Lene. a 
But s Hare chet is hoere is too much fors fcore, when it 
hoares ere it be fpene, 
reed ce eee eee to your Fathers? Weele to dinner 
ither. 
Row. I will follow you, 
Mer, Fasewell sonciens Lady : 
Farewell Lady, Lady,Lady. 
Exn. Alercatic, Beanie . 
Nar. I pray youfir, what fawcie Merchane was thie 
chet was fo fell of hus roperie ¢ 
Rew. A Geulemen Narfe, ths. louesto heare himfcife 
calke,and will (peake apose in squinute, then he will ftand 


to ina Moneth. 

Nev. Adda (peake any thing again me, Heteke he 
downe ,& a were lufter then he 18,and cwentie fach Jacks: 
ond if I cannot, Ile finde thofethac thall : (coruie kasve, I 
am none of his Hurt-gils, J em acne of his sksioes mates, 
aad thou muff ftand by too and fffer eucry kaaue 10 vie 
me at his pleafure. 

Pet. I fewno men vfe you at his pleafore : if had, 
weapon fhould quickly have beene our, | warrant yoa, 
dare draw affoane ss another men, if I fee occafion ina 
good querrell,sad che law on my fide. 

Nar .Now afore God, I 9m fo vext, thst every part sbowt 
me quivers, skuruy knsce: pray you fic » word : and as! 
teld you, my young bid me enquire you oot, what 
the bid me fay, I willkeepe to my felfe : bux firft letme 
tell ye, if ye fhould leade her ina tooles parsdife, as they 
fay,it wereevery groffe kind of behagrour, a8 they fey: 
for the Gentlewoman is yong : & therefore, if you fhoald 
deale double with ber, truely it were an ill ching to be of. 
fered to sny Gentlewomen, sad very weake geing: 

Ne. "Nerfe comenend me ve thy Lady and Mifireffe,y 
proceft vnto thee. 

New. Geet ee ee ber as much ; 
Lord the will bea woman. 

ay wie eee Narfe ?chou docft not 
marke me ¢ 

Ner. Useill ett es eos 7m do protef, which asl 
take it,is s Geacieman-like offer. ( sfternoone, 

Rom. Bid her deuile foe mesnes to come to thrift this 
And there the (hall ot Frier Lawreuce Cell 
Bethriu'd end merried: here is for thy paines. 

+ Nw. Nortuly fir 008 8 e 

Ran. Goioo,} fay you 








The Tragedie of 


Nar. This afrernoonc Cra avert be there. a 
. And Asy choo goed Nurfe behind the Abb 
Wanken akon or ase thall be with thee, ” 
And bring chee Cords made like a rackied faire, 
Which co the high cop galisar of my toy, 
Muft be my convoy in che fecret night. 
Farewell,be ceufhe and Ile quite thy pames : 
Fasewell commend me co chy Miftreffe. 
Ne. Now God in heauen biefle thee:harke you hr, 
Rem, What {aift chou my deare Nurfe? 
Nefe. ks your men fecret, did you nere heare fey two 
may keepe coenfell pucring one away. 

Re. Warram Pt ai sia setrec as fede. 

Nor. Well Gry Mifireffe 1s ¢ he fweeteft Lady Lord, 
Lord, when ‘cwas a liuvie prauing thing. O there 13 8 No- 
ble msn w Towne one Paris that would faine tay kmfe a- 
board : but fhe good foulc had a leewe 5 fee Toade,a very 
Tosde as fee him: | anges her fomecimes,and cell ber thac 
Pare is che propere: man, but He warran: you, when I fay 
fo, thee lookes 8s pale 98 sny clout in che veriall world. 
Dothnor Rofemanie ond Reawre begin bech with s leccer ¢ 

Rom. 1 Nurfe whac of that? Boch with an & 

Now. Amocter thar'sthe dogsname &. 1s fos theno, 
I knew it begins with fome other lecier, and fhe hath che 

fencentiousof a, of you snd Rofemary, shat it 

would do you good to heare i. 

Rom. me to thy Lady. 

New. \ athooland umes. Peser? 

Pet. Anon. 

Ner. Sefore sod spsce, Exa Nerfe and Pac. 

Emer luhet. 

Id. The clocke Rtrook nine, when I did fend the Nurfe, 
la halte an houre the promufed co returne, 
Perchance the cannot meete him :that’s not fo : 
Oh thers leme, Loves Hereuld thould be choughrs, 
Which ten times faflec chides chen che Sunnes be emes, 
bet backe fhadowes over lowring bils. 
Therefore do nunbie Pinion’d Doves draw Lous, 
And therefore bath che wind-feift Cuped wings : 
Now 18 the Sun vpon the highmoft hill 
Of chis daies iourney,end from asne tll twelue, 

I cheree long howres,yer the is nos come. 
Had the affeQiions and warme youthful! blood, 
She would be as frit in motion ass ball, 
My words would bandy her to my (weese Love, 
And his to me,bur old folkes, 
Many faine aschey were dead, 
Vawneldie,ow,hessy end pale a lead. 
Emer Nevfe. 

OGod the comes,O Nurfe what newes? 
Heft chou met with himn?fend thy man away, 

Now. Porer flay at the gate. 

Jel, Now good fweer Nurfe : 
O Lord, why !ookeft cheu fed ? 
Though newes be fad yer tell chem merrily. 
If good thou tham ft the mufiche of feet newes, 
By playing it to me,with fo fower a face, 

Nov. Lam 2 weary, give me leaue awhile, 

Fre bow mny bones ake, whet a iaunc haue J had ¢ 

fad. 1 would thow had’ft my bones,and I thy newes: 
Nay come ine thee fpeake.good good Nurfe fpeake. 

Nev. Selo what hoft?cen younes flay e while ? 

Do you noc fee ther | am out of breath ? 

Jef How art thou eut of breath, when thou haft breth 
To fay to me,ches how ert out of breath ? 
The excufe that thou deft make in this delay, 














omeoand Juket. 


Is longer then che tale chou doft eacufe. 

Is thy newes of badanfwere co char, 
Say evcher end Ite a the circuftance . 

Les ene be farisfied,ift good or bed? 

New. Weil, you have made a fimple choice, you know 
noc hew to chofe aman . Romwre,no not he though his face 
be betcer chen any mans, yer his legs excels all mens, end 
for a hand,and » foace.and a body, choogh they be nario 
be calkt on.yee they are poll compare: he 1s noc the ower 
of cureefte,but He werrant hin es genrle a Lambe gothy 
wares wench,ferue God, W hac hae you din’d a1 home? 

fel. Nono but all chis thre did | baow before 
What fares he of our marriage? what of ther > 

Nar Lord how my head skhes,what 3 head haue} ¢ 
It beaces as it would fall in twenty peeces. 
My backe atother fide omy bache,my bache : 
Bethrew your heert fo: fending me about 
Tocatch my deach with taunting vp end downe. 

Jal. Ifarch-) on forne char thar thou art (o well. 
Sweet (weer [weet Nurfe,cell me what fares my Lous? 
Near, Y¥ owe Love (aies he an hone!t Gentleman, 

And e courteous,and a kind,and s handlome, 
And | warrant s veriuout:where is yous Mother ? 

fal. Where 1s my Mother > 
Why the 13 within, where fhould fhe be ? 

How odly thou rep ft: 
Your Loue faies ke an honeft Gencleman : 
Where ts your Mother? 
Nar. O Gods Lady deste, 
Ace you fo hoc?inerrse come vp Itrow, 
Is this che Pouttis for my ashing bones ? 
Henceforwerd do your meflages yous felfe, 
tal. Heere’s (ech cosle,come what (ares Roane? 
Nav, Have you got leave to goto thiiftto dey? 
fal, } have 
Nar, Then high you hence to Friez Lavrrace Celi, 
There Aaies s Husband to make yous wife ; 
Now comesche wancon bloed vp in your cheekes, 
Thei'le be in Scarlet Araighe ac eny newes : 
Hye you co Church, ! mutt an other way, 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your Leue 
Mu€ climde a birds neft Soone when 1 is darke : 
1 antche drudge,and toile in your delighe : 
Bur you phall beare che burtben foone ot mght, 
Go Ile co dinner hie youro the Cell. 
Ji. Hie co high Forcune,honeft Nusfe farewell, Zrewar. 


Enter Froce and Romeo. 

Pri. So fmile the heavem vponihus holy 9& 
That after houres, with focrow chide vs not. 

Rem. Amen,smen,but come what forrow can, 
it cannot councerusile thecachinge of ioy 
That one (hon minute gives me inher fights 
Do chow but clofe our hands with holy words, 
Then Loue-devouring death do what Ke dae, 
Itisinough.| may buc call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights haue violens eades, 
And in ther crruemph:die like fire snd powder; 
Which aschey vith confume. The fwecieft honey 
Is loathfome in bis owne delicinaineffe, 

And in the cafte confoundes the eppetite. 
Therefore Love moderscely,long Louc doch f, 
Too fwsfe arrives as tardie 28 too flaw. 
Emer laleet. 
Here comesche Lady. Oh (o ligt afooe 
Will nere wease ouc ihe euerlafiing Aline, 
ff 3 


63 




























































64 be Tragedie of Romeoand Fuket. 
A Louer may beftride the Goflamours, 


That ydles tn the wanton Summer ayre, 
And yet nos fall,(o light is vanitie, 
fal, Good euen to my gboftly Confeffar. 
Frs. Romee (hall chanke chee Daugheer for vs beth. 
iat. Ascuchto him,elfe in his chanks toe much, 
Fri, Ab Ladiet,if che meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine,and chat chy skill be more 
Toblaion it then (weecen with thy breath 
This neighbour ayse.and let rich mufickes 
Vafold he imagia'd happineffe thac both 
Receiue in either by this deere encounter. 
Jal, Concent more rich in macser then in words, 
Brags of tus fubRance,not of Omament : 
They are bar beggers that can count their worth, 
But my crue Lowe is growne tw fuch fuch exceffe, 
I cannot fem vp fome of halfe ny wealth. 


Fri.Come,come with me,& we will meke thest worke, 


For by your eaves you thall aot Ray alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate two in ene. 
: Ester Mercatic,Bernolie and men. 
Bea. I pray thee good Afercacse lets retire, 
The day 1s hot,che Capaders abroad : 


And sf we meet, we thal not (cape « brawile,for now thefe 


hoc dayes,is the mad blood Airrin 


Ader, Theo art like one of thefe Tlleweacrhan when he 


encers the confines of » Taverne,claps me his Sword v 


the Table,and fayes,God fend me no aeed of thee: and by 
the operation of the fecond cup,drawes him on cheDraw. 


er, when indeed there 1s no need. 
Bee. Am I like fucha Fellow ? 


Mer. Come,come,thou art as hot 8 Tecke in thy mood, 
as any io (rade : and affoone moucd co be moodie, and af- 


foone moodie to be mou'd. 
Bes. Ard whattoo? 


Mer. Nay, and there weretwo fuch, we fhould haue 
fone fhortly for one would kill che ocher:thou, why thou 
wile quarrell with aman that hath a hsice more, or a hasre 


leffe in bis beard,chen thou hafl:chou wile quarrell with 
man (or cracking Nuts, hauing no other reafon, bur be. 
esufe thou haft E fal eyes: what cye, but fuch an eye, 
would [pie ox fuch 0 svi ? chy head is as full of quar. 
tels,as aa eggeisfullof mest, and get thy head hath bin 
beaten as addle as an egge for quarreling:thou haft quar- 
rel’d with e man for coffing inthe freet, becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog chat hath laine afleepe tn the Sun. Did‘ 
thow not fall out wich. a Tailor for wearing bis new Doub. 
let betore Eater? with another,for tying his new thooes 
wrth old Riband,and yet thou wilt Tutor me from quar- 
telling? 

Bea, And \ were fo apt to quarell as chou art,eny man 
thould buy the Fee-fumple of my life, for an houre and a 

uarter, 
Mer. The Fee-fimple #0 fimple. 
Emer Tybalt ,Petrnchsc,and abers. 

Bin. By my head here comes the Capuiets. 

Mer. By my heele [ care not. 

Ty. Follow me clofe,for ] will fpeake tochem, 
Geniiemen,Good den,a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of va?couple it with 
fomeching, make it 8 werd and 2 blow. 

T:b. You thall find me spt inough to that fir, and you 
will grue me oecafion. 

CAfercn. Could you not take fome occafion without 

suing > 

. Tub. cherencsa thou confort A with Resee, 






Mor. Confort?what dof thou make vs Minfirels & 
thow make Minfisels of vs,looke to beste nothin g bur dif. 
cords cheere’s my fiddleftickhe,heese’s that thall make yo 

« Come confose. 
Bou, We eslke here in the publike baunt of men 
Either withdraw vato fome priuate place, 
Or reafon coldly of your grecuances : 
Or elfe depart, here all cies gaze on vs, 
Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and Jet them gaze. 
I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 


Th. Well be 
; with you fir,here comes my man 
Stor. Bin ie be hang’d fe ifbe weare your lace 2 
Masry go before co be your follower, 
Yous worthip ia that feofe may 
7th. Roasee,the lous I beare thee,can sfoord 
No better terme then his: Thou art a Villsine. 
Rom. Tebake che reafon that I baue to loue thee, 


Doth much eacufe the baseesers. ; 
To fecha preeting: V) cians Umea 
Therefore farewell, fee thou koow'A me Dot, 

7b. Boy, this hall not excule the iniuries 
That thou haft done me ,therefore terne and draw. 

Rem. 1 do preseft I neuer iniur'd thee, 

But lou'd thee better then thow can't devife: 
Tul chou thalt know the reafon of wy lous, 
Aad {0 good Capaler, which name I :cades 
As dearely as my owne,be farisfied, 

Mer. Ocslme,difhonourable, vile fubmithon : 
Aba Stocathe carries it away. 

Tybalt, you Ror. catcher will you watke? 

T1b. What woulds chou have with me? 

Mer. Good King of Cars nothing bet one of your nine 
lives chet I meane co make bold withall, and as you thall 
vfe me hereafter dry beste the reft of the eight. Will you 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by the esres ? Make 
haft,lesft mine be sbour your cares ere it be out. 

Tb, 1 am for you. 

Rem. Genile Mercarie,put t ct wp. 

Mer. Come fit,your aaa 

Rens. Drow Benuolw,bear downe their wespons : 
Gentlemen for thame forbeare this ourrsge, 

Tibale Mercure whe Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verena fceces. 
Hold Tybalt ,good Mercatse, 
Exw Yybeh. 
der. Lam burt, ' , 
A plague a both the Hoafes,! am f; 
Is foeoee and hath nething ? = 

Ben, What are thos burt ? 

Mer, 11,0 Scratch, Scratch, marry tis lneugh, 
Where is my Page?go Villaine feech 0 Surgeon. 

Rem. Coatage man,the hast cannot be much. 

Mer, No :tis nat fo deepe as 2 well, aor fo wide es 3 
Church doore,but ‘ts inowgh, ‘twill ferwe : ashe for me to 

morrow.and you find ee e gra@e men.! am pepper'd 
1 warrant,for this world : a plague # both your houfes. 
What, aDog, «Rac, 1 Moufe,e Cat to fcratch 3 man to 
death : s Braggart,e Rogue,s Villaine, that fights by the 
booke of Anithmenicke, why the deule came you be- 
tweene vs? | was hurt vndes your arme. 

Rom. Ichought all for the bef. 

Me, Helpe me inco fome houfe Beamedss, 
Or I halt fainc:a plague a both your houles. bs 
They haue made wormes meas of me, 


Ihave k,snd ve your Hoales. 
Rew. ThisG 


That Gallanc (puic hach afpir’d the Cloudes, 
Which too eneimely bere did {corne the earth. 
Rew, This daies blecke Fate,on mo daies doth depend, 
This bac begins,zhe wo ochers molt ead. 
Enter Tybalt. 
Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybak becke egeiae. 
Res. He gon in triumph,end Adercasie (laine? 
Away co hemen refpetive Lenitic, 
And re end Fury,be my condud now. 
Now Zybats take the Villsine becke agsine 
That lace thou gou'ft me.for Aderrutio: foule 
Isbus alittle way sboue our heads, 
ing for thine to him companie : 
thou or I,e¢ boch,rnuft goe wich bien. 
Tb. Thou wreeched Boy that didft confort hies here, 
Shalt with him heace. 
Row. This ball determine thet. 
Thay fighe. Tybch fobs. 
Ben. Ronee ewsy be 3 
The Citizens are Tybak fiaine, 
Scand act amaz d,the Prince will Doome thee death 
If chow art caken:hence,be rawey. 
Rem, O 1 lem Fortunes 
Bes. Why dof thou Ray? 


Enter Citizens. 
Cai. Which way tan he that kild CWarcasto? 
Tihek chat Mortherer which way ran he? 
Bou. There lies chat Tybek, 
Cai, Vp fs go with me: 
Icharge chee in che sbbgor erage es 
Laser Preece pid Montague ,Capelet 
ene: and a 
Fria. Where ere the vile of this Fray ¢ 
Bes. O Noble Prince, 1 can difcouer all 
The vnluckte Menasge of chis forall brall: 
There lies the man flame by young Resves, 
That flew chy kiofrnsa brane Adereutio. 
Ca. 01 Tybale ny Cozm ?O any Brothers Child, 
O Prince,O Cozin,Husbaad,O the blood is {pild 
Of my deare kinfenan.Priace as thos art crue, 
For bloed of oars, thed blowd of Afeuntague. 
O Cozin,Cosm, ; 
Pree. Bensele,who began this Fray ? 
Ben, Tybali bere fisine, whom Rewseo’ shand did flay, 
Remco that (poke bum faire,bid him bethinke 
How nice the Quarrel was,and vrg'd withsll 
Your high difpleafore:all this vecered, 
With gencle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bow'd 
Could not take truce with che vntuly fpleene 
Of Tybales Jeafe co peace bur chac he Tikes 
With Peiceing fteele ac bold Adercarse’s breaft, 
Who all as hor, turne s deadly point co poiar, 
And with es Mactall Sara wi ens bend bestes 
Cold death afide,and with che ocher fende 
It back co Tybalt whole dexventy 


Ext Remee. 


6s 
Retorts be: cthes aloud 
Hold Priends Friends pert snd (wifter then his tongue, 
His aged erme, beats downe their faecal poinss, 


This is the cruch,os let Senmalse die. 

Ca. Wi. Heiss kinknance the P 
Affedtion pap ie falfe,be fj Not true : 
Some them fought in chis blacke Arife, 
And aNthot pales a buc kill one Infe. 

I beg foe luftice, which chou Prince nwt gives 
Roawe (lew Tybalt Remes roakt nor luc. 

Prin. Ramee (lew hinhe flew Mercurie, 
Who oow the price ef his deare blood doth owe, 

Cap. Not Remes Prince he was Afercetio: Friend, 
His faule concludes, bax what the law fhould end, 
The life of Tybale. 

Pre. And for that offence, 

Hieaipgsl A we docexile hm hence: 

aue an incerefi in your hesrts proceeding: 
My bloud for your rade brawles doth lie ab 
Bat [le Amerce you with fo flrong a fine, 
That you fhafi all repent the loffe of mine. 

Le hbase sooner 1, bby 

teares nor purchsfe ow sbefes. 
Therefore ste none lit Reais hence inal 
Elfe when he is found chat boure is his left. 
Beare bence chis body, sad attend ous will : 
Mercy not Merders,perdoning tbofe ches kill. 


Exon. 
eimai 
you ed feedes, 
bod : fach a Wagoner 


fal G 
Towards P 
As Phartea would whip you to the weft, 

Aad bring a Cleudie night immediseely. 

Spred thy clofe Curcaine Love-performing night, 
That ron-ewayes eyes moy wincke,and Reese 
Leape to chefe acmes,vnesike of and vafeene, 
Louers can fee to doe their Amorous eee 
And by their owne Besaties:or if Love be bind, 
It bef agrees with nightscome ciaill nighe, 

Thou fober faced Macron all in blecke, 

And leacne me how to loofe a winning match, 
Plaid for a pawe of Aeinlefle Maidenhoods, 

Hoed ay vaman'd blood beyting in my Checkes, 
Wich thy Blacke mancle,till Arange Loue grow bold, 
Thinke crue Loue aed fimple modeftiec ; 

Come night.come Romes,come (bou day in oight, 
For thou wilt hie vpon the wings of aight 

Whiter then new Snow vpon a Ravens beckc: 
Come gencle night,come oneh, erence arghe. 
Giue me ary Remeece,and when I thall die, 

Take him sad cut bum oat in fictle Rarres, : 
And he will make the Face of hesuen fo fine, 

Thac all the world will be in Lowe with nighs, 
And psy no worthip co che Garth Sen. 

O Ihave boughs che Manfion of s Loue, 

Butnort poffet it,end chough } om fold, 

Not yet emroy'd,fo tedious is this day, 

Asis che night before fome Feftiuell, 


(f Te 








Bat Rewese, vane, fpeakes hea eloquvenc 
Now Nurfe, whse ac wes? what beft chou there ? 
The Cords that Remes bid thee ferch 2 
Nev, L1,the Cords. 
fab. Ay me, whee newes ? 
Why dof thea wring thy hands. 
Nev, A welady,hee's dead,hee's desd, 
We ere rndone we sre yndone. 
Alacke che day,hce’s gone,hes's kil'd.he's dead. 
Sal. Can heaven be {0 enuious ? 
Nev. Reawocan, 
Though heasen cantiot.ORsawe, Remon, 
Who ewer would haus chought st Reaves. 
Sedi, Whee diaell art thou, 
Thes doft tormens me chas s 
Thos toresre Should be roar’d in difmall hell, 
Hath Rewes flaine hirnfelfe 2 fay chou but 1, 
Aad chat bese vowell J thall poyfon more 
Then che desth-derting eye of Cockatsice, 
1 am nor J, if chere be fuch an J. 
Or tbofe eyes thotsbat makes chee anfwere I: 
Ife be Maine fey I,0r if nos .no. 
Briefe founds determine of my weale or wo, 
Nar. (law the wound, | [ew st with mine eyes, 
God feue the marke, here on his manly bereft, 
A putteous Coarle,s bloody piceous Coarfe: 
Pale.pale as afhes,all bedawb'd mn blood, 
Alia gore blood,] foended a¢ the fight. 
Jal Obrseshe my heart, 
Poore Banckrout breake at once, 
To prifon eyes,nere looke on liberrse. 
Vile earth 10 carth refigne.end motion here, 
And thou snd Romee prefle on heaure beere 
Nur, O Tybak ,Tybels she belt Friend had: 
O curteous 7 pbals hone Gearieman, 
Thac ever | thould liue ca fee chee dead. 
dul What Qormes this that blowes fo concrarie? 
la Resece Vaughtred ? and is Tybalt dead? 
My deareft Cozen,and my dearer Lord: 
Then dreadfull Tranmpet (ound che general] doome, 
For who » living, if thofe two aregone ; 
Nav. Tybelt is goneand Remes benifhed, 
Remee chat kil'd him, he is bamfhed. 
Jui. OGod' 
Did Rem'es hand fhed Tybals: blood 
Je did.at did alas the day 1c did, 
Ner. O Serpent heart,hid with « flowring face. 
Jal, Did ever Dragon keepe fo faire a Cave? 
Beaswshall Tyrenchend Angelicall 
Ravenous Doue-feather'd Raven, 
Wolvith.ravening Lambe, 
Difpifed fubftance of Divine thow . 
luft oppebce ro what chou wuftly (eem’A, 
A dunae Sunt,sn Honourable Villane - 
O Nature! what hed’ thou co doe w hell, 
When thea did Rt bower che (pirit of a hend 
In moral] paradife of fach fweet Aeth? 
Was ever booke cooraining fuch vile maccer 
So farely Cound > O that deoen fhould dwell 
In foch 2 gorgeous Palace. 
New. Therv’s no cruft.no faith no honeftic in men, 
All petive’d,alt fosfworne all naaghs oll diflemblers, 












































The Tragedie of F 





omeo and Juliet. 


p where's my man ? gice me forme Aque-vite ? 

licks gsieten;hele siacs:thate forrowss wake cas Gd: 
fot. Blifter'd be chy 

es teciiscith be one wcceaene fo hae: 

Veen his brow fhome is afham’d to fx ; 

Por ’tis s throene where Honour mey be Crown'd 

Sole Monarch of the vniverfall carth: 

Owhecs beaft was I to chide him ¢ 





Jed. Shall] (peake ill of him thet is my hesbend? 
Ah poore my Lord, what ton we fhall {mooth thy name, 
When | chy chree houres wife haue mangled it. 

But wherefore Villaine did'R thou bill my Cozin? 
That Villaine Cozin would heue kil'd my husband : 
Bscke foelith ceares,backe to your natine (pring, 
Your ceibucarie drops belong co woe, 
Which you miftaking offer vp to joy : 
My husband lioes chet Tahar would have fleine, 
And Tibals dead that weuld heue (laine my husbend : 
All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I thea? 
Some words there was worfer then 7 ybaits deach 
That murdered me,! would forges i feine, 
But oh, it preffes tomy memory, 
Like damned guilty deedes to fianers minds, 
Tybalt 1s dead cd eons benuthed : 
That banifhed,chat one werd ban thed, 
Hath flaine cen choofend Tebelts: Tebalss death 
‘Was woe inough if it had ended there: 
Or if fower woe delights in fellowhhip, 
And needly will be ranke with other gnefes, 
Why followed not when the feid Tebales dend, 
Thy Facher or chy Mother nay of both, 
Which moderne lamencation mighs have meu'd. 
But which 9 rere-ward following Tybales death 
Romeo is banifhed to {peake chat word, 
1s Fecher Mother, 7pbals ,Reweo Salert , 
All flaine,all dead. Resse is baaithed, 
There 13 no end,no limit meafure,bound, : 
In chat words death,no veords cen that woe found, 
Whereis my Father and my Mother Nurfe ¢ 

Nar. Weeping and wailing oves Tybales Coatfe, 
Will you goto chem 21 will briag you thiber. 

fu.Wath they his wounds wath tesrs:mne thal be {pene 

When theirs are drie for Reswes' s baoifhmen. 
Take vp thofe Cordes poore ropes you are beguil'd, 
Both you and J for Roweo is exild: 
He made you for ahigh-way to ary bed, 
Bat J s Maid, die Maiden widowed 
Come Cord,come Nurfe, lle to my wedding bed, 
And death not Remes take my Maiden head. 

Ner. Hie to your Chamber, tle find Remes 
To comfort you,] wor well where he is: 

Harke ye your Resace will be heere at aight, 
De co Dorm, he 1s hid at Lawrence Cell. 


Jul. O had bim,guue this Ring to my trae Knight, 
And bid him come,to take his taft farewell. 
Exit. 
Eater Friar and Romeo. 


. Fri. Remee come forth, 

Come forth theo fearful! man, 

Affir€tron is enamonr’d of chy ports: 

And chou ert wedded cocalamine, 
Rom. Facher what newes ? 






The Trax 


Whit is che Princes Doome / 
What ferrow creses ecquaincance 2g my b and, 








s toy deare Seane with fuch fowre Company 8 
ibe ee eng» of che Princes Deome. 
Row, Whar chen Doomefday , 
gr hrerke =e the from his | 
Freee A e vente ie lips, 
Noe cet. ptioal bedtes bemfhmene. 
Rem. Ho,benhhevent?be merc ifall fay death : 
For exile bach more (grroe 10 ns looke, 
Much mere chen death: do not fay banilbment. 
Pri. Here ftom Verena ori thou banslhed : 
Be patient, for ue world 1s broad and wide. 
Rew. Theres n0 world withous Urvene wales, 
But Pergatone, Torture , hell x felfe : 
Hence benithed,is benif from the world, 
And worlds exiie 19 death. Then banifhed, 
bs death rerftearm’d,calling desth benifhed, 
Thou curt my head off with 2 golden Axe, 
And fanileft vpon the firoke that murders me. 
Fri. O deadty fin, Orede vachenkefuine fle! 
Thy falc our Law calles deach, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy pere,hath rofhs afide the Law, 
And cern'd chat blacke word death, co banifhavent. 
This is desre mercy, and those feeft it oot. 
Rem. ‘Tis Torturesad not mercy heoven is here 
Where /mbser lives,and coery Cat and Dog, 
Aod liccle Moefe,every vnwernhy ching 
Lee bere in Heasen snd may looke on her, 
But 2 emes may nor.More Validitic, 
More Honourable Aare, more Court {nip hues 
fa carrion Flies shen Romes.chey may feaze 
On che white wonder of desre alets hand, 
And fleale imenes tall ble ffing from her hps, 
Whe even in pure and veitsll modeftie 
Scull bluth as chia kine chess owne kiffes fin. 
This may Fires doe, when 1 from this muft fite, 
And (aift thou yer, thac exile isnot death P 
Bu: Rewve may not, hee 1s banithed. 
Had'ft thou no poyfon mizt,no (harpe ground knife, 
Nao fudden meane of desth hough nese fomeaue, 
Buc banifhed to hill me? Banifhed ? . 
O Frser the damoed vfe thar word in bell : 
| sttends t,how heft chev the hart 
Bevag s Dreine a Gebly Confeffor, 
A Sia-Abfolaet and my Friend profef : 
To mangle me with thas word ,benifhed ? 
Fre. Then fond Mad man,heare me (peste. 
Res. Ochau wilt fpeake againe of banifhmens. 
Fri, fle gwe thee Armour co heepe off ther word, 
Aduerfines fweete mike,P ral it, 


To comfort cbee,t chau srt bensfhed. 
Reve. Yes bom 5" Philofophie: 
Vailefle Philofobpie can make 2 /aia, 


Difpiant o Towne,renerie a Princes Doome, 

k helpes not,st preuailesnot calke no more. 
bre. Ochen I fee,chat Mad men base no cares. 
Rem. How fhoeld they, 

When wifesren howe no eyes ? 
Fri, Les me dilpsire with chee of th effere, 
Rem, Thoacan’f nor (peake of that 9 do8 not feele, 
erc chou os young es false my Lowe. 

An houre but married, yhade mardered, 

Doting lke me,and like me bansthed, 





Then anghceft thou fpeske, 
Then enghceft thou cesre thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground a1 1 doe now, 
Taking the meafare of sn vnemade gi ane, 
Emer Nezfe and koockes. 
Friar. Arife one knockes, 
Good Reasre hide chy felfe 
Res Nal, 
Valeffe the breath of Harsfiche groanes 
MsA-Like fold me from the feasch cf eyes 
Koes 











Pri. Harke how they knocke : 
(Whe's chere ) Zemve asife, 
Thou wilt be caken May awhile Rand vp - 


Keecke, 
Rua eo my Rady: by and by Gods will 
Wha fimopleneffe sschis.1 come,! come, 

Keochy 









Who kaocks fo hatd ¢ 
Wheace come you ? what's your will? 
Enser Nav fe. 

Nar. Let me comein, 

Ané you thall koow my errtad : 
Tcome from Lady Jules. 

Fre Welcome then. 

Ne Oholy Fries. Ocell me holy Frier, 
Where sey Ladies Lord? where's Reaseo ¢ 

Fre, There on the ground, 

With his owne ceares mode drunke. 

New Ohbeisewenin my Miftrefle cafe, 
tu fin her cafe.O wofull firmpathy : 
piece predicament ,cuen fo lies fhe, 

lubbring and w weeping end blubbri 
Scond vp and ssi a pi Le 9fosn, ” 
Por Jedrers fake, for bes fake nile and fiend: 
Why fhould you fall inco fo deepe an O. 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nor. Ah fir, ah fit deaths che end of all. 

Rom. Speek'it thoe of /alsrthow 11 it with her? 
Doth not the chunke me en old Murtherer, 

Now ] heuc fisia‘d rhe Childhood ef our ioy, 
With blood removed bat lictle from her owne ? 
Where ts fhe ? and how doth the ? snd whas {eyes 
My coaceal'd Lady vo our concesl‘d Louc ? 

New. Oh the fayes nothing fir, bur weeps ond weep 
And now fals on her bed,and then Roris vp, 

And Tybalt catls,and then on Rese cries, 
And chen downe falls sgaine. 

Re. As if chat asene (hot from che dead level of aGen, 
Did mocdes her,ae thet names curfed hend 
Murdred her kinfman Oh tell me Froer,cell me, 

In what vile part ofthss Anetoane 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me 3 ney facke 
The hacefull Maahee. cure 
Fri, Hold thy defper see baad : 
Artthou aman? thy forme cries owt thou art: 
Thy teases sre womeanith,chy wild es denote 
The vnseafonable Furie of abesh. 
Vaicemely woman,in s feerming mes, 
And ill oot besft in feeamng borh, 
Thou haft emaz‘d me.By my holy order, 
J shoughs thy difpofition bereer cemnper'd, 
Holt thou fleine Zybak ! wilt ttoe Day thy (elfe? 
And flay chy Lady ,chec in chy life lies, 
Ry doing derwned hece vpon thy fetfe? 
Why rayl ®t thow on thy birch? che heswen and earth ? 
Sine 
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re berth, and do meete 
In chee at once, which nts st once would'ft loofe. 
Fie,fie tham'f chy {nape,chy leve,thy wit, 
Wd lke 2 Vferer abound'ft in all : 
And vfeft cone m thas tree vie indeed, 
Which fheuld bedecke thy thape, chy love,thy wit : 
Thy Noble bur a forme of waze, 
Digrefiing from the Valour of « man, 
Try deare Lowe (worne but hollow periurie, 
Killing cher Loue which thou heft vow'd to cherith. 
Thy wic,thet Ornament,to (hape and Love, 
i in che cond of chem borb 
Like powder in a skilleffe Souldiers faske, 
Is fer a fire by thine owne ignorance, 
And thou difaxeasbred with thine owne defence. 
What, rowfe chee man, thy /alet is alive, 
For whofe desre (ake thou waft bus lately dead. 
There ert thou happy.77balt would kill thee, 
Bur thou flew'ft Tybalt, there ort chou happic. 
The law char threacued death became chy Friend, 
And cacn‘d it to exile,there art chow happy, 
A pocke or bieffing light vpon thy backe, 
Happineffe Courts thee in her bett array, 
But hike a mifhaped and fullen wench, 
ara sear Fortune and thy Love: 
Take heed take heed, for {uch die miferable. 
Goe get thee tothy Love as was decreed, 
Atcend her Chamber, bence and comfort her: 
Bat looke thos ftay not till rhe wacch be fer, 
For then thon canft not paffe to Mantua, 
Where thou fhalc live rill we can finde s time 
Tobleze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Prince end call chee backe, 
With twenty hundred thoufand times more soy 
Then thos wenc'tt forch sn lamentation. 
Goe before Nurfe,commend me tothy Lady, 
And bid her haften all che houfe co bed, 
Which hesay forrow makes them apt voto. 
Reasce is comming. 
Near. OLord,t could have ftaid here all wghe, 
To beare good counfell:oh what learning 13; 
My Lord Ile cell my Lady you will come. 
Rem. Do fo,and bid my Sweece prepare tochide. 
Nar. Heere Gir,s Ring fhe bid me guue you fr.: 
Hie you,make haft, for ic growes very lace. 
Rem. How well my comfort 1s reurw'd by this. 
Fri. Go hence, 
ighe,and here ftends all your ftate : 
Eicher be before the watch be fer, 
Orby the eof dsy difguin’d from hence, 
Soiourne in Afanma, tle ind out your man, 
Aad he thal fignifie from time co time, 
E hap to you,thet chaunces beere: 
Gea hind, is lave, farewell goodnight. 
Rom, But chat sioy paft ioy,calls out on me, 
Ic were a gricfe,fo briefe to part with thee : 
Facewell. Exrmt. 


Enter old Capales pis fe and Paris. 


Cap. Things haue falne ow fir fo valuckily, 
Tinat we have had no time co mous our Daughcer : 
Looke you, the Lou'd her kinfman Tybes dearcly, 
Andfodid1. Well,we were borae to die. 

Tis very lace, thei noe come downe co night : 
1 promile you,but for your company, 





omeo and fuket. 


aue bin a bed an howre ago. 
Per. Thefe umes of wo, affoord no tmes to wooe- 
Madam goodnight ,comenend me to your Daug heer. 
Lady. 1 will,and koow her mind carly to morrow, | 
To maght,the is mewed vp to her heauinefle. 
Cap. Sit Pares,lwill make a defpesace tender 
Of my Childes loue : I thinke the will beeal'd 
In all refpeAs by me : nay more,} doubs not 
Wife,go you to her ere you go to bed, 
Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Pars Lowe, 
And bid her marke youme,on Wendidsy nest, 
Bar foft, wher dey 1s this? 
Par. Menday my Lord. 
Cap. Mondsy, hs ha:well Wendldzy 13 too foone, 
A Thorfday let it be-» Thurfday cell her, 
She fhail be married co this Noble Earle : 
Will yoo be ready ? do you like this baft? 
Weele keepe no great sdee,s Friend or two, 
For harke you,7ybatt being flaine fo late, 
Je may be thoughs we held bum carelefly, , 
Beiog our kinfman,if we revell mech : 
Therefore weele haue fome halfe a dozen Friends, 
And there an end. But what fay you to Thurfday ? 
Pau. My Lord, 
I would that Tharfday were to morrow, 
Cap. Well,get you gone, a Thur{dey be ic then: 
Go you to /mises ere you goto bed, 
Prepare ber wife,agsinit this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lord light tomy Chamber hoa, 
Afore roe, it 18 fo late, that we mey call a early by sad b 
Goodnigh«, éx 


Enter Ronee and latert aloft. 


Jal. Wile chou be gone ? It is not yet neere day : 
Tc was the Nignunpate,and noc the Lorke, 

T hot prer Tt che fearefull hollow of chine care, 
Nightly the fings on yond Porngranet tree, 
Beleeue me Lovet was the Nightingale. 

Rom. Sc was the Larke the Herauld of che Morne: 
No Nightingale:looke Love what enusous Rtreakes 
Do lace the {evering Cloudes in yonder Eaft : 
Nights Candles are burnt out,and locond dsy 
Scands tipro onthe miftie Mountaines cops, 

Imuft be gone end hue,or ftey and die. 

Jul. Youd light is not daylight,] know eI: 

Ic is forme Meteor that the Sen cxbsles, 

To be co chee this night 9 Torch-besrer, 

And lighs chee on thy way to Mantas. 

Therefore flay yet show need'f nox co be gone, 
Rom. Let me be cane let me be put to death, 

T am consent,fo thou wilt have st fe. 

Ile fey yon gray is not the mornings eye, 

‘Tis bur che pale reflexe of Crarbeas brow. 

Northae ss noe Larke whofe noaces do bese 

The vaulcy heaven fo high abouc our heads, 

T have more csre to ftay,then will (o go : 

Come death and welcome,/ufer wills it fo. 

How ift my foute Jets talke 1c is nor dey. 

Jub. Icis.itis,bre hence be gone away; 

Icis the Larke chat fines fo out of cune, 

Scramning harth Difcords,and wnpleafing Sharpes. 
Some fay che Larke makes fweece Diuition; 

This doch not fo: for fhe diandeth vs, 

Some fey the Larke and loethed Toad change eyes, 
O now | would they had chang'd voyces too» 


- TheT 






ducer Adadem and New 

Ne. Madam. 

Jel, Natfe. 

Ner. Your Mother is comming to yeur chamber, 
The day is broke be weary ,looke abou, 

lul. Then window let day in,and lec Life out. 

Rew. Farewell,fereweill,one kiffe snd lle defcend. 

Jal, Art thou gone fot Love,Lerd,ay Hesbend, Friend, 
I erut beare from chee ewery day ia thdoare, 
For un a mimate there are deyes, 
O by this count J thall be mach in yeares, 
Ere | egsine behold my Lames. 

Rem. Posewell: 










Teil sengoeseeinery ren 
That owe, to 
fal. O chink. Sr a tell cae eee agence? 
Rem. 1 dowbc it not,and ail chefe woes thall (erus 
For (weer difcourfes in owt time te conc. 
Init, O God! I heve 20 ilt Disining foule, 
Me chinkes I fce thee now,thou art fe lowe, 
As ene dead in the bocrome of s Tembe, 














That ts renown'd for feich ? be fickle Fortune: 
For chee J thou wilt act keepe him long, 
But fend him backe. ong 
faser Mosher . 

Lad. Ho Daughter,sre you vp ? 

fat. Who tft chat catls? Is ic my Lady Mothers. 
Is the not downe fo late, of vp (0 early? 
What vnsccuftom’d ceufe procures hez hitches ? 

Led, Why how now tule? 

Jal. ap sicher eh ae 

Led, Euctmore weeping for your Cozins death ? 
Gyhat iets hac ath bins froma ii grave with canres? 
And if chos couid'ft chon could’ft not make him Hue : 
Therefore hauc done, fome ¢ fhewes much of Love, 
Bur mach of gricfe, fhewes ftill (ome want of wit. 

Jnl, Vertes me ‘or fech a fecling leffe. 

Lad. So thal! you keel the la@e ous toe ube Fatiaid 
Which you ¢ for. 

fut. Feeling (0 the loffe, 






















1 cannot chufe but ever weepe the Friend. 
La. Weil Gisle,thou weep ‘ft not fe mach for his death, 
As thar the Villaine liges which flaugheer’d him, 






Tal. What Villsine,Madsm ? 
Lad. That fame Villaine Resse. 
Jai, V stlaine and he, be many Miles affander: 
God oI doe with all ay hearc: 
Aad yer no man like he,doth grieve rey heart. 
Lad. Thatis becsofe the Traicor lives. 
fal. 1 Madam from the resch of chefe my hands: 
Would none bus I might venge my Cozins death, 
Lad. We will heve vengeance for it, feare thea aor, 
Then weepene more, tle fend ro coe in Adentaa, 
Where that fame banith: Run-sgere deth line, 
Shall give him (ach an vnaccultom’d dram, 
thal! (oone keepe Ty bale y: 
And then | hope chow wilt be fati 
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With Temes ci I behold hie. Dead 
Is heart fe for s kinfonen vent : 
Medem if you could find out but s man 
Tobeare a peyfon,] would bts 
Ther Resse Dioakd room recat tectech, 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heest ebboes 
To heare him asm'd,and cannot come to ham, 
Te wreske the Loue I bore ary Cozia, 
Vpen his body thas hash ‘d bien. 
Ato, Find thee the meanes, and jie find fech e men, 
But now Ile tell thee ioyfull tidings Gyrie. 
fal, And ioy comes wail to Corb ascoedy tine, 
Whar ore they befeech your Ladythip ? 
Ade. Well,well,chow haft a carefull Facher Child? 
One who to put chee from chy heamnefle, 
Hach (orred ouc a fudden day of ioy, 
That chou expe éts not nor | lookt not for, 
fel. Madam ia happy time, whec day is this? 
Me. Marry my Child,carly next Thurfdsy morse, 
The gaileac young,and Noble Geaslemen, 
The Countie Pare at Sain Peters Cherch, 
Shall happily make thee a royfell Bride. 
Ted. Nowe by Saine Peters Church,end Peser too, 
Hc thall not make me there s Bride. 
t wonder st this heft chee 1 mut wed 
Bre he chaz thosid be Husband comes te wee: 
T pray you cell my Lord and Pather Madam, 
I wal not marne yet,and when I doe, i {weare 
Ic thallbe Rowes whort you know I hae 
Rather chen Pare. Thele are newes indeed. 
Me. Here comes your Father sell him (o your felfe, 
And fee bow he will take 1s a yous hands. 


Emer Capulet and Nur fe. 


Cap. Wheache Sun fers,che earth doth driaale dsew 
Bur for che Sunlet of my Brothers Sonne, 
Ic raines downrighs. 
How now (A Conduit Gyrie, whee fill la cesres ? 
Evermore fhowring ia ane little body ? 
Thou councerfairs a Barke,e Seas Wind : 
For full thy eyes,which | may call che Ses, 
Do ebbe and flow wich teares,tbe Berke thy body is 
Sayling in chis (alc flowd,che windes thy 
Who caging with the ceares sad them, 
Withouc a fuddca calme will over 
Thy cempeft coffed body Hew aow wife? 
Have you delivered to ber our decree? 

Led. I fics 
But fhe will none, the gines you chankes, 
1 would the foole were married to her grave. 

Cap. Soft, cake me with you,cske me with yea wife, 
How,will the none?doch fhe oct give ve thenks? 
Is fhe aot proud?>doth fhe nor coant her bie, 
Vavwrorthy as (heis thas we have wrought 
So worthy s Gencieman,to be her Beidegroome 

Jul. Not proud yoo haue, 

But chenkfull chat you have s 
Proud can I aeues be of whet I bene, 


Bur chankfull even for hare, chet ls meant Lous. 






7° be T ragedie of Romeo and Fuliet. 
0 g2 with Peru te eters Charch: o Kis, ° 


Or I will deag chee,on a Hurdle thither. 
Our you grecne Aickneffe ggrtion,out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 
Lady. Fie,fie,whar ree der med? 
eech berks my knees 


Fa. Hang thee beggage,difobediene wretch, 


Ox neuer after looke ase in the face. 
Speake not reply noc,do not aolwere me. 
My fingers itch,wife : we fearce thooght vs bleft, 
God had lent vs bat this encly Child 

Bat now 1 fee tits one 13 one too much, 
And cha: we have s curfe in hauing her : 
Ouc on her Hilding. 

Ner. Godin heaven bleffe her, 
TF Aad why ay Ludy witedosnehetd 

Fa. wi your too. eo 
Good Powcscs Gennes vith your goflip,go. i 


Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 
eter your grauitie ore a Goffips bowles 
Fort here w: need it not, - 
Le. You are too hor. 
Fa. Gods bread, it wakes we mad: 
Day ,cight houre,ride,time, worke,play, 
Alone in ec.xz-saie,Aill my care hath bin 
To hau hee nsztcht, and hauing now provided 
A Gendeman of Noble Parentage, 
Of faire Dezneanes, Youthfull and Nobly Allied, 
Stak as they (sy with Honourable parts, 
Prop ortion’d as ones thought would with aman, 
then co have a wretched paling foole, 
whioio 3 mammet,in her Fortunes tender, 
0 an(wer. Ue noc wed, {cannot Loue ; 
ll am too young, | pray you pardon me. 
But 21d you will aet wed, ile pasdoa you, 
raze where you will,you fhall not heufe with me : 
Looke too't,chinke on’t,I de nat vie to ieft. 
Thurfdsy is neete,ley hand on heart,aduife, 
And yoo be mine, Ile give you to my Friend : 
And you Benet hung beg Arnac de in the ftreets, 
Por by my (oule,!lenere acknowledge thee, 
Noe whac is mioe fhail never do thee good : 
Truft roo't, bechinke you, He sot be forfworne Exit, 
fali. Is there no pitsie fitting in che Cloudes, 
That fees into the bottome of my griefc? 
O [weet my Mother caft meoot away, 
Delay chis marriage,for smonth,s weeke, 
Or sf you do noe,make the Beidall bed 
In chat dun Monament where 77bek lies. 
Me, Talke noc to Ile not fpeake a werd, 
Do ss thou wilt, for I haue dune with thee. Exit. 
lal. O God! 
O Nurfe, how hall this be prevented ? 
My Husband is on eacth,my faith in heaven, 
How fhali chat faith rerorne agsine co earth, 
Voleffe that Husband fend & me from hesten, 
Byleauing earth ‘Comfort are,counfaste me : 
Hiacke slacke,chat hesucn fhould praGife Areragems 
Vpon l. / .fc 3 fubieA as my felfe. 
Whiax fait thouths chou noc a word of icy ? 
Some comfort Nasie. 


Reaves is banifhed,snd all che world to nothing, 
Thac he dares vere come backe to challenge yoo : 
Or ifhe do, it needs muft be by flealch, 
febecgeeneratcr et, 

€ ou ; 
O hre'sa Loodly Gentleman - 
Rewees 2 difh-clout to hits: on Eagte Madam 
Hath not fo greene,fo quicke, fo fare an eye 


ng What? 

al, Well, show haft comfosted mecmuruc‘lous much, 
Goin,and cell my yt am gone, 
Haeing difpleafd my Father,to Lawrence 
To make confefion, and to be abfolu'd. 

Ner, Marric I will,and this is wifely dane, 

fed. Aancient damnarion,O moft wicked fiend! 
ne seh oe with me thus forfworne, 

to cripraite my-Lord with chat fete tongue 
Which the hach praif"d him with aboue c are, 
So many choutand tispes ? Go Countellor, 
Thou and my bofome hencbforth thal be twaine 
He vo the Fries to know bis remedie, 
If all elfe fale my (cife baue power to dic. Exams. 
Eater Fricr and Cometic Paris. 


Frit. OnThurfday (riche time ts very thort. 
Par My Father Capulet will hauc it fo, 
And (am nothing Mow to flack his haf, 
Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind? 
Vaneuen is the courfe,! iS ItNOL. 
Pa. immoderacely (he wecpes for 7; ahs death, 
And cherfore haue I licele calke of ee 
For Yon {sles not in a houie of ceares. 
Now fir, her Father counts ¢ dangerous 
Tha fhe doth giue her forrow fo much {way : 
And inhis wifedome,hafts our marriage, 
To ftop the inuodation of her teares, 
Whichzoo swwuch minded by her felfe alone, 
May be put from her by focietie. 
Now doe you know the reaion of this haf ? 
Fri. 1 would 1 knew not why 1 fhould be flow’d, 
Looks fir,here comes the Lady towards ey Cell. 
Ester Iuiee. 
Par. Hoppily met,my Lady and my wife. 
iat, That may be Gr,when taj be a wife. 
Par. That may be.maft be Loot,en Thurldsy next. 
dul, What enuft be thall be, 
Fri. Thae’s a certaine cexr. 
Par. Come you to make confethon re this Father? 
Jul, To anfwere chat,] fhould confeffe to you. 
Far. Do not denieto his, that you Love me. 
Jal. ¥ will confeffe to you that I Leve him. 
Par. So will ye,] am ture that you Lowe me. 
Jal. Uf do (a-it will be of more price, 
Benig {poke behind yaar backe, then to your face, 
Par Poore foule,thy face is much abof'd sc regi 








fal, The teares have gor victor 
For was bad inough before cheir (pighe. 
Pa. Theu "R te more then teares with thee report, 
Sed. Thec ts nofleeader sear - is @ truth, 
Aad what I fpake,! fpabe it to thy face. 
Po. aL ere Nein thou haft flaandeed ic, 
Jel. It asy be {0,for ic is not mine owne, 
Are you st leviere,Holy Facher now, 
Or illt coone to yeu at curning Melle? 
Pri. My lesfure ferves me penfiue dseughcer now. 
My Lord you emuft mereat the t»me alone. 
Par. Godtheild: I fhould difiurbe Deeouon, 
Faber on Teas (day carly will lrowle yee, 
Till then adue,ar+hcepethisholy kifle. Exw Pera. 
lal. O fuse the doore,end when thou hafl done {o, 
Come weepe with me,p aft hope, paft care,paft helpe. 
Fro O laher,\ alseadse know thy griefe, 
It Rreames me paff che compaffe of my wits : 
I heare thou muft ead nothing may peorogne st, 
On Therfday next be married ¢0 this Councie, 
fal. Tell me not Fries that thou heareft of chis, 
Voleffe chou tell me how | may prevent 2 : 
Ifin chy wiledome,thow cantt give no heire, 
De thow bet cell my refolution wile, 
And with’ hie knife, Ile he!pe st prefenly. 
God reyn'd my hesrt,and Remeos thou our hat.Js, 
And eve chis hand bythee co Rowers feal'd : 
Shall be the Labell co another Deedc, 
Or ay croc heart wich crecherous reuaie, 
Turne to snother,this fhall flay chem both: 
Therefore out of thy long expetien’t! tume, 
Gwe me fome prefent counteil,oc behold 
Twine my extreames and me, this bloody knife 
Shall ploy che vimpeere arbirrating cher, 
Which the commmffion of thy yeares and ert, 
Could to neiffue of crue honour bring : 
Be not fo long to fpeak,1 long to die, 
Uf weber thow (peak {t fpeske not of remedy. 
Pri. Das ter,I doe fpies kind of hope, 
Wrhauch craves as defzerate an execution, 
As thar is de(perace which we would prevent. 
If rather theo ro marrie Countie Paru 
Thos haft che Gréngth of will co Ray chy fife, 
Then is ic likely chou wilt undertake 
Autunghke deach co chide away this theme, 
Thac cosp ft wth death him(elte,tofcape fro it: 
Andifthou dar'ft, tle give chee remediec. 
Id. Ob bid me leape, rather then marcie Pars, 
From of thet Bacclements of any Tower, 
Or walke in cheeasth wsies,or bid me lorke 
Where Serpents are . chaine me with roaring Beares 
Or hede me aighely n a Charnell houfe, 
Orecoucred quite aith dead mens rachnp bones, 
With recline esand yellow chappels (culls : 
Or bid me go imo anew made grauc, 
And hide me with a dead man in his grave , 
Things thac co heare chem told, haue made me tremble, 
Aad | wall doe « without Teare or doobs, 
To line 0 vattained wife to my fweer Lowe. 
Fri. Hold then: gore home be mere, gue confent, 
Tomarrie Paris 1 wenldey 13 co morrow, 
Tomorrow night looke that thoe lie alone, 
Let aoc chy Narfe lie with thee in chy Chamber» 
Teke ches chis Violl then in bed, 
And this difilling liquor drinke thou off, 
When prefencly through ef! thy veines thall ron, 
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ao 
Shell keepe his oscive bus fercesfe: 
No sanchne ane pra thou fiuef, 
The Rolesin thy lips and cheekes (hell fade 
To many athes che eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he thas vp the dey of fife: 
Each part depra'd of governmenc, 
Shail Auffe and Rarke,sad cold sppeare ike death, 
And in this borrowed likenefle of thrunke death 
Thou thal: coninve rwo and forty houres, 
And chen awake,as from » please fleepe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the momin 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there ert thou $ 
Then as the manner of our coenicy it, 
Inchy beft Robes encoaer’d on the Beere, 
Be borne to burial ia chy khindceds grace : 
Thou thals be borae to chet fame ancient vaule, 
Where all che kindred of the lasiie, 
Inthe meane cime agaiaft chou fhale awake, 
Shall Reweee by my Lescers know ovr drift, 
Aad hither fhall he come,ond thet very night 
Shafl Renere beare thee hence ta Afanrus. 
And chis thall free ibee from this prefent theme, 
If no inconfiant toy nor womanith feare, 
Abace yo valour inthe sing it. 
bel. satiate es me.O (ey not me ofeare. 
Prs. Hold get you gone,be fi ond profperouss 
In this reloluc tle fend a Fries with tpeed 
Te Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord, 
Js. Love gue me Rrengeth, 
And Arength (hall helpe feed ’ 
Farewell fether. 


fncer Faber Cagalet, Mother, Nerfe, and 
Serassg men swe or three. 


Emr 


Cap Semeoy guefts inuire ss here sre writ, 
Sitrah.go here me ewenty sgirg sharma 

Ser. You thall hewe aoue ill fic, for He erie f they ean 
Ficke their fingers 

Cap. How eanft chow trie them fo? 

Ser. Morrie fir, “tisanilt Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers cherefore he that cannot licke bis fingers 
goes aot with me 

Ca. Go be gone,we thall be much vn fernifhe for chi 
time what is my Daeghter gone to Frier Lawrence? 

Ne \forfooth 

Cap. Well be mey chence to do fome good on her, 

A pecuilh felfe-wild harlorry ic is. 
Suter lalat. 

Nur See where the comes from (heat 
With meriie looke. 

Ca. How now my 
Where haue you bin gaddeng ? 

fal, Where | hace learnt ene to repent che Gn 
C * sfobediens u10n + 
To youand your beefs and am enioyn'd 
By poly Lawrence to fall proftrace here, 

Tobeg your pardoo:pardon | befeech you. 
Henceforward I amewer sel’d by you. 
Cap. Send for che Countie,goe cell him of this, 
He haue chis knoe knit vp co morrow moening. 
lal, imec the | Loed at Lawvence Cell, 


And gee heen whas becomed Lowe J anghe. 
Not g ore the bounds of mbdefhe. 
Seem glad on't,thisis well,Aand vp, 


Ca. 











I marrie go Sad (ig ferch hem hither. 

‘Now afore God, this reveren'd holy Friar, 

All our whole Coie is aruch bound te hem, 
lal, Nasfe will you goe with me inte wy Clokt, 

Tohelpe me fors fach acedfull ornaments, 

As you thiake fix co fernith me to morrow? 
Ae, No nor till Tharfdey.there’s tame inough. 
Fa Go Nasfe.go wath her, 










Weelc co Charch to marrow. 
Exews lal and Nove. 
Afe. We thall be thort in our prousfion, 
Tis now neere night. 






Fa Tuth,l will Awre sbour, 
And all chings thall be well,! warrenc thee wife: 
Go thou te /alie ,helpe to deckevp her, 
Tle not co bed ro night, let me alone: 
}he play the holwife fer this once. What ho ? 


sre all forth, well 1 will waike my felfe 
TeCouie Para to prepare him op 
Aginft to morrow my heast is wondrous lighe, 


Since this fame wsy-ward Gysie is forecionm'd. 
Exount Father and Metler 











Emer luliet and Narfe. 
fal. 1 chofeattires are beft,but gentle Nusfe 
I pray chee lease me to my felfero nighs : 
For I have need of many Oryfons, 
Tomoue the heauensto {mile my Rete, 
‘Which well chou know’ft,is croffe and full of fie. 
Emer Mather. 
Ae. What ase you byfie hotneed ? 
Inf. No sisdun oe bic cul’d samp fang 
As are behoovefall for our fteceto morrow : 
So plesfe you, me now be left alone; 
And let che Nurfe this aight fit vp with you, 
For | am fare you hase your hends full all, 
Iachis coane 
Ae. 
Get chee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 
Ind Farewell: 
God knowes when we thell meete againe. 
J hawe a faint cold feace thrills the my veines, 
That almof freeses vp the heste of hres 
Ite call chem becke s to comfort me. 
Nasfe, whas thoald (he do here? 
My difmall Sccane,] aceds moft s& alenc: 
Come Viall wher if chis minwre do net worke at all? 
Shall | be married then to morrow morning ? 
No, no, ehis thall forbidic. Lie chou chere, 
What ifit be a poyfon winch the Frier 
Subrilly hach miniftred co have me dead, 
Leaf in this marriage he fhould be difhoneur'd, 
Becoafe he married me before to Renee? 
Ifeace it is,and yee me chinkes ic fhould nor, 
For he hath fill beene tried » holy man. 
How, if when | em leid inco the Tombe, 
I wake before the time thac Roners 
Came to redecme me? There's » fearefall point : 
Shall | not then be fifledin the Vault f 
Tu whofe foule mouth a0 heaithfome eyre breaches in, 
Aad there die Rrangled ere my Lowes comes. 
Or iff lives tt not very tke, 
The horsible conceit of death ond night, 
Together with the terror of the place, 
Asin a Vauke,an ancien: receptacle, 














Exon. 






















72 The Trag edie of Romeo and Juliet. 
This te 83't fhould be Jet me fee the County: Where for thefe many ed yeeres the bones 


Of all my buried Avaceftors are packt, 
Where bloody Tyhal,yet bet greene in earth, 

Lies fettring tn his fhrow'd, where as they fay, 

At forme houses wn the aight, Sperits refors : 
Alacke,alacke,ss it nos hke chae } 

So carly waking, whet wah loathleme {mels, 

And fhrikes like Mandrakes torne owt of che earth, 
Thee Inung mortalls bearing chem,ren mad, 

Oifl wa Ihe, hall 1 not be diflraught, 

Inuroned with all chefe hidvous feares, 

Aod madly play with my forefathers roynts > 

And plucke che mangled Tybalt trom his throw) ? 
Ané m chis rage, win forme great kinfmans bone, 
As(witheclobd)deth om my defperace brames 

O lonke,me thinks I (ce my Cozmns Ghoft, 
Seeking our Rewas chat did fpit tus body 

Vpon my Ropicrs point : flay Tybab.Aay; 

Romeo Romeo, Romeo here's danke : i drinke te thee 





Emer Lady of the ben{e pod Nore. 
Ledy. Hold, 
Take chefe keies,and fetch more fpices Narle 
Nex. They call for Dates and Quincesin ihe Pafine. 


Enter old Capater. 
Cap. Come, Ric, ftir, fr, 
The fecond Cocke hath Crow’d, 
The Curphew Beil hath rang, tis three a clocke : 
Looke co the bakce meates, good ényeica, 
Spare not for cof. 
Nar, Go you Cot-queane,go, 
Get you co bed, faith youle be ficke co morrow 
For this nights watching. 
Cap. No note whit:what ? I have waccht ere row 
All night for leffe caafe,and nere beene ficke. 
La. 1 you hase bin a Moufe-hunc in your time, 
Bat I will wach you from fach wacching now. 
Exn Lady ad Navfe. 
Ca. Aieslous hood, teslous hood, 
Now fellow. whac there? 
Excer sboroe or fomre with fpets,and logs and barker. 
Fel. Things for che Cooke fir,but I know not whse. 
Ca. Make heft, make hatt, firesh feech dever Logs. 
Call Porer,he will thew thee where they are, 
Fel, T have s head fir,chat will find out logs, 
And newer trouble Perer for che macter. 
Cap. Maile ead weil {21d a mere horfon,ha, 
Thou thalt be loggerhead; pood Facher, «13 day. 
Pla Mafeke 
The Countie will be here with Mubcke ficaighe, 
For fo he Card he would,J heare him ncere, 
Nusrfe, wife, what ho2 what Nusfe I fay? 
Earer Nav fe. 
Go waken Jaber, go snd teu her vp, 
Me go and chat with Peraive,make heA, 
Make haft the Beadegroome, he is come already - 
Make haft I fay. 
Nor, Mifiris what Miftris?JafeecF aft 1 warrant her fhe, 
Wy Lambe, why Lady fie abed, 
Why Love} fay! Madan ferret ere Bride > 
What not 2 word ? You take your peniworths now. 
Sleepe for a weeke for the nexe night | wareant 
TheCountie Pars hath fer vp his cel?, 
Thac you thatt reft but litdde,God forgiue me ; 
Mastic and Amen : how found is the a Meepe ? 



















1 eA needs wake glace er pce 


Bite. O me, Ome say Child,my onely hfe: 






Emer Faber. 
Fa. For Chame bring Jatt forth her Lord is come. 
No. Shee's dead: decesh, thee’s deadralache che day. 
Bt. Alacke the day ,(hec’s dead. (hee's dead, ree's dead. 
Fa. Ho? Let me fee herioet alas fhee's cold, 
Her blood 10 ferled and her roynes are (iff : 
Life ead chefe lips heus tong bene (ep erated: 
Death lies on her like an vpeumely frott 
Vpon che fwereft Bower of all the field. 
Maw, O Lementadle day ' 
Ade. O wofull time. 
Fa. Death that bath cane her bence to make me weile, 
Ties vp my tongae, and will oot let ae (peahe. 
Exsav Freev andthe Countn. . 
Frs. Come,is the Bride ready co goto Charch? 
Fa, Ready to go, bur neuer to returne. 
O Sonne, the nighe before thy wedding dsy, 
Hath death laine with chy wife : there fhe Les, 
Flower as fhe was,deflowred by bien. 
Death is ony Sonne in lew, death is my Heire, 
My Doughces he hath wedded. 1 wiil die, 
Aad one hem all hfe kaing,el) ae i 
Pe. Haue | choughs to fee cus mnormings face, 
And doth it give me lech » fighs ae thie? 
Xe. AccurR,enheppie, wresched hacefall day, 
Moft miferable houre.shat ere deme faw 
Jalofiing labour of bis Pilgrimage. 
Bat one.poare one.cne peare and loving Child, 
But one cheng co reieyce end folece ta, 
And crocil deach hath cacche it from my fight. 
Nw. O wofull,wofoll wofull dey, 
Mofi ismen mol wofall dey, 
Thor ever ever, did yet behold. 
O day .O dey,O dey O hacefulll dey, 
Neuct wes feene fo bieche a day as this : 
O wofsll day, O wofall day. 
Pe. Beguild diuorced, wronged, (pighted, flame, 
Mon able deach by chee beguil’d, 
By crecil crveli thee quite overthrowne : 
O lowe, Olifernot life. buc love in desth. 
Pas. Defpin’d,diftrefed, hated, martir'd,kil’d, 
Vacemfortable tome, why cam'ft thou now 
To marcher, murther our falemaicie ? 
OChild.O Childymy foste,and noe my Child, 
Deed art chou,slecke my Child ts dead, 
And with my Child my royes are buried. 
Fri. Peace ho for thame.confustons : Care lines net 
In chefe confufions, he auen end your felfe 
Had part wn this faire Maid now hesuen hesh all, 
And all che beccer ts ie for the Mard 
our part in ber yew could nos khcepe from death, 







































Bur heanen keepes ins part in eternall life : 

The moft you fought wee her promotion, 

Fos twes your hesuen, fhe fhouldfi be eduan'ht, 

And weepe ye now, feeing fhe is adnan’ 

Aieas ths Cleodecashigh as Hesucn ic elfeg 

O to this love you love your Child fo i, 

Thas you run med, leeing chat the 19 well , 

Shee’ noe well married that liees married long, 

Bet thee’s beft emerried chet dies married yong. 

Drie vp your cesres,and Ricke your Rofemarie 

On this farce Coarfe,and 83 the cuftome 1s, 

And mm her bell stray beare her to C hareh, 

For chough fome Nature bids all vs lamene, 

Yer Natures tesres ere Reofons mertimenc. 

Ba. All chings that we ordained Fefhws'i, 

Ture from theis office to blacke Funersil : 

Der inftrements co melancholy Bells, 

Our wedding cheare,to afed bursall Feaft . 

One folernne Hyranesco fallen Dyrges change : 

Our Bedell lowers {eree for abosied Coarfe: 

And all things chenge chem to the comtrane, 

Fri. Sat go you in ,and-M adam,go with hea, 

And go {ic Peru every one prepese 

Tof this faise Coasle wncoher grave: 

The heauens do lowre vpon you, foi fome ill: 

Moee chem nq more,by croffing ther high will. Exemn 
Ma, Foxh we may pur vp our Pipes and be gone, 
Nar. HoneRt goodfellowes : Ah put vp. pus vp, 

For well you know this iss pinifull cafe. 

Me. \by my roth, che cale may be smecaded, 
Emer Pacr. 
Pa. Mefiuions,oh Muftions, 

Hearts eafe hearts cafe, 

O,and you will have ae live ploy hearts cafe, 
Ma. Why hearts eale ; 

Per O Mufuions, 
Beceafe my heart it (clfe pleies my hese is Full 
Mea. Nota dump we, ‘tis 00 time to play now. 
Pet. You will not chen? 
Me. No. 
Per. Iwill chen give it you foundly. 
Ada Whar will you gise vs ? 
Pet, No monty on my faith,bus the glecke. 

T will give you the Minftrell. 

Aa, Then will | give you the Serving crea-wre. 
Perr. Then will [ lay the feruing Creatures Da 

on your pete.I will carie 00 Crocbetaplie Re ycu, ile Fa 

you,do you nore me? 
Mu. And you Re vs,e0d Fs vs, you Nove vs. 

2 Af. Prey you put vp your Daggers 

And put ous your wit. 

Then beac s¢ you with my wit. 

Peter. 3 will drie-beste you with an yton wit, 

And pus up my yron Dag ger. 

Anlwere me like men. 

When griping griefesthe heart doth wougd, shen M:; 

fickewich her filuer found. 

Why filuer found ? why Muficke wich her filucr found? 

whet fey pou Sraven Casting ? 
Ma. Mary fir becaufe iver hath s fweet found. 
Pet. Proceft whas fay you Hugh Rebecke? 
2 1 fay flues found, beceufe Mufi.10n found for fl. 
Pee, Dcateftco whaelay you same: Seund> Poff? (uer 
3. Me. Faith I know not what to fay, 
Pet .O J ery you mercy,you are the Singer. 

1 will fey for you; ic is Mufiche with bes (dues found, 
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ra eee 
Muficke eand 

doth lend redreffe. Ext, Whether bpochecetS 

Adu, Wher a peftileac knauc Is this fome ¢ Enter Apethecari 
24.3. Hang bie lacke, come weele in here, tarrie for Ap. Who calf’s fe low'd? 


the Mournersyand flay dinner. Exh. Rees. Come hither men, } fee thet thou ert peers, 
OR PO Se at a 
Rew. trufi che on, 
My dreames fome ioyfall newes at band : ieleibes Splash alan ab oe 
My bofomes L fics lightly in his throne : That thei ker may fall dead, 
And all chisan day a0 vecoftom'd fpisit, oN And chat che Tranke mey be d of breath, 
Lifts me above ground with cheerefall thoughis. As violently,es beftie powder fier'd 
I dreamt my Lady came and found medesd, = Doth harry from the farall Canons wombe. 
(Strange dreame thet giues 3 dead aan leaue to thinke,) 4p. Soch morcall dregs I beve but Adeama lew 
And breath’d fech life with kiffes in my lips, Is death to sny be, thet eters them. 
aise Teeside et ee Rem. Art thou fo bare end fall of 
Ah me, how (weet is love it felfe poet, And fear‘ to die ? Famine is in thy 
When bat lowes thadowes are (a rich in iey. Need and opreffion Raruech in chy eyes, 
Enter Romeo's man, Contempt end beggery hengs vpon thy becke i 
Newes from Uerens,how now Baltbacer? The world 1s not thy friend nor the worlds law? 
Dofi chou not bring me Letters from the Frier ¢ The world affords no law to make thee rich. 
How doth my Lady ? Is my Father well ? Then be not poore but breeke ic,and take chile, 
How doth my Lady /ulier ? chat I aske agsine, App. My poverty, bes not my will confens. 
For nothing can be ill,if the be welll. Rem. | pcay chy pouerty,snd not thy will, 
Mas. Then fhe is well,and nothing can be ill. Ayp. Put chis in any liquid youwill 
Her body fleepes in Cape/s Monemenc, Aad drinke it off ead | had he ecgeh 
And her immortal part wich Angels live, Of twenty men, it would difpstch you Areight, 
3 fawe her laid low in her kindreds Vault, Rens. There’sthy Gold, 
And prefently cooke Pofte to cell it you: Wore poyfon co mens foules, 
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill sewes, Doing more curther in this loethfome world, 
Since you did leaue it for my office Sur. Then chefe poore compounds thet thos meie8 nos fall, 
Remo. Is it euen fo? I (el thee poyfon,chow heft fold me nove, 
Thea I denie you Starres. Farewell, bey food,sod grt thy felfe in fiefs, 
Thou my lodgingsge: the inke and paper, Come Cordiall,snd act with 
Andhice Poft-Horfes,! will hence to night. To /afers grave,for there mai | vic thee. 
Mas. 1 dobefeech you fir ,haue patience : Eve 
Your lookes sre pale and wild, and doimpert Eater Frier lehn to Frier Lawvente. 
Some mifaduenture. lobe. Holy Frascefces Friet Brother be? 
Rew. Tuth,chou art deceiu’d, : Ener Frier Lawrence, 
Leaue me,end do the thing [ bid chee do, Law, This fame thoald be the veice of Fries Jehu, 
Heft show no Letzers to me from the Frier ? Welcome from (Atenrne, what (syes Ramos P 
daz. No my good Lord. Or if his mind be wric.giec ene his Lecter. 
Exie Man. lebn. Going to find a bare-foote Broche? out, 
Rem. Mo mstrer : Get thee gone, One of car order to effociate me, 
And byte thofe Horfes, Ile be with thee ftraight, Here in this Citie vifting the Gck, 
Well datret,1 will he with chee co nighe : Aad finding bim, che Searchers of che Towne 
Lets {ee for meaness O mifchiefe chou art (wift, Solpeing that we both were ina boule 
Toencer in the choughts of defperace men: Where the infeQtious peflilence did raigne 
I do remember an Appothecarie, Seal’d vp the doores,snd would nec let vs forth, 
Andhere abouts dwells, which lace 1 noted So chst my fpeed to Adamua there wes ftaid, 
In tactred weeds, with ouerwhelming browes, Lew, Who bere my Letrer then to Remes? 
Culling of Simples meager were his lookes, lolw. 3 could not fend ic,here it is againe, 
Sharpe miferie had worne him to thebones ; Nor get a mefleager to bring is thee, 
And in his needie fhop 3 Tortoyrs hung, So Garefull were ey of inte Bion. 
An Allegacet {tuft and other skins Law. Vahappie by my Brocheshood 
of fhap‘d fithes snd about his fhelues, The Letter was not eee eller 
A erly account of eraptic boxes, Of deare import,and the oeglefting ic 
Gros earthen pou . and rauftic feedes, Mey do mach danger: Price Jobe ok hence, 
Remnants of packthred,sod old cakes of Roles Get meen [ron Crow, end bring it righ 
Were thinly icarcered,co make vp s thew. Varo my Cecil. 
Noting this penury,to my felfe I faid, fobn. Brother Tle go and bring ic thee. 
An if smondid needa ‘on new, Lew. Now moft [ to the Monement clone, 
Whole fate is perfent death in Afanme, Wichin this three houres will faire /adiet wake, 
Here hives a Caitiffe wreech would fell it him. Shee will befhrew me much thar Resese . 
O this fame thought did but foreerun my need, Hath had no notice of echefe secidents: 
And this fame needic man muft fell it are. Bat | will weite againe to Adenmne, 


And 











P core leung Coarfe,clos'din a dead mans Tombe, 
Enter Paris and buy Poge. 


Par. Give me thy Torch Boy, hence and Rand aloft, 
Yer puc ic our for I would not be feene 
Vinder yond young Trees lay thee sll sloug, 
Holding thy eare clofe ro the boflow ground, 
So thall ne foa vpon the Churchyard tread, 

ing loofe, vahrme wich digging vp of Graves, 
Bat fhalt hease it: whi ; then tome, : 
As Gignall chaz thog heareft fome thing spproach, 
Give me thole flowers. Do as J bute 

Page. 1 am almoR afraid co fiand alone 
Here »n the Churchyard, vet } will advemure. 

Po Sweet Flower with flowers chy Brdall bed Iftrew: 
O woe,thy Canopie is duft snd Rones, 
Which with fweee waces nightly 1 will dewe, 
Or wanting that, with teares defiil'd by moness 
The cap 1 for thee will kcepe, 
No thal be,to Brew chy grave, and weepe. 

ghdy , by g viflety. 
The Boy gives warning ,fomething doth approach, 
What carfed foot wanders this wayes to night, 
To crofle my obfequies,and true loves right ? 
Whar with a Torch? Muffle me night a while 


Enter Remee snd Peter, 


Brie. 


Rem Grove me that Martocke,& che wrenching Iron, 
Hold rake this Leccer,easly in che morning 
See thou dehuer it to my Lord and Father, 
Give me the light ; vpon thy life I charge thee, 
Whacere thou hear'ft or feett,fiand ell aloofe, 
And do not interrupt me in my coarfe, 

Why I defcend ino this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face: 

Bet chiefly cotake thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring: 2 Ring thacI muftvie, 
In desre employment therefore hence be gone : 
But :f chou sealoas doft returne co prie 






Rom, Thou dereftable mawe, thou wombe of death, 
Gorg’d with the deareR morfell of the earth: 
Thus I enforce thy rorten lawes to open, 
And in defpight, lle cram thee with more food. 

Par, Thissa chat banifhc heeghtic Monstagev, 
Thar mordred my Loves Cozin s with which griefe, 







spprchend thee, 
Obey and go with me,for thou mult die, 
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Aad kcepe ber a1 my Cell til! Rooms come, Rem, { mult indeed,and therfore came ! hither: 


Jc1s (uppofed the faire Creature died, ; 


Good gence yourh,tempc nots defperace man, 
Flie hence snd lease me,thinke vpon chofe gone, 
Let them affright thee. I beteech thee Youth, 
Pur not en other finvpon my head, 
veging me co furie. O be ; 
By heaven I loue chee bercer then my felfe, 
For I come hither aren'd againft my felfe: 
Stay not,be gone, li herester fay, 
A mad mans mercy bid chee ran sway, 
Par. \ do defe thy coammffersion, 
And apprebend thee for a Fellon here. 
Re. Wiltthow prouoke me ¢ Then heue ot thee Boy, 
Pe. O Lord they fight,! evill go call che Watch. 
Pa. O fam flaine,sf thon be merea full, 
Open the Tombe,lay me with /ulut, 
Rom. In faith | will,let ae perule this fece: 
Mercatun kiafrman,Nobie Countie Parm, 
What faid my man, when my betoffed foule 
Did noe atrend tim as we rode ? J chinke 
He told me Peru fhould have married /alier. 
Said be nor fo? Or did I dreame it fo? 
Or sm J mad, hearing him talke of /adset, 
To thinke ic was [0 ?O give me thy hand, 
One, writ with me in foverc misfortunes booke. 
Le barie chee ina crrumphant prave. 
A Grave; Ono, Lanthorne; flaughered Yeuth . 
For here hes /eder,and hes beastie makes 
This Voult  feafting prefence full of light. 
Death lie thou there,by a dead man inter‘d. 
How oft when men are ar the poinc of death, 
Haue they beene merrie? Which thet Keepers call 
A lighenng before death? Oh how may | 
Call thisa lightning? O my Loue,my Wife, 
Death chat hach fuckt the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet vpon thy Beaute 
Thou are not conquer'd . Besucses enfigne 
Js Crymfon in thy hps,and in thy cheekes, 
And Deschs pale flages noc aduanced there. 
Tybek ly thou there in chy bloudy fheet ? 
O what more favour can} do to thee, 
Then wich thac hand that coc thy youth 10 ewaine,. 
To fender his thac was thy enemre ? 
Forgive me Cosen. Ah deere /alst: 
Why art chow yet (0 faire ?1 will beleeve, 
Shall I beleeve, hae enfubftanciall deach 18 emoreus ? 
Aad that the lesne abhorred Monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramoor 2 
For feare of thac,! Al! will ftzy with thee, 
And newer from this Palisce of dys night 
Depart againe:come lie thou in my armes, 
Heere's to thy health, where ere choo tumbiert io. 
O enx Appotherarie! 
Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiffe} die. 
Depait againe; here,bere will | remaine, 
With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides: O here 
Will I fee vp any enerlafting reff : 
And thake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this world- wearied ficth : Eyes jooke your aft ! 
Armes cake your laft embrace: And lips,O you 
The deores of breath, feale with a righteous kiffe 
A datelefle bargsine to ingroffing death: 
Come biter conduét,come enfsuoury guide, 
Thou defperace Pilot,now at once rus on 
The dathing Rocks,thy Sea-ficke wesrie Beghe: 
Heere’sto my Loue. Otrue Appothecary : 
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drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiffe J dic. 
aa Bia phos with Lantherne,Crow aad Spade. 
Fri. St. Beaness be my {peed how oft co night 
Have my old feee humbled at groves ?W ho's chere ? 
ddan. Here's one,a Friend ,& one thas hoowes ae well, 
Fri. Blfle be vpon you, Teil me good my Friad 
What Torch is yond chac vainely lends his lighs 
To grubs,and cyeleffe Sculles? As 1 difcerne, 
I¢ burneth in the Capels Monument. 
Afan. It doth fo holy fir. 
And there’s my Mafter,one chat you loue. 
Fr. Who isie? 
Man. Romeo. 
Fr, How long hath he bin there? 
Man, Fall halfe an houre. 
Fri, Gowith mero the Vaole. 
Afan. 1 dere not Sir? 
My Matter knowcs not but I am gone bence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death, 
If 5 did Ray co looke oa his encencs, 
Fri, Stay,theo }le go alone, feates comes vpon me, 
O much I feare fome ill vnluckie ching. 
Mas. As! did fleepe vnder this young tree here, 
J dceamt my maiftcr and another fought, 
And thac my Maitler flew him. 
Frs. Romeo, 
Alacke,alacke,whas blood is this which Rames 
The ftony encrance of this Sepulcher ? 
What meant chefe Mafterlefic, and gosrie Swords 
To lie difcolous'd by this place of peace? 
Romeo,on pale : who clfe?what Paris too? 
And fteeps in blood 2 Ah whar an enkndhoure 
Is guileie of this lamentable chance? 
The Lady ftirs. 
fal, O comfortable Fries, where's my Lord? 
Ido remember well where | should be: 
And there I am,where is my Reawe? 
Fre, I heare fome noyfe Lady, come from that oeft 
Of deach,contagion,and vnnaturail fleepe, 
A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our entents,come,come sway, 
Thy husbaod in thy bofome there lics dead: 
And Pari too:come Jie difpofe of thee, 
Among a Siflerhood of holy Nunnes : 
Stay not to queftion,for the watch is comming, 
Come,go good /aliet,] dare no longer ft sy. 
Jul. Go get thee hence,for J will notuaway, 
What's here? A cup clos’d in my true lo:cs hand? 
Poyfon I fee hath bio his timeleffe end 
O churle,drinke all?and left no friendly drop, 
Tohelpe me afcer,1 will kiffe thy lips, 
Happlie fome po yfon yer doth hang onthem, 
Tomake me die wth sreftorative. 
Thy lips are warme. 
Exter B oy and W seh e 
mach. Lead Boy,which way ¢ 
ful. Vea noife? 
Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. 
"Tisin thy theash,there ruft and lec me die Xits herfelfs. 
Bey. This js che place, 
Lh ere cheTorch Zs bere 
atch. The ground is bloody, 
Search abour the Chacha’ 
Go fome of you, who ere you find attach, 
Pirtifull (ight, here ligs che Covntte flaine, 
And Leisis bleeding warme and ocwly dead 
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Who here hath laine theferwo dayes buried. 
Go tell the Prince,runne to the Capaders, 
Raife vp the Menmtagues (ome others fcarch, 
We fee the ground whereon chefe woes do lye, 
But the crue grovad of all chefc pitcous woes, 
We cannot without ciecomftanc: defcry. 
Enter Rowse’ rmas. 
watch. Here's. Aemec’r man, 
We found him in the Churchyard. 
Ces. Hold him in fafety, till che Prince come hitbes. 
Ester Frier.and another Watchmen, 
3- Wat. Heecis a Fries nat trembles, fighes and weepe 3 
Wetooke this Mattockc anc chis Spade from him, 
Ashe was eee froun this Church-yard fide. 
Con. A great fufpition,Ray the Frier toc. 
Enter the Prince, 
Pr, Wha mifaduencure ic fo carcly vp, 
That calls our perton from our mornings reft? 
Exeter Capalet and bis wrfe. 
Cap. What fhoald it be that thiey fo thrike shroad? 
Wife. Oche people io che {treere crie Rewee. 
Some fwjet and fome Paris 20d ai} ronne 
With open ourcry toward our Monument. 
Pri. Whar fease is this which Rasues in your eares ? 
Wat. Soucraigne,here hesche Countie Paras flame, 
And Remee dead,and fait dead before, 
Warme and new kil'd, 
Prin. Search, 
Seeke,and know how,this foule murder comes. 
Wa, Here 1s a Feier,and Slaughter'd Resveas man, 
With Infliruments vpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes. 
Cap, O heauen ! 
O wife luoke how our Dangheer bleedes! 
This Dagger hath miftaioe, for loc tis houfe 
Isempty onthe backe of Afowntazue, 
Andis mifheathed in my Daughters bofome. 
wife. Ore,chis fight of death,is as 9 Bell 
That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 
Ester Mowatugue. 
Pr, Come Adeuatague, for thou art carly Vp 
To fee thy Sonne and Here now casly dowoe. 
Mem, Alas my liege,my wife is dead tonight, 
Gricfe of my Sonnes exile hach fopt her breath: 
What furcher woe confpires epsinh my age? 
Prin, Looke:and thow thale fee. 
Adesn, O thou vatzught, what manoers in is this, 
To preffe before thy Father to 2 grave ? 
Prin, Seale vp the mouth of outra ge for s while, 
Till we cancleare theic ambiguities, 
Aod koow their fpring their head, heis roe defcent, 
And then will I be general of your woes, 
Andlead you even to deathtmeane time fordess#, 
Acd let mifchance be flave to 
Bring forth che pasties of (ulpicion. 
Fri. Tam the gcesteft,eblero doe leaf, 
Yet moft fufpedted ss the time sod place 
Doth mske epainht me of this direfull murther : 
And heere | ftand both ro impeech end purge 
My (elfe condemned,and my felfe excus’d, 
Prin. Then fay ac once, wherchou dokt knew in this? 
Fri. | willbe briefe,fos my fhort dase 
Is noc fo long asis accdious tale. 
Romeo here dead, was husband to that Audet, 
And fhe there dead,chac’s Zemevs faithfull wifes 
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mastied them; and Ine marriage day 
Wes 7 ybalts Doomefdsy : whofe vnimely dessh 
Bamfh'd the new-mede Bridegroome from this Citie 3 
For whom (aad not for Tybalt) Jules pinde. 
Yeu, to remoue that hege of Greefe from her, 
Betroch’d.and woud have married her perforce 
ToCoente Paw Theo comes the to me, 
And (with wilde lookes) bid me deuile fome meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 
Or in eny Cell there would the kill hes felfe 
Then gave] her (fo Tator'd by my Art) 
A Aceping Potion, which fo rooke effe& 
As | intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death. Meanc time, ! writ to Romeo, 
That be thould hither come, as chis dyre night, 
To helpe to take her from ber botrowed grave, 
Beng the rime the Potions force fhoold ceafe. 
Buc be which bore my Letcer, Fricr /obe, 
Was ftay'd by accident ; and yeftermphs 
Retern’d my Letters backe. Then all alone, 
At the prefized houre of her waking, 
Came | co take her from her Kindreds vault, 
Meaning ro keepe hes clofely at my Cell, 
TW | conenientty could fend to Remee. 
Bac when I came (fome Minuce ere the time 
Of her awaking) heese vntimely la 
The Noble Paras, and true Remo dead. 
Shee wakes, and { intrested her come foorth, 
Aod beare chis worke of Heaven, with patience: 
Bur chen, anoyfe did fcarre me from the Tombe, 
Aad fhe (too defperate) would not go with me, 
Bat (25 1 Ceemes) did violence onher felfe. 
Ali this I know,and to the Marriage ber Nurfe is privy : 
Aad if ought m this mifcarried by my Fault, 
Let my old hfe be (acrific’d fome houre before the time, 
Varo che rigour of fesereft Law. 

Pres. We fill hauc knowne chee for a Holy men. 
Where's Renee's man ? Wha can he (ay tothis? 
Bey. i brough my Mafter newes of fulies: death, 





And 0 came from fame 
To chis fame pl ace, co this (seme Monument, 
This Lecrer he carly bid mv give his Paher, 
And chreatned me with death, going in the Vault, 
Jf 1 departed noc, and left him there 

Prev, Gwe me che Lescer,} will lonk on it 

Where is che Counties Page that rais’d the Watch? 

Sura, what made your Mafter in this place ? 

Page. He came with flowres to Atrew his Ladies gtauc, 
And bid me Mand aloofe, end fol did : 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my Maslter drew on him, 
And chen { ran away to call che Warch. 

Prin. This Lettce doth make good the Friets words, 

Ther courfe of Loue, the tydings of her death - 
And beere he writes, thae he did buy a poy fun 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and therewithall 

Came to this Vanit to dye, and lye with haha, 
Where be thefe Enemies? Capalet, Aowerague, 
Sce whac 0 fcourge 13 lade vpon your hate, 
Thac Heauen finds meanes co kill your ioves with Lowe $ 
And I, for winking ac your difcords too, 
Have loft a brace of Kinfmen. All sre pumth’d. 

Cap. © Brother Droamrag we, give me thy hand, 
This is my Daughters ioyniure, for no mose 
Can I demand. 

Mes Buc I can crue thee more - 

For I will eaife her Statue in pure Gold, 

Thac whiles Verona by thst name 1s knowne, 
There thall no figure at chae Rare be fer, 
Asthat of Truc and Faithfull Jefe. 

Cap Atrich thall Romses by his Lady ly, 
Poore (acrifices of our enrmty. 

Prow. A gloorung peace this morning with ie brings 
The Sunne be ease a not thew hiek head g : 
Go hence, to have more calke of chefe (ad things, 

Some fhail be pardon d, and fome punifbed 
For never was a Score of more Wo, 
Then this of /a/et, and her Remes. 

Gg 


Eevwet aumes 
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eAtus Primus. Scens Prima. 


Sree Pert, Pamter, Ieveler, Merchant and Afereer, One mighe interpret. 
as fener ab deores. Pase. Jt138 preety mocking of che life: 
Heese isa touch : It good? - 


Peet. . Poor. | will fay of st, 
dsy Srv. It Tucors Nature, Arcificiall rife 
Pats, Lam zied y‘are well. Lives wn thefe coutches, livelier then life. 
Pon. | \aue not feene you long, how goes 
the World ? Excer cevtaret Senaters, 
Pam. Ic weares fic, as it growes, Paia, How this Lord 1s followed, 
Poot. J chac’s well knowne : Poet. The Senators of Athens, heppy men. 
Bur what particular Rarity? What firenge, Pem. Looke moe. 
Which manifold record not matches : fee Po. You fee this confluence,this greac hood of vificer 
Magicke of Bounty, all chefe fpirits thy power T have in this rough worke, fhap’d out aman 
Hash coniur’d to accend, Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugege 
3 know the Merchant. Withempleft encerrainmmenc . My free deife 
Pain. [know chem borh: chochers 8 leweller. Halts not pareicularly, but moues it felfe 
Mer. O tisa worthy Lord. In a wide Sea of wax, nolevell'd mahce 


Jew. Nay thar's mol ize. Infeéts one comme inthe courfe J hold, 
Ma. Amoft incompsrable men, breath'dasit were, | Bur flies an Eagle flighr, bold, and forth on, 


To an votyreable and conunuste goodielfe :° Leaving no Tall behinde. 
He paffes. Pam. How hall | vaderftand you? 
few. | hauea lewell heere. Pees, J will vnboul: to you. 
Mer. O pray lec’s fee's. For the Lord Tsuen ,fir ? You fee how all Conditions, how all Mindes, 


lewd. Ifhe will couch che eftimace. Buc for thar=- =| As well of glib and flipp'ry Creatures, a0 
Poo, When we for recompence hawe prais'd che vild, | Of Crave and auftere qualitie, tender downe 


Ic fheines the glory in that heppy Verfe, Theic feruices to Lotd Tanson : his lerge Portune, 

Which aptly fings the good. Veoe his good and grscious Nature hanging, 
Me. ‘Tiss good forme. Subdues snd properties to his loue snd cendance 
fewel. And rich : heese is 3 Water looke ye. All forts of hearts; yee, from the glaffe-fac'd Flecterer 


Pass, You are capt fir, tofome worke, fomeDedice- | To Apemactns, chac few things loves becter 
tion cothe great Loed. Then co abhorre himfelfe ; even hee drops downe 


Peer, Aching flips idlely from me. The knee before him, and recurnes in peace 
Our Poehte is as s Gowne, which vies Moft rich in Trmons nod. 
From whence ‘tis nouriths : che fire i'th Fline Pain. Ufaw chem {peake together. 
Shewes not, till it be Arooke : our gencle flame Poet. Sit, have pon a high and plesfane hill 
Provokes it feife, and like the curranc Ayes Feign’d Fortune co be thron‘d, 
Each bound ie chafes, What have you there? The Bafe o'th"Mounc 
Pew, A Pidture fir: when comes your Bookeferth? —_| Is renk’d with all deferts, all kinde of Nacures 
Peer. Vpon the heeles of my prefentement fir. That labour 09 the bofome of this Sphere, 
Let's fee your peece. To propagete their Rates ; among’ them all, 
Pam. “Tis3 good eee Whole oe on “ ae ree fizt, 
Peet. So'cis, this comes off well,sad excellence. One do J onsce of Lord Trans trame, 
Par indirene Whom Fortune with her luory hand wafts to ber, 
Pees. Adrmtable: How this grace Whole prefent grece, to prefens flawes and feruents 
sl eal his owne ftending : what s mentall power Tranflates his Rivals, 
1 eye thdotes forth? How bigge imeginer:0o Pan. 'Ti9 conceyu'd, to fcope : 
Moves im this Lip, to th'dumbnefie of the geflure, This Throne chis Fastune,and this Hill me mu 









Bowing his head agamff the feepy Moune 


To chanbde his happineffe, would be well expreft 
Ja ov: Condition, 


Poet. Nay Sir, bur heace me on : 
All chofe which were brs Fellowes bat of lace, 
Some berces then his valew ; onthe momenc 
Follow his Arides, his Lobbies fill with cendance, 
Raine Sactificiall whifpesings ia his eere, 
Make Secced even his Avie. ead chrough bim 
Demke the free Ayse. 









Pam. f , what of thefe ? 
Post. Wher Bortwoe w hee fhife and change of mood 
ences downe her late beloued ; all his Dependents 
hich labour d after ham to che Mountames top, 
Euen on thew knees and hand, let him fir downe, 
Nor onc accompanying his decliaing foot. 
Pas. T13 Common: 
Athoufand morall Pasnings I can fhew, 
Thac fhail demonftrace thefe quiche blowes of Fostuncs, 
More pregnanily chen words. Yet you do well, 
To thew Lord Trmee, chac meane eyes haue feene 
The feos abouc the head, 












Tremposs found. 
Ester Lord Tawen, adds cffieg bimfelfe curtoonfly 
teocuery Sacer, 


Trm. Imprifon'dis he, fey you ? 

CMe. Imy good Lord, Quy Talents ishis debt, 
His meanes floc, bes Credstors moft rane: 
Your Honourable Letcer he defires 
To thofe have thuc lim vp, which failing, 

Periods his comfort, 
Tre. Noble Ventsdian well: 
Lam noc of chac Feather, co Meke off 
My Friend when he muft neede me. Ido know him 
A Gencleman,thac well deferves shelpe, 
Which he thall haue. Ile pay che debt, snd free bie. 
Mel. Your Lordthip ewer bindes nm. 
Trem. Commend me tohim,! wiil fend his ranfome, 
Aod being enfranchised bid hun come to me ; 
‘Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, 
But tofupport him after. Fare you well. 

264. Ail bappineffe to your Honor. 


Oldm. Lord Tanes.hesre me {peake. 
Tem, Freely good Fether. 
Olds. Thoo haft s Seruanc aam'd Lucoban. 
Tim, Theue fo; What ofhim? 
Oldm. Moft Noble Timex, call che man before thee. 
Tom. Accends he heere, or no? Lacriia. 
Lec Heere at your Lordthips feruice. 
Olds, This Fellow heere,L. Time, this thy Creature, 
By 2A frequents my howfe. [amaman 
Thac ftom my ficlt hawe beene inclin'd to thrift, 
And my cflace deferwes an Heyre more reia’d, 
Then one which holds a Treacher. 
Tom, Well: whae furcher? 
Old. One ouehy Daughcer hewe I, no Kin elle, 
On whore I may conferse what [ hsae got : 
The Maids fasre,a th'youngeft tor 3 Bride, 
And Ihave bred hee at my deeseft coft 
in Qualntes ofthe belt, This man of thine 
Attempts her lows : I prythee (Noble Lord) 































imon of 


With eae men becken'd from che refi below, | Toyne wich meto forbid him ber refort, 


Gentle Apermacisn. 








My felfe have (poke in vaine. 
Tum. The man is honef. 
Oldw, Therefore he vill be Times, 
His honefty rewards hum in 1x felfe, 
Te cult noc beare my Daugtner, 
Nia. Does the love him? 
Oldm. She is yong and apr : 
Our owne prec paffions do inftreA vs 
What leunties in youth. 
Tem. Lowe you the Maid? 
Lac. } 7 good Lord, sad the sccepis of ix. 
Oldm. Ifin 


her Marnage my confent be miffing, 
I cali che Gods to witneffe, 1 will choofe 


Mine heyte from forth che Beg gers of che world, 
And difpofleffe her all. F 

Tim. How hall the be endowed, 
If fhe be mated with an equall Husband? 

Oldm. Three Talents on the prefens ; in fucure, all. 

Tew. This Gencleman of mine 
Hoch fere’d me long : 

To buitd his Fortune, J will Araine sliale, 
For tis aBondin men. Gwe him thy Daughter, 
Whoet you bellow, inhum Ile counserpoize, 
And make bun wagh with her. 

Oldw. MoftNobdle Lord, 
Powne me co this your Honour, the is his, 

Tim My handtochee, 
Mine Honows on my promile. 

Lac. Humbly I chanke your Lordthip, neuer mey 
That face or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
Whach is not owed to you. 

Poet, Vewchlafe my Labour, 

And long hue your Lordthip. 

Tum. Uchanke you,you thall hesre from me anon : 
Go not away. What haue you there, my Freend ? 

Pare. Apeece of Painting which J do beteech 
Your Lor dthip co accept. 

Tim. Pawamng is welcome. 
The Painting 13 almoft the Neturall man: 
For fince Difhhonor Trofickes with mans Nature, 
He is bus out -fide : Thefe Penfil'd Figures ate 
Buen fuch os they give ou. [like your werke, 
And you thall finde [ikem ; Waste acceadance 
Till you heace further from me. 

Pais. The Gods preferve ye. 

Tim. Weil fere you Genclemsn : give me your band. 
We muff aceds dine together: fir yous Tewel 
Hath feffered under praife. 

lewel. What Lacd, difpeaife? 
Tom. A meere faciety of Commendations, 
I€1 Chowld pay you for’s 88 ‘t1s extold, 
Ic would wnclew me quite. 

Iewel, My Lord, "cis rated 
As thofe which fell would give : but you well know, 
Things of hike valew differing in che Owners, 
Are prized by their Mafters. Belecu't deese Lord, 
Youmend che Lewell by the wearing ic. 

Tim. Weil mock'd. Enter as. 

ater. No my good Lord.he fpeskes } common toong 
Which all men (peake with hia. 

Tim, Looke who corwes heere, will you be chid? 

Towel. Wee'l bease with your Lor 

Mer. Hee'l fpere none. 

Tm. Good motrow to thee, 


Exe 
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Timon g 


cA thens. 


Ape, Till be gentle, Gay chou for thy good morrow. All of Compenionfh 


Wien thou art Timent doggesand thefe Knsees honefl. 


Tim. Why doft thou call chem Knaves, thou koow’tt 


chem nox. 

Ape. Art they not Athenisns ? 

Tim. Yes. ; 

Apt. Then I repent not. 

lew. Youknow me, “* ane ? 

Ape. Thou know ft I do, } cslf’d chee by thy nate. 

Tom. Thou art proud Apemanten ? 

Ape. Of nothing fo much,es thas I em not like Temes 

Zim. Whether art gong ; 

Ape. Toknockeout an Achenians brajnes. 

Tim, That's 2 deed thoo’t dye for. 

. Right,ifdoing nothin be death by ch’Law. 

Tim. How lik'R thou this picture Apemantes? 

The beft,for the innocence. 

Tim, Wrougly he not well thac painted ie, 

Ape. He wrooght better chat made the Paimer, and 
yce he’s but a filthy peece of woske. 

Pain, Y'ares Dogge. 

Ape, Thy Morhersofmy generation : whac's the,tf1 
bes Dogge? 

Tas. Wilt dine with me Apemanter? 

Ape. No: Leate not Lords, 

Tes. And thou thould’ft,choud'ft snger Ladies. 

Ape. O they cate Lords 5 
So they come by great bellies. 

Tim. That's lafcinious spprehenfon. 

Ape. So, thou spprehend’ht it, 

Take it for thy labour. 

Tim. How doft thou like this Tewell, Apenvanten? 

Ape. Not fo well as plain-dealing which wil noc caft 
aman a Doit, 

Tim. What doft chou chinke ‘tis worth? 

Ap. Not worth my chinking. 

How now Poet? 

Post, How now Philofopher ? 

Ape. Thos lyett. 

Poets oe hot one? 

. Yer. 

fee. Then I lye nor. 

Ape. Arenota Poet? 

Pest. Yet. 

Ape. Then thou lyeft : 
ooke in thy laft worke, where chon haf fegin’d him a 
wertby Fellow. 

Peet. That's not feign’d, heis fo. 

Ape. Yesheis worthy of chee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour. He chat lowes to be flartered,is worthy o'th flac- 
terer. Heauens,that I were a Lord, 

Tim, What wouldft do then sar? 

Ape. E'ne as Apemant docs vow, hate a Lord with 
any heart. 

Tim. What chy felfe? 

Ape. I. 

Tim. Wherefore? 

Ape. That I had 00 angry wis to be a Lord. 

Art noc thou a Merchsns ? 

Mer. | Apemant ut. 

Ape, Traffick confound thee, ifthe Gods willaoe, 

Mer. lf Trafficke dost, the Gods do it, 

Ape. Traffickes thy God, & thy God confound chee. 

Trumpet fonnds. Enter a Meffenger. 

Tim, What Trompets that ¢ 

Alef. Tis Alcibiades and fome cwency Horfe 





hit a 
om. Pray encerta them puide 
Veoh edad wiiae vesaree apa 
ie ies ee Ye tees Semen Core 
me this peece, J am loyfull of your fights, 
Eero Aletbiades with the reff 
Mol welcome Sir. 


fe Ps 
thefe {weer Knaues, andell this Costefie. The firsine of 
sad : 


your 
Tim t welcome Sir: 


Ere we depatt, t hares bouneeous time 
Io differen pleafaces. : 
Emad, 


Pray you let vs in. 

bed What tove st hated 

2. time 3 day ist 

Ape. Time tobe hoot. . : 

1 Thet time ferves fill. 

Ape. The mof sccurfed thoa thet fill omnieft ix. 

yu ee: going ip richard oon 
. tte fee meace hil Knauet,and Wine hest fooles 

3 she doar farthee well. or = 

Ape. Thou.art a Foole co bid me farewell rwice, 

8 ? 


fe Sor 
Ape. Should’ft have kept oncto thy felfe, for I meane 
to givethee none. 

2H felfe. 


thy 
Ape. No 1 will do nothing at thy bidding s 
Makethy requefts to thy Friend. " 
3 Away vnpeaceable Dogge, 
Or Ile fpurne thee hence. 
a I will Oye like a dogge, che beeles ativaffe, 
1 Hee’s oppolse co humenicy. 
Comes thall we in, 
And tate Lord Tawens bountie : he out-goes 
The verie heart of kindneffe. 

3 He ie out: Pitas the God of Gold 
le bac his Steward: no meede but he repayes 
Seuen-fold ebove it lee : No guift tohim, 

But breeds the giver a recurne: 
All vfe of quictence. 
1 The Noble mindehe carries, 
Thareuer gouern’d man. 
a Long mey he liveinForcunes. Shall we ln? 


Ile keepe you Company. 
Frobezes Playing lovd Mafick. 

A great B. ore’d en: and thea, Enter Lord Ti.non, the 
ee a ‘Leeds, Pentigias which T immen re- 
desu d feos prifon, Then comes ing afser all Ape. 
wanes difeootensedly like biasfelfe, 


Veetig. Moft honoured Tian, 
Ic hath pless'd the Gods to remernber ary Fathers age, 
Aad call hin co long : 
He is gone has left merich: 
Then, as in gratefull Verrve J am bound 
To your free heart, I do returne thole Talents 
Doubled with chenkes and ferice, from whoft beipe 
I deriu'd libertie. 

Tan. O by nomesnes, 
Honeft entegivs : You miftake my loue, 
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I gene ie freely ewer, and cher’snone Aichiedes, you hearts in the field now. 
traely (ay he gives, if he recetwes: Mia, My hess is ewer at yous fervice my Lord. 
If our beccers play et char game, we muft not dare Tim. Youhedrather be aa beeskefall of Enemies, 
To tanizaee them : frulcs chax are rich are faire. then 2 dinner ef Friends. 
Vrs. ANoble fpirit. Als, Sorhey cites: era Lord there’s no 
TiaNey my Lords, wes bue deuis'd ot Ge | mest like ’em,! could with my beft friend at fauch aFesft. 
To fers plofle on faync welcomes, Aper, Would ali chofe Flatt erere were thine Enernies 
Recaming forry ere'tis fhowses then, chee rhea chou might’ kill ‘cas ; & bid me co ‘em. 
Bat where there istrue fnendfhip,thereaceds nene. 8. Lord. Mighe peiprsgicir ian gual my Lord, 
Pray Ge,more welcome are yc to my Fortunes, chat you would once vfe oor hearts, y we might 
Then ey Fortunes to me. expreffe (ome past of our zeales, we fheald chinke our 
a. Lord, My Lord, we alwaies have confell ic, felucs for ever perfed. 
par, Ho bo, confeft ix! Handg’d i ? Hast yos nos! Taam, Oh no doubt my good Friends, but the Gods 
Tian. O Apermoct us you are welcome. themfeloes hsue prowided hac I thall have much helpe 
per. No: You thai) not make me welcome: from you: how bad you beene my Friends elfe. Why 
I come to hate thee thraft me out of doores. hane yoo thas chaticsble title fiom thoulsnds ? Did aor 
. Th. Fie, th’art a chusle, ye have got a bumous there | you chiefely belong to my heare? 1 hsue told more of 
Does not become a man, ‘tis much too blames yoa comy felfe, thea you cen with modeflic fpeake in 
They fay ory Lords Jrefurer brents off, your owne behelfe. Aad thus farre | confirme you. Oh 
Buc man is verie sngrie. youGods(thinke I, whet need we have any I rien day of 
Go,Jec him haue « Table by himfelfe : we thould nere have need of ern? They were the moft 
For he does neither sffe& compenic, Neediefic Creatures lining; fhould we nere baue vfe for 
ee -_ had ? And Par ey bing fweete lnQruments 
» Let me fisyat thine Time, g vp in Cafesnzhac keepes there founds co cthem- 
fom to x as retains on’. felves, Why Ihave often with: my felfe poorer, chet 


Tim. take no heede of thee : Th’stt 20 drhenien, | I might come neeser to you : we are borne co do benc- 

welcome :1 ory felfe would haec no power, | fits. And what better or properer can we call our owne, 

prythec les my maeate make chee filenc. then the riches of our Friends ?Oh what a prerious com- 

Me rb I fcome chy meare, ‘twould choske me : for I fort ‘ts, tohaue fo many like Broshers commending 

nere flertes thee. Oh you Gods! What anumber | one anothers Forcunes. Oh ioyes, c’ne made away er't 

of acn ents Timen, and he fees ‘emnot ? It greenes me | canbe borne : minc cies cannot hold ous waterme thinks. 
to fee fo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and | to forget their Faults, I drinke co yos. 


all che madoeffeis,he checres chem ¢p too, etyer. Thou weep ft to make them drinke, Times, 

T wonder men dere tuft chem{elees with men. a.Lerd. loy had che like conception in ov: ees, 
Me thinks they (hould enaite thea: without knives, And at cbac inflanc, hhe a babe Sprung vp. 

Good for chere meate,and fafer for their lives, Aper. Ho.ho: | leeghto thinke that bebe a bafard 


















There's auach example for't,che fellow that fits next bint, 2. Lord. Ipromife youmy Lord you mou'dme mach. 
tow parts bread with him, pledges she bresth of him ia Aper. Much. 

2 diuided draeghe : is che readief mato killhim. ‘Tas . 

beene proved, if I weres huge man Jfhould feare to Sound Tecket. Enter the Mackgrs of Amacon: with 


drioke.at measles, leaft chey thoeld {pre mywind-pig es Lanes in thew band: dasmectog and playsog, 
dengerous noates,gren men (bould driake with haraall . rae 
on theis throeces, Tim. Whar meanes thet Trumpe? How now ¢ 
age pbs in heart : and let the healch goround. 
2. Let i flow this wey my good Lord, Enter Sernant. 
Aper . Flow chie way? A brave fellow. He keepes his Ser. Plesfe you my Lord, there are cestaine Ladies 
ddes well, chofe will aneke thee and shy Rate | oft defiroes of admittance. 
leoke il! , Times, Tims. Ladies? what are thei with ? 


Heere’s that which is too weake co bea finoer, Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner my Lord, 
Hoaeft water, which nere left man ith'ovire : which beares that office,ro fignife their pleafures. 
“This and my food are equals, there's no ods, 2am I pray tet chem be admitted. 
Feafts are 10 proud to giue thinks to che Gods, 


Easer Cupid with the Marks of Ladies. 
Apermaxt @ GTA 
femiiGddeasa an Cop. Haileto thee worshy Timew and to all that of 
L pray for no man bax wy felfe, bis Bounties coftesthe fiue beft Sencess chnowledge chee 
Grama I may newer prens fo fond, theis Patron,andcome freely co gratulate chy plentious 
Totroff san on his Oath or Bead. bofome. 
Or a Harles for her eo There tefi,couch all pleas’d fromthy Table rife: 
Or « Dog ge that pias im They onely now come but co Feefi thine ees. 
Ove wit my freedome, Time. rie ecco sll, lect ‘entheuekiad admic. 
Or ony fre 1 foould eved'em, tance.Muficke make their welcome. 
Amen. Se fab tec's : Luc. You (ee my Lord, how apie y'sre belon’d. 
Alon good may coca iowa Sa foeepe of rnine comb 
h ich thy good hearer 8 ta fweepe of vanicie comes this way, 
Te Cisuian: os They dauace? They sse madwomen, 
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Like Madnelt is the glory of this bife, 

As this fhewes co a little oyle and rooee. 

We our feluesFooles, to difport ous 

And [pend oar Flacteries, co drinke thofe men, 

Vpon whole Age we voyde x vp ages 

Wh Spight end Easy. 

Who dyer’ thar ben ferns ) grees 

8 DOt,one to their 

Of their Friends guift : 

ary feare, ep eaaags dence spol deal 
one vpon me: Tas 3 

Acs fia chew dose scans Gots Sues 


The Lords Table with much adeving of Times, and 
a eee bt te fogs ont an Amazon eed all 
Dance, sare with women, a lofuse fraine ow twe to the 


Hebeyes, end ceafe. 


Tiss, You have done oar pleafures 
Much grace (faire Ladies) 
Set s faire on our entertainment, 
Which waenot halfe fo beautifull, and kinde ; 
You haue added worth vnro0"t, and lufter, 
And entertain'd me with mine owne device. 
Iam cothanke you for't. 
1 Lord, My Lord you take vs even at the bef. 
Aper Faith for the wortt is filchy, and would not bold 
taking, I doubr me. 
Tim. Ladies there is an idle banquet attends you, 
Pleafe you co difpofe your felves. 
AE La. Moft thankfullyymy Lord. frenat. 
Tm. Fleumn, 
Fla. My Lord. 
Tim. liccle Casket bring me hither. 
Fle. Yes,my Lord, More lewels yet? 
There is 90 croffing him in's humor, 
Eife I fhould cell him well, yfaich I fhould ; 
When all's fpenc, hee'ld be croft then,sad he could . 
‘Tis pitty Bounty had oot eyes behinde, 
That man mighe ne're be wretched for bis minde, Exe. 


1 Lord. Where be ous men? 
Ser. Heere my Lord, in readmeffe. 
+ Lord. Our Horfes. 


Tim. Omy Friends: 
Thaue one word co fay te you: Looke you, my good L. 
I onuft intrest you honour me fo much, 
Asto sduance this lewell accept it,and weare Ie, 
Kinde my Lord. 
sLord. 1 am fo farse already in your guilts. 
AL Soare weall. 


wter a Seruant. 
Ser. My Lord, there are certaine Nobles of the Senate 
pewly alighted, and come co wilit yous 
7 om. Frey ase fairely welcome. 


Enter Flavius. 
Fla. Ubefeech yout Honor, vouch{afe mea word, ie 
docs concerne you neere. 
Tem. Neere 2? why chen another time Ile heare chee. 
I prythee let's be provided co thew chem entertasnment, 
Fis. lfearle know how. 


Exter anetber Seruast, 
Ser, May it pleafe 1 eee 
(Ootof his free loue) heth prefented to you 


Foure Milke-whue Horfes, teaptio Siler. 
Tiss. 1 Chall accepe chet fairely ‘tet che 
Beoworthily encercatn'd, 


Timon of eA thens. 


5 6 nerd Seraatt, 
How d-sigd Sods aes oo: 
3 - e a chet honourable Genie. 
ic tged asda cca your to morrow, 


to bane with him, and ha's fent your Hentiowr two brace 
shounds. 


Tia. ile hone with hom, ; 
And let chem be recelu'd, noe without feice Reward. 
Pla, What will this come to? 
Gidea pomp pd iden Shed al ot alee and 
3 


all out of an 
Nor will be know his buste.or yeeld me this, 


That wha he {peaks is all in debt, he ows for cu'ry werd: 
He is fo kiade,that he now payes intereft fort; ~ 
His L puttocheis Bookes. Well, would J <= +12 
Gemly put out of Office, before! were fose’dr i- 
Happier is he chat has 00 friend to feede, 
Then fach that do e’ne Enemies exceedes 
I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim. You do yous lelues much wrong, 
You bate roo much of your owne meries, 
Heere my Lord, trifle of oer Lowe. 

2 Lord, With more then common thankes 

I will receyue it. 

3.Lerd. Obe's the very foule of Bounty 

Tas. Andoow I remember my Lord,you gaue good 
words the other day of a Bay Cousfer] rod on. Tis yours 
becaufe you tik'd it. 

1.L.Oh, lbefeech you pardon mee, my Lord, in chet. 

Tim. You mey take my word my Lord : [know oe 
man can wftly prar(e, bur what he does effe@. I 
my Friends affeCtion wich mine owne: Ile tell you true, 
He callro you. 

Ali Ler. Onone fo welcome. 

Tim I cake all, and your feverall vifitations 
Se kinde co heart, ‘tis nos enough to gree. 
Me thinkes, I could deale Ki jones to ny Friends, 
And vere be wearie. “Miibieds, 
Thou art a Soldiour, therefore hldome rich, 
1s comes in Charitie co thee : for ofl thy living 
Is mong‘ft the dead : and all the Lands chouhaft 
Lye in a pitche field. 

Alc, 1, defil'd Land my Lord. 

1.Lerd. We are fo verruogfly bound. 

Ti. And fo am I to you. 

a.Lerd, So infinteely endeer'd. 

Tim, Allroyos. Lights.more Lights. 

1 Lord. The beft of Happines Honor, and Fortunes 
Keepe with you Lord Timees. 

Tim, Ready for his Friends. Exeent Lords 

Aper. What scoiles here, feraing ofbeckes,and ax- 

ting out ofburnmes. [doubt whether ches Legges be 
worth che fummes that are given for ‘em. 
Friendthips full of dregges, 
Me thinkes falfe heatts,fhould never have found legges. 
Thas honeft Fooles lay out theic wealth on Curthes. 

Tam. Now wa(if thoa wert not fallen) 

I would be tochee, 

Ape. No, Ile nothing ; for if I fhould be brib’d roo, 
there would be nane left to raile vponthee and then thow 
wouldft fince the fafter. Thou giv lo jong Tawm (1 
feare me) thou pA sway thy (eifein paper thortly. 
What needs thefe Fesfts, pomrpes, sod Vaine-glerses? 


ix 


Tm. 












































T tmeon of 


Tos. Ney aad you begin ve calle on Secietie once, [ 
am fworne not to g10¢ regard to yeu. Farewell,fx come 
with bereer Muficke. Suis 

Ape. So: Thou wilt noe beare meenew, thew fhek 
notthen. Ue locke thy heeven from chess 
Oh chat mens eases fhould be 
To Counfell deafe, but not to Flassesie. 


Eater « Senator. 

Sen, And \ate fiue thoufand : co Marve and to [fdere 
He owes nine thoufand, befides my former fame, 
Whee ak ee Bee Oey Stull in moton 
Of raging wafte! J¢ cennot bold, it will not. 

If t weat Gold, Reale bot a beggers Dogge, 
And give it Téwew, vehy the Dogge coines Gold 
If 1 would fell my Horfe,snd buy cwemy moe 
Becter then be; why giec my Horfe co 

Asks acthing. gies 0 tara: i Fotesiae ftraighs 
And able Horfes : No Porter as bis gate, 

Buc recher one that (miles,end fill tauices 

AD chat paffe by. Ic cannot hold, no reafon 
Con found his face in (shery. Capba hos, 


i Gy. 
ee Eater Caphas. 
Ce. Heere fie,whatis your pleafure. 
Sea, Geron closke,& heft yeu to Lord Tie, 
5 tue for my Moneyes, be not ceaft 
With flighs deniall ; nor chen filene’d, when 
Commend me to your Mafter and the Cap 
Playes in che right band, thus : bur cell bum, 
My Vics cry co me ; Imuft feree my curne 
Our of mine owne, his and times are paft, 
Aad my reliances on bis fraGed daces 
Hevwe (mix cay credit. I loue,and honour him, 
Buc moft not breake my backe, co heale his finger. 
leamediare are my needs, and my releefe 
Malt nox be coft end turn'd ro me in words, 
Bat finde {upply immediace. Get you gone, 
Pat ona moft importunace sfped, 
A vifage of demand : for I do feare 
When every Feather ftickes in his owne wing, 
Lord Tsmon will be left anaked gull, 
Which flathes now a Phornix, get yougone. © 
Ca. I go fis. 
Sew. I gofc? 
Take the Bonds slong wich you, 
And bawe the dares in. Come. 
Ca. 1 will Sux. 
Se. Go. 


Ester Steward wish enany biltes tn bis band. 
Stow. No cate,no ftop, (o fenfeleffe of expeace, 
he will neither know how to mantaine st, 
or ceafe his flow of Riot. Takes no sccompe 
How chings go from him, aor refume no care 
Of what isto continue: neuer minde, 
Waste be fo vawile, tobe fo kinde. 
pat fhall be done, be will not beare, till feele: 
I mult be round with him, now he comes from hunting, 


¢,fie,fiefie. 


Eater Capbis, [dove and Uearve. 
Cap. Good euen Mare : what, you come for money? 
Ver. Ie'tnot your bu €roo”¢ 
Cap. Itis,end yours too, /fdere? 
ifid. \013 fo, ce 


Sue 


Exeame 


Laseies 


How does your Miftris? 
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Cap. Weeld we were all difcharg’d, 


Var. i feare ic, 
Cap. Hoere comes the Lord. 


Baser Timsen pad bis Traine, 
Th. $e foone as dinners done, wee'l forth agsine 
My Alcibiades. With me, what is your will? 
Cap. My Lord,heere 8 note of certaine dees, 


Tim, Dues? w are you? 
Cap. Of Athens heere,ny Lord. 
Lap. Pheale hous Lavdihipyoo hac off 
Cap. Pleale ik your me 
Ca ths Gacsslhaon ace dayes pees 
My Mafter is aa beat Oceafion, 
To call is owne, and humbly 
Thas your ether Noble parti yen! ieices 
lo gining hum his ri 
Tim. Mine Friend, 


I prycthee but cepasce to me next ; 
Ce Noy. geod my Lord. oe 
Tim, Containe chy [elfe, good Friend, 
Var. One Varrees » my good Lord. 
[fd From ifdere,be humbly prayes your (peedy pry- 


ment, 
Cap. Ifyou did kaow my Lord,my Maflers wants. 
Var. Twas dae on forfeysute my Lord fize week 
end pelt. 


Am fen expreffely co your Lordthip. 


I do befeech you good my Lords keepe on, 
Ile waite vpon you inBantly. Come hither . pray you 
How goes che world, that I sm chus encountred 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And che detention of long fince due debts 
Ageinft "a Honor? 
Stew. Pleafe you Gentlemen, 
The time 1s vnagreeable co this bufineffe: 
Your importonacie ceafe, till sfter dinner, 
Thac I may make his Lordthip vnderftand 
Wherefore you sre aot paid. 
Tim. Do fo my Friends fee them well entertain’. 
Stew, Pray draw neere. axis. 


Enter Apemanten and Fools. 

Caph. Scay,Ray, here comes the Foole with 4; 
cms, let's ha fome {pore with ‘em, 

Var. os hins,hee'l ebufe vs, 

Ifd, A plaguc vpon him e. 

Var. How fi Foole? “ss 

Ape. Doh Dialogue with thy fhadow ? 

Var. \{peake soets thee: a 

a No ‘tis to thy felfe. Come at 

Jf. There's che Foole bangs on your backe already. 

Ape. No chou Rand’ft fingle, th’art not on him yet, 

C=. pleas es ees now f 

Ape. He le ask’ ton, Poore R and 
Viurers men, Baude beaeca end wae 

Al. What sre we Apemantan ? 

4p. Aes. : 

a. Why? 

—— That you ask me whet you are, & do not know 
yous felues. Speake cq ‘em Foole, 

Fesle. How do you Gentlemen? 

All, Gramercies good Foole : 
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Fools. She's e'ne fecting on water co feal’d {uch Chic- 
kens as you sre. Woold we could fee you at Coriath, 
Age. Good, Gramercy. 


Enter Page. 

Fede. Looke you, heere comes my Mafters Psge. 
Page. Why haw now Captaine? what do you in this 
wife Compsny. . 
How dot thou Apersnan ta? 

Ape. Would U had a Rod in my mouth, thac ] might 
5 

Bey. Pryt mant ms reade me ¢ ; 
o0 of chefe ac ikea not which is which. 

Ape. Cant not read? 


Pege No. 
ps There will licle Learning dye chen chse day thou 
arc hang'’d. This ic to Lord Timon, chisto Alcibsades.Go 
thou was’e borne a Bafisrd, and thou'’t dye a Bawd. 
Page. Thou was's whelpca Dogge, and chou thale 
femith a Dogges death. 
An(wer not, I em gone. 
Ape. Ene fothou oat-runt Grace, 
Foole I wil go with you to Lord Tonmess, 
Feels, Willyou leave me there? 
Ape, 1f Tomen Ray ac home, 
You three ferue three Vfurers ? 
Ab. I would they fetu'd vs, 
ape. So would I: 
As good a tricke as euer Hangman feru'd Theefe. 
Feels. Are you three Vfurers men? 
All. 1 Foole. 
Feels. I chinkeno Vfurer, but ha’s 2 Foole to his Ser- 
want. My Miftrs 1s one, and Lam her Foole : whenmen 


Exit 


ceme co borrow of your Mafters, they approach fadly, 


and go away metry : but they enter my Mailers houfe 
mernily,and go sway fadly. The rvafon of this? 

War. l could render one. 

Ap. Doit then, chet we may account thee 1 Whore- 


mefer, snaKnaue, which nowwithRanding thou fhalt 


be no leffe ehleemed. 
Varve. Whatit 3 Whoremafter Foole? 


Timon of Athens. 


fures I prepofe, 


Acmuny 
Tim. 00: 


Peschance forme fingle 
When my sadifpeltion per vou backe 
And tha mapinete made your minifter 
Thus co excufe your felfe. 
i Stew, O my good Lord, 
t many times } brought in niy accompts, 
Laid them before Seti ed wasld throw chem off, 
And (sy you found them in mine honeftie, 
When for fome crifting prefent you haue bid me 
Retarne fo much, I have fhooke my head,snd wept: 
Yea *gainft th’ Auchoritie of manners,pray’d you 
To hold your hand more clofe: f did indure 
Not fildome, nor no flight cheches,when J hauc 
Prompted you in che ebbe of your eftere, 
And your great flow of debts ; my lou’d Lord, 
Though you heare now (too lace) ye nowesa time, 
The greatcht of your having, lackes a halfe, 
To pay your prefer debrs, 
Tim. Let allmy Land be fold. 
Stew. Tis all engog'd, fomc forfeyred and gone, 
And what remainetorl hardly flop the moath 
Of prefent dues; the future comes space: 
What fhall defend the interim,and at length 
How goes our rech*ning? 
Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land enead. 
Stew. Omy good Lord che world is bucs word, 
Were it all yours, to giue it inabreach, 
How quickely were it gone. ; 
Tam. You cell me true. 
Stew. if you (ufpe@ my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Call me before ch’exacteft Audicors, 
And fet me on the proofe. So the Gods bleffe me, 
When all our Offices beue beene oppreft 
With nocous Feeders,when our Vaoles have wept 
With drunken fpilth of Wine ; when egery roome 
Hath blaz‘d with Lights, andbdraid with Minttrelfe, 
I hae retyr'd me to a waftefull cocke, 
And fer mine eyes ac flow. 
© Tim. Prythee no more. 





Feele. A Foole in good cloathes, and fomeching like 
thee. ‘Tise fpint, fomeume t’appesres like a Lord forme 
time like a Lawyer, fomesime like aPhilofopher, with 


Stee. Heavens hsue J faid, the bounty of this Lord : 
How many prodigall bits have Slaves and Pezans 
This mghtenglucted : who is not Teens, 





two ftones moe then'’s arcificial) one. Hee is vesie often 
like a Knight ; and genecaily,in oll (hapes chec man goes 
vp end downe in, from fourefcore to thirteen, this {piri 
walkes in. 

Var. Thow art not aleogether a Foole: 

Feels, Nor thou sleogecher s Wife men, 
As much foolerie as I haue fo much witthou Iack’A. 

a Thas snfvecr might hsuc become Apenrenton. 

B. Alide,aGdeheere comes Lord Tones. 


Enter T coven and Steward. 


ape. Come with me(Foele come. 
Feele. 1 do nos alwayes follow Louer, elder Brother, 
eed Woman, fometime the Philosopher, 
- Stew, Prey you walkencere, 
Ue fpeake with you anon. Exot, 
Tim. You make me meruell wherefore ere this cime 
Hed younot folly tside my ftare before me, 
That I might fo have rated my expence 
As Thad leaue of meanes. 
Sicy. You would not heare me: 





=e ae 


What heart, head (word forceymeanes but is L. Taanens: 
Great Tramen, Noble, Worthy Royall 7 zane: 
Ah, when the meanes are gone, that buy this praife, 


The breath is gone whereof this praife is made: 
Feaft won, faft loft; one cloud of Winter fhowres, 
Thefe Ayes ere couche. 


Tem, Come fermon me no farther. 
No villenous beunty yet hach po my heart; 
Vowifely, nocignobly have ft given. 
Why doft chou weepe. canft thou the confciencelacke, 
Tothinke! thall locke friends :fecure thy heart, 
TFL would broach the veflels ofmy love, 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrewing, 
Men,and mens forwnes coald } frenkely vie 
AsI can bid chee fpeske. 
Ste. Afference bleffe your thoughts. 
Tim And infome fort thefe vents of mine sre crowntd, 
That ! accounc chem bleffings. For by thefe 
Shall 1 trie Friends. You (hall percewe 
How you mifteke my Fortunes; 
I am wealthie in my 8 
Within there, Flenions Se. welias? 











acer vhree Seraants. 
Se. My Lord, my Lord. 
Tre. [wil difpatch you feuccully. 
You to Lord Lasts, to Lord Lovalen you, I bented 
with his Henos wo dey; you to me, cotomend me 
sotheirlones ; and I cpp shat occsfione 
bane found ctme co vie’em toward a tupply of mony : ler 
che requeft be fifty Talents. 
Flam. As you boas (sid, my Lerd. 
Stew, Lord Lacan and Lessin ? Homb. 
1 Tas. Go you fs to che Scvetosss 
Of whom, cuce to che Seates beft heakh ; 1 beve 
Deferu’d thes Heacmng : bid ‘em (ead o'th Gant 
A thoufaad Tadents co ruc. 
Se, Ibawe bcene bold ; 
thet I knew x cis molt generel] w 
ghar vie your Signet,snd your hee 
Bec they do fhake cheis heads, and | am heese 
No ncher in revarne, 
Tas. 1fc crue Can't be? 
Seng, They snfwer in a ioyne and corporate voices 
That cow they are ac fall, wane Treacure cannot 


Do what they would, are forric : you are Honoerable, 
Bas yet they could have witht, they know not, 
Someching bach beene emiffe ; s Noble Nacore 


May catch a wreoch ; would ali were well s tts pitty, 
Aad foi others ferioas macters, 
After diftaflefull lookes ; and thefe hard Fractions 
With certaloe halfe-caps end cold mowing nods, 
They froze me into Silcace. 
Tam. You Gods rewasd them : 
ean looke cheerely. Thefe old Fellowes 


Have sheis ingracivade in them Hereditsry 2 
gear pride Gita fb 
Tis lecke of hindcly warnmh, they arc not ktode 5 
And Nacure,as it growesageine coward earth, 
Is falbion‘d fos the iowrney dull and besay. 
Go to Westeddems (prychee be nos fad, 
Thou art truc,aad honeft ; Ingenioolly I fpeske, 
No blame belonge to thee : ) Hewttddsas lately 
Banned bis Father, by whofe death bee's ftepp'd 
Into « greac efiste ; When he was 
lnpsifon'd, and un {carfitie of Friends, 
I cleer’d him wich fiue Talencs : Greet hem from me, 
Bed ho wppofe, fome oecets 
Tosckntke Orcas cheer. we remembred 
With chofe fine Talents ; thet hed, gtse’t thele Frilowes 
Towhom ‘tis inflam duc. Neu’s fpeake,or vbinke, 
Thee 7 sasces fortunes‘ bis Friends can finke. 

Stew. | would | could not chinks ix: 
Thee thoughs is Bouoties Foe ; 
Being free ic feife, ic chiokes all ochers fo. Exams 


F leminson sc a a ged Mafer, 


Ser.T bene sold my Lord of you, he is comming dowa 
80 Fotl.e 


Ser. Heere’s my Lovd. 
Lac. Onc of Lord Timea: men? A GeiftT warrent. 
Why des hice cight : 1 dreamps of 9 Siluer Bafon & Ewre 
tomght Flames, boncht Flaswnins, you ate verie re- 
Goucly welcome fiz. Fillme (ome Wine. And how 
thar Honow able, Compleate,Free-hearted Gende- 





onof eA thens. 
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— of Achens, thy very bountiful good Lord and May. 


Flom, His heslth is well fr. 

Loe. Lemright glad chet his healchis well (ir : end 
wher heft choe there vader thy Qoske, pretty Flamerins? 

Flam. Paich, oothing bu: so anpty box Sie, which io 
wy Lords behelfe, I come to stress your Honor to fep- 
ply : who hauing greet sed mnflant occafion to vie filtic 
Tolencs, hath fent to your Lordthipeo furnifh him: no- 
thing dobting your prefenc affiftance therem, 

Lac. Le,!sJe,la :Nothing doubting fayeshee? Ales 

ood Lords Noble Gendensan ‘us, ifhe would not k 

© goods hoefe. Many a ume and often } ha din'd sta 
him, sad told him an‘r, and come agsine to fupper to him 
of perpofe, to have him [pend lefle, and yet he wold em- 
brace no counfell, sake no warning by my com-ning,eve- 
ry man has his fouls, and honefty is his. ha told him on'e, 
bur J could ncre pec him from’. 

Enter Sernant wub Wine, 
Ser. Pleafe your Lurdihip,heere 1s che Wine. 

Lac. Flowmim, Lbaacnoted chee alwayes wiles 
Recre’s tochee. 

Flam. Your Lordthip fpeskes your pleafure. 

Lac. [howe obfcrucd thee slwayes for a towerdlie 
prompt fpinct, givetheethy dae, and one that knowes 
what beloags co reafoo; andvanft vfethe time wel, ifthe 
time-v fe thee well. Good parts in thee ; pet you gone fir- 
rah. Drawnecres honeft Flam:ains. Thy Lords 3 boun- 
tifull Gentlemaa, but thou art wife, and thou know’ 
well enough (although shou com/ft tome) thet chis is no 
time co lend money, efpecially vpon tare friendfhippe 
without fecunitue. Here's three Seledares for thee, good 
Boy winke at me, sbd fay thou few} ance not. Fate thee 
well. 

Flam. 1s't pollible the world thould fo much differ, 
And we aliac chat lived ? Fly damned bafeacfe 
To him that wocthips thee. ° 

Lac. Ha? Now I fee chouart s Poole, snd fit for thy 
Mafer. Gxa L. 

_ Flam May thefe adde to the number 9 mey {cald chee: 
Let moulten Come be thy damnation, 
Thee diieafe of a friend,and not brrafetfe : 
Has triendfhip fech 2 faine and milkie heart, 
It canes in lefie then ewo nights? O you Gods | 
1 feete ary Mafters pafion. This Slewe vuto his Honor, 
Has ay Lords meste in him; 
Why Should ic theiue, and curoe co Netrimenc, 
When he is cure’dto poytoa? 
Omsy Difeafes onely woske vpon't: 
And when he's icke co deatlsJee oot chat part of Nerure 
Which my Lord for, be of eny power 
To expell Acknelfe,| ut prolong his howes. oxen. 


Eater Lucie with three frengers. 

Lauc.Who the Lord Times? He is my very good friend 
and en Honour able Gentleman, 

s We know hia for no leffe, chogh we eee bat firen- 
gees tohim. But I caa ceil you one thing my Lord, and 
which J heare from common romours now Lord Timess 
happie howres ere done and paft, and his eftzre fhriokes 
from him. 

Lacrus. Fye no, doe not beleesc it: bee cannoe want 
for money. . ; 

2, Bus beleewe you this my Lord, that not long agee, 
one of his men was with the Lord Laradlas, to borrow fo 
macy Talens, nay vrg'dexercamly for’, acta’ 

e 
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Whee vecefficy belong’ dtec't,and yet wes devy'de 

Siciea Gack Lord. 

2 cell yos, 

Lasi. Whee a firenge cule wes ches? Now before the Ner came eny of bis bounties caer me, 
Gods I se sfhem‘d cnt. Denied cher bescursbie man? | Tomerhe me for bis Friend. Yet J proreft, 


There was verte Lisle Honeur fhew'd in't. For may owns | For bissight Noble minde, Safrious Vercee, 
sets carol rsicace hen nari se Aad Honsarable ae 


like Trifles; nothing comparing tolus: yer hedhce mi- | | weuld have put avy wealth into . 
Rooks him,sed font co me, thould or'rehews denied his | And the bef helfe rolepchieerier a 
Oceafion fo many Talents. ‘Seo much | love his heart » Bu I perceive, 










Men moft learne new wich pi to difpence 
Enew Seraiiey. Fer Policy fas sbour Condien-e, : Excon 
Serail. See, by good hap yooders my Lord, I hve ; 
forex co fee his Honor. My Haner'’d Lord. Caner athird farnast wich Seupronion pnerber 
Laci, SerniGsn? ¥ ov ere kindely net Gr: Panthewell, of Timea: Frideds, 
comwncnd oe to chy Hoacurable vertuous Lord, my ver 






exquifice Friend. Samp Molt be nscds tecuble me in'’t ? : 
” Sermil May it plesle your Honour, cay Lord hath | ‘Bowe all others? = 
(ent ——— He amight hane tried Lord Laviay,or Lacalies 

Laci. Hof aber he's he fent ?1 om fo wach endeered | And now Meuredgins is wealth too, ‘= 
to thet Lord ; bee's ever fending : how fhafl J chaak him | Whom he redeem'd from pri All thefe 
chink’? choo f And what has he fen now? Owes their eftares ynto hie, 


















Serail. Hes ondly fent bis pair orar ytd 77 eee Lord, 
Lordz tequefting your Lordthip to fepply has inftant v ell bin couch’d, and found Bafe Merle 
sich eeu Teens For chey hae all denied him. 
Laced. L know his Lordthip is bee merry wish me, Samp. How? Houe they deny'de hina? 
He cannot wear fifty five bandred Talents. Hes Vontedgms and Luculie: deny'de ham, 
Serel. Bat in themesa uree he wanes lcfle my Lord. | And does he fead to me ? Three? Humh? 
If his occsGon were not vertvows, Ic thewes bar little love, or ; io hire. 
I thould nos vege it halfe fo faithfully. Mufi | be his laft Refuge ? His ike Phryficiene) 
Lac. Dok chow (peake ferioufly Serushart Thrive, gyve him ower « Moft I cake th'Curevpon me} 
Serud. V pon my foule ‘ss true Sir. Has much difgrac’d me int, Tme angry a 







Lace. What a wicked Beat was 1to disfurnith my | Thar mg hane knowne my place. | felon ae bors 

(elf aganft {och agoed tune, when [ sughs ha fhewn my | But his Occafions might have wooed me heft : ; 

felfe Honourable ? Hye valuckily « hspnedshat I fhold | Forin my conference, J was the firft man 

Purchafe the day before for s litle perc.and vndo a grest | Ther ere received guift frorm him. 

deale of Honous? Sermias, now before dhe Gods | em | And does he thinke fo backwardly of me now, 

not able co do (the more beat} (sy)I wasfendingtovfe | That lle require it aR2No: 

Lord Timew my felfe, chefe Gentlemen can witnefle ybat | Sout may prove sn Ar of Laughter 

1 woald not for the wealth of Athens I had done’t now. | To ch’reft and ‘mong’tt Lerds be thougin a Feole: 

Commend me boentifally to his Lordthip, and I | I'decasher chen the worth of chiice the umee, 

hope his Honor will conceiue the tmreft of mee, becoufe Had fent co me firft. but for my mindes {eke : 

I haac we power co be kinde. And tell him this from me, | Ide fuch a courege co dohum good. Bet now resuroe, 

J count kk one of my greaceft afBsAtions {zy chat I cannot | Aod with their fain reply, ches anfwer ioyne ; 

plesfare {ech an Honourable Gentleman. Good Sermé- Who bates mine Honor thal not know my Coyne. Ex 

ss, Will you befriend mes foferre, 030 vie mine opne Ser. Excellent: Your Lordfhips a goodly Villsin: the 

words to him ? dwell knew not what he did, when hee made man Poli- 
Ser. Yes &z,] thall. Exe Sera, | tiche :he crofled himleife by: snd I cannot chinke, bus 
Lacd. Tie looke you ow 2 good tune Seraulins . an che end, the Villames of man will fer hm cleere. How 

True as you (aid, Témen 4 thronke deede, ately thes Lord Arives co appeare fovle ¢ Takes Verte 

And he that’s oace deny/de,will herdly fpeede. Eu. | ows to be wicked: Dhe thofe, that vnder hotie er- 



























3 Doyow obferue this Hoftilim ? dem zeele, would fer whole Realenes on fire,of fech ens. 
& I,cowell. tare 1s his politike lowe, 
@ Why this is the worlds feule, The was my Lords beft hope, now all are fled 
Aad wf of che fame peece Seue onely the Gods, Now his Friends are dead, 
Is ewery Fletterers {posi ; who can call him his Friend Doores thee were ne‘re ec quainred wich cheit Wagds 
Thee dips sm che fame difh ? Fer in ny kaowing Many s bounteoes yeere, muft be imploy'd 
Tames has bio this Lords Pacher, Now to guard fure their Mafters 
Aad aept bis credic with his pes: And chis is all a liberal coure sllowes, 
Supporced his cftace, nay Tawens money Who cannos keepe bis wealth, avi keep his bhoule.fx3. 






Hes peid his men cheir wages. He oe're dsinkes, 

Buc Trmon: Silver treads vpon ins Lip, Bator Varvd's man, mecctng overs. AE T omens Credisors 00 

Aad yet, oh fee the monfroufnefie of man, wrest for bas oa, Then emer Lucius 

When be lookes out inaa vngracefull fhepe 5 aod oF 

He dees deny him (te refpect of his) Ver. man.W ell met, goodmorrow Titer & Horrrafins 
abn. 


















Timon of Athens. 


Tie. The hke to you kiade Serre, 
Hon. Lacensyubes do we mect together? 
Lact. land { chink ene bultnefic do's commend vi all, 


Wrst do you thenke che hoare ? 
", Phil, Laboonng fos Nine. 
Lesi. Soauch? 
Pal. Isnctmy Lord {cence yet? 
Lacs, Nox yee. 
Phil, | wonder ont, he was wont to thine st fesuen. 
Lact. 1, bec the dayes sre wane fhoscer wich him s 
Tou auft confider. chat a Prodigall courfe 
Is bhee the Sunnes, bus noc Iske hes reconerable, 5 feare : 
Tes decpeft Weacer in Lord Trusses purfe, that 5: One 
auy reach deepe caoegh, and yer finde litle. 
Pld. Vere of your fearc for thac. 
Ta. lke thew you how t‘oblerue 3 Arange ewent ¢ 
Your Lord (eads now tor Money? 
Alert. Uott true, he does. 
Ta. Aod he wesres lewels now of Timens gusft, 
Foe which | waste for moncy, 
Herr. is eganft my heart. 
Lace. Matke how Rraoge nt thowes, 
Tianen in this, Should pay more chen he owes + 
And e’ne asit your Lord thould weae nch Jewels, 
Aad fend for money for ‘em. 
Hert. Pore weary of thus Charge, 
The Gods con witnefle : 
thoow my Lord hach (pent of Timanr wealth, 
And now Ingretitade, mekes u worfe thee Aesith, 
Yarve. Yes .cmne’s three choafsad Csownes: 
Whaer's your ” 
Lexi. Proce thoufand mine, 
Varve. “Tis auch deepe,and it thovld.feem by ch fem 
Your Matters confidence was abour mane, 
Elfe (arely has hadequall'd. 
Eater Flamimnine, 
Tu. One of Lord Tamens men. 
Lac, Flamentn? Sis, 2 word : Pray sary Lord readic 
to come torth ¢ 
Flam. No,indeed he ts nog. 
Te, We stcend his Lardthip: pray fignifiefo much. 
Flas. J oced not cell hiner char, he knowes you ase too 
Eater Stewardena Cleake, wefird (diligence. 
Lass, Ha :10 vor chat his Seewatd muffled fo? 
He goes away ina Clowd: Call him, call hian. 
Ta. Do you hesre, (ir? 
aVare, By your leave, fir. 
Stew. What doye sske of me, my Friend. 
Ta. We wave for cercaine Money heere, fir. 
Siew. 1, if Money were as certaine 33 your wating, 
T were fure enough. ¢ 
Why then preferr'd you oot pour femmes sad Bales 
Wheo vous falie M afters case of ay Lords mest? 
Then chey could fmile, and fewoe vpon his debes, 
And take dewne ch’increft into cher glett’nows Mawes. 
You do your felecs bur wrong,to ftirre me vp, 
Let me psi quictly : 
Belerec’t, my Lord end } haue mede an end, 
I bawe no more co reckon, he co (pend. 
Los. 1, but cus aafwer will coc ferue. 
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Seow. 1€'c ‘cwill aot ferue, ‘tis not fo bafe as you, 
For you feruc Kasues. 

1 Varve. How? Whee does his catheer’d Worthip 
mmocter ? 

aWarre, No cpectet what, hee's poore, end chas‘s re- 
ecageenough. Who cen {peake broader, chen hee thar 
has ao howfe to put his beadin? Suchmsy rayle again 


great buildings. 
Eater Sornttan. 
Ta. Obbeere’s Seradam : now wee thall know (ome 


wete. 

Serw. If 1 might befeech yoo Gentlemen, to repayre 
fome other houre, I fhould dersee mach from’: For tsk ¢ 
of my foule, my Lord ieanes wondroutly to difconcent 
Hrs cormforrable temper hes fortooke him,be's much out 
of health, and keepes his Chamber. 

Lar. Many do keepe then Chambcrs,are not fich :; 
Aad if it be fo farre beyond his healch, 

Me chinkes he thoeld che fooner his debts, 
And make a cleere way to the Goes, 

Seved, Good Gods. 

Tuas We cannoc ceke this for snfwer, fir, 


Flapwan valve, Serndiw heipe, my Lord, ay Lord. 


Ewer Trmen m evege. 

Tam Whst, are my dores de ® 
Haue ibaccteauaaeghe y pelts ge? 
Be my recenive Enemy ? My Gaole? 
The place whieh I howe Fealted, docs ¢ now 
(Like all Menkinde) thew me an Iron beast ? 

Lacs. Putin now Tam. 

Ta. My Locd,heere os my Bill. 

Lars. Here’s mine. 

1.Ver. Aad aine,my Lord, 

2a. Andours,my Lord. 

Phide. Alleour Billes. 

Trm. Koocke me downe wich ’em, clesse mee to the 
Girdle. 

Lac. Alas,my Lord. 

Tie, Cus my heart in formes. 

Ta. Mine fifty Tolents, 

Tim. Tell ou my bleed. 

Lec. Five thoufand Crownes, my Lerd. 

Taw. Fe thoufand drops psyes chet. 
Whar yours? and yours? 

1a, My Lord. 

2 Var. My Lord. 

Tem. Teace me, take mend the Gods fall vpon you. 

Exit Timon. 


Hoar. Paith | perceive ovr Mafters may throwe their 
Caps at theiz moncy.thefe debrs may weil be call’d defpe- 
tare ones, fora madmpn owes ‘em. Exrnat, 

Enter Timon. 

Temon, Theyheuc e'ene put ny breath fom mee the 
Neves. Creditors ? Divels. 

Stew, My deere Lord. 

Tem, Wha ific fhould bef 

Stee. My Lord. 

Tom Ilehsee c fo, My Sceward? 

Stew. Heere my Lord. 

Tim. So fialy ?Go, bid all my Friends 8 
Latin, Locufen, 200 Sempreasm Vierxa: A 
Ile once more feat the Rafcals. Sescha fes 

Stew. O my Loed, you one! e Gifre. 
Ged (oule jheet aoe G mach Witte kaaith om: 
derace Tobie. 





Rt Timon of eA thens. 


Tem. Be it noc in thy care: 
Gol charge thee, muite chem all, let in the cide 
Ot Knaues once mose: my Cooke and Ile prouide Exam 


Enter three Senators at one doore, Alcsbsades mecvng them, 
web Atiendants. 
3.Sea. My Lord, you haue my voyce, root, 
The faults Bloody : 
‘Tis neceffary he fhould dyes 
Nothing ens finne fo much,as Mercy. 
& Moff crue; the Law thai] brusfe em. 
Alle Honer,healch,and compeffion to the Senate. 
8 Now Captaine. 
Ale, Laman humble Suter co yous Vertacs 5 
For pitcy 1s the vercue of the Law, 
And none bur Tyrancs ofe it cruelly. 
Ic pleafes time and Forcune co lye heauie 
Vpon a Friend of mine, who 1a hot blood 
Hath fepe mmo the Law: which is palt depth 
Tothofe thet (without heede ) do plundge intoo’t. 
He is a Man (fecting his Face sfide of comely Vertees, 
Nor did he foyle the fat with Cowardice, 
(And Honour in him, which buyes out his faule) 
But with a Noble Fury, and faire fpirss, 
Seeing his Reputation touch’d to death, 
He did oppofe his Foe : 
And with (uch (ober and vanoted paffion 
He did behoouc his anger ere ‘twas (pens, 
Asif he had but proud an Argument 
t Se. You yndergotoo Rrift a Paradox, 
Scriuing to make an vgly deed looke fare: 
Your words haue tooke fuc paines, as sf they labour'd 
Tobring Man-flaughtec into forme, and fer Quarselling 
Vpon the head of Valour ; which indeede 
Is Valour mif.begor, and came into the world, 
When Sedts, and Factions were newly borne, 
Hee's truly Valiant, that can wifely fuffes 
The worft chat msn can breach, 
And make his Wrongs, his Out-fides, 
To weare chem like bis Rayment, careleffely, 
And ne're preferre bis iniuries co his heart, 
To bring tt inco danger. 
If Weongs be euilles, and inforce vs kill, 
What Folly ‘tis, to hazasd life for 1). 
Aci, My Lord. 
1.Ses. You cannot make groffe finnes looke cleare, 
To revenge is no Valoor, but to beare. 
Ais. My Lords, thea vader fauour,pardon me, 
If I fpeake like a Capcaine. 
Why do fond men expofe themfeloes co Bartell, 
And not endure all threats 2 Sleepe vpon’t, | 
Andlet the Foes qoietly cuc thei Throats 
Without repognancy ? If there be 
Such Valour in che bearing, what make wee 
Abroad} Why then, Women are mere valistt 
That fay ac home, if Beating carry it: 
And the Affe, more Captaine then the Lyon? 
The fellow losden with Irons, wafer then the lodge ? 
If Wifedome be in foffering, Oh my Lords, 
Asyou are great, be pitifully Good, 
Whe cannot condemne rafhneffe in cold blood P 
To kill, t grant, is finnes excreameft Guft, 
Buc in defence, by Mercy, ‘tis moff iuft. 
Tobe in Anger, rsimpiete: 
Rut who is Man. that snot Angrie. 
Wergh but the Come with chis, 


8.See, You breath in vaine. t 
Als. Ia veine ¢ 
His ferwice done a Lacedemon,snd Bizantan, 
Were s (ufficient briber for bis life. 
a What's chat? 
Ale. Why (ay my Lords ha‘s done faire fesuice, 
And flaine in fight many of your encmies : 
How full af valour did ba beire hanfelfe 
ba the lat Confli,and made plenceous wounds ? 
& He has made too much plenty with him : 
He's a fwrorne Riotor, he has a finne : 
That ofcen drownes him,and takes his valour prifones. 
If chere were no Foes, that were enough 
To ouercome him, In tbat Beaflly furie, 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages, 
And chertith Fa@tions. ‘Tis inferr'd to vs, 
His dayes are foule, and his drinke dangerous, 
1 He dyes. 
Alci, Hard face: he might bave dyed in wasre . 
My Lords, if not for any partsinhim, 
Though his rghe arme might purchafe his owne time, 
And bein debt to none: yet mere to moue you, 
Take my defeses to his, and ioyne ‘em both 
And for I know, your reverend Ages loue Secusity, 
ie pane my Victories, all my Honour to you 
Vpon his good returnes, 
If by chis Crime,he owes che Law his life, 
Why let che Warre receiuc't in valiant gore, | 
For Law is ftridt, and Warre ss nothing more. | 
t Weare for Law he dyes, vege it no more 
On height of our difpleafore : Friend, of Brother, | 
Hé forfercs his owne blood, thet {piles anothes. | 
Ale. Molt it be foe It aft nor bee: 
My Lords, J do befeech you know mee. 
3 How? 
Alc. Call me to your remembrances. 
We thinke bur has forgo 
Ale cannot thinke tA t 
Ix could noe elfe be, I thould seciee rat bace, vot | 
To fue and be deny de (uch common Grace. | 
My wounds ake at you. 
s Do you dare our anger ? 
"Tis 10 fewe words, buc fpaciogs in effea: 
We bamth thee for cues. 
Ale. Banith me? 
Banith your dotage, banith viurie, 
Thac makes the Senace vgly. 
1 Jf after two dayes thine, Athens containe thee, 
Accend our wanghtier ludgemeas. 
Aad not co {weil our Spirit, 
He hall be executed prefently. 
Ak, Now the Gods keepe you old enough, 
That you mey lwe 
Onely m bone, thar none may looke on you, 
i'm worfe then mad : J hear Sept backe thes Foes 
While they hove told cheic Money, and let ows 
Their Coine vpon large intereft. 1 my felfe, 
Ruch onely in large hurts. All chofe,for this? 
Is chis che Balfome, thatthe vfuring Sense 
Powres into Captaines wounds/ Banifhment, 
Ac comes nor il] > | hace not co be banifhe, 
Ic is a caufe worthy my Spleene and Furie, 
That I may ftrike at Achens. Me cheere vp 
My difcontented Troopes, and lay for heans 3 
oTis Honour wich moft Lends to be at ods, 
Souldiers (hould brookees littke wrongs as Gods. ised 
ater 





Exact. 








Tien of eA thens. 


Rater Gears Fried: ot fenwall decres, 


2 The time of day co you, &. 
2 eee wilh ve you chain: chis Honerable Lord 
did bor cry vs this osher day. 


g Vpenthet were my s tyting when wee en- 
prod 1 hope is bs net fo low with him as he made it 
Gaerne in che eiall of bis feuerall Friends. 

3 lt fhoaldnct be, by che petfwefton of his new Fes- 


Ome teosdd chinke fo He heth fent ace a0 carne ia- 
ain “yoni ea be eas i ee did vege mee to 

: but be coasur'd mee beyood them, and |! 
molt needs 


2 Ialike meance was ! in debt tomy imporrunst bu- 
Gneffe, but he would not brare my excufe. I om forne, 
when be fent to borrow of mee, thet my Prow:fion was 


on. 
2 lam fiche of chet greefe teo,as I vnderttand how all 


2 Whstof you? 
3 He fentro me fr —— Here he comes. 


Eater Temes and eAliteadants. 

Tiss. Wah all ay heart Gentlemen both ; end how 
‘fue you? 

3 Ever at the beft,he aring well of your Lordhhip. 

3 The Swallow followes 20: Summer more willing, 
then we your Lordfhip. 

Tia. Not more wilbogly lesoes Winter, fach Sem- 
mer Birds aremen. Genelemer, our dinner will net re- 
commpence this long May : Feat your cares with the Me- 
ficke awhile: 1f chey will fare fo harhhly o’th T sempets 
found : we thall roe't prefently. 

a1 ic cemaines not vnkindely wich your Lord- 
fatp, that I rewrn'd you an empey Meffenger. 

Tem. Ofir,letat noe rouble you. 

a My Noble Lord. 

Tem. Ab wy good Friend, what cheere? 

B és, 


The Bankes 
Pra lipenleaper cy saber airs fick of (hame, 
ap this orber day fene co me, | wes 
ie solertscacis Ecce. = ; 
Taw. Thinke nox ont, fir. 
3 If youhad fens but two houres before. 
Tem. Lex x not comber your betver remembrance. 
Come bring sa alc : 
a All cower’d Diibes. 
2 Royall Cheare, J warrant yos. 
§ Doubs not ches,if moncy aod the feafoa can yeild it 
3 How doyou? What's the newes ? 
3 Aipibiades'« bapifii'd : bease you of it? 
Bath. Alcibiades benith'd? 
3 Te fo, be fure of x. 


1 How ? Howe 

a! yoo vpon wher ? 

Tin. Wortley Fricuds, will you draw ocere ? 

3 Ne tell you more anen.Here's s Noble feat coward 


a This is che old mao fill. 
3 Wikhold? Wilthold? 
2 Ic do's: bus time will,and fo. 


That girdles in thole Wolees, 
And 
Obdeitience faye in are : Slaves and Fooles 
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3 Idoconceyue. 

Tim, Each mea vo his Goole, with ther hee 
weuld to the lip of bie Miftris : your dyet fhall bee in all 
pisces shke. Make not erly ar i laa 
coole, ere we can agree v place. Sit, fic. 
TheGods ee Theckes _ 

Yon great » Sriekje cur Secuty wah Thankg- 
falucffe. For your ewnt 5, make your feluss prau'd: Bat 
referee Jul cog ine, leaft your Dessies be defpifed. Lend te cach 
man enough, bat one nevde wot lend te anether, For were your 
Godbeads 10 bervew of men, men would for fake she Gads. Dake 
the Meare be belened, more thea the Afan that gives ot. Let 
we Afcmbly of Twenty, be wsthent a {core of Vellames. If there 


fie twelue Wemare at the Table, let a dozen of them bee as thay 


are. The veft of your Fees,O Gods, the Senaters of Athens, 
tegecber with the commen lex ge i wi what uv amge m 
shew, yon Gods, make fatcable for dafivuttion. For thefe my 
prefent Froends , as they are te mee norung, fo 1 worbing blafe 
sheas, and 10 wetbung are they welcome. 
Vacover Dogges, ond lap 
Sewer fpeake, Whar do's bis Lordthip meane? 
Some other, know not. 
Tunen. May you a deccer Feat never behold 
You knoe of Mouth.Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm water 
Is your perfetion. This 1s Timon: loft, 
Who flucke and fpangied you with Hacceries, 
Wathesit off and fprinkles in your faces 
Your reeking villany. Liveloeth’d, and long 
Molt (miling, (moorh, decefted Parafnes, 
CarteousDeftroyers, affable Wolves, mecke Beares : 
You Fooles of Forcune, Trencher. friends, Times Flyes, 
Cap and knee-Slaues, vapours, and Mimne [ackes. 
OfMan and Beaft, the infinike Maladie 
Cruf yor quite o're. Whar do'ft thos go? 
Soft, cake thy Phyficke firft ythowtoo,and thes 
Scay | will lend chee money, nese. 
Whar? Allin Motion? Henceforth be no Fsaft, 
Wheres a Villaine’s not « welcome Goeft. 
Burne houfe, inke Athens, hehceferch bated be 
Of Tiaven Man, aod al] Humanity. 


Ester the Senators rush other Lords, 


t Howaow, my Lords? 

a Know yoo rhe quality of Lord Tamone fery ? 

$ Puth,did youfee my Cap? 

4 Shave loft my Gowne. 

1 He's ber s mad Lord, & soeghe but hamors feyaies 
him, He gese me s Jewell th'other day, and now bee hes 
beare it out of my haz. 

Pd yoo ey wen’ 


Enter Timm, 
Tim. Let me looke becke thee. Othen Wall 
in che earth, 
Matrons, tarne incontinent, 


Pluc ke 


ce net Athens. 


go 
Plocke the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
And minifter wo their Reeds, to general Filthes. 
Conuert o th Inftant greene Virginity, 
Doo ¢ in yous Parents eyes. Bankrupes bold fatt 
Rather then sender backe ; out with your Knives, 
And cu your Trufters throates. Bound Servants, Aeale, 
Large-handed Robbers your graue Maflers ate, 
And pillby Law. Marde,to thy Mafters bed, 
Thy Miftris 1s o'th Brothell. Some of fixteen, 
Plucke the lya’d Crutch from shy old limping Sire, 
With at, beate out his Braines, Prety,and Feare, 
Religion co the Gods, Peace, luftsce, Truth, 
Domefticke awe, Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood, 
InftruGron, Manners, Myfteries,and Trades, 
Degrees, Obferuances, Cuftomes, and Lawes, 
Decline co your confounding contrarres. 
And yer Confufion hue : Plagues incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious Feauors,heape 
On Athens ripe for ftroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that thet limbes may hale 
Aslamely asthe Manners Luft,and Libertie 
Creepe in che Mindes and Marrowes of our youth, 
That geinft the (treame of Vertue they may frie, 
And drowne themfelues in Riot, Itches, Blanes, 
Sowe all th'Achenian bofomes, and thes crop 
Be generall Leprofie : Breach wnfet breach, 
Thar cher Society (as their Friend(bip) may 
Be meerely poyfon. Nothing Ile beare from thee 
Bur nakedneffe, thou deteflable Towne, 
Take thou that (00, with mukiplying Bannes : 
Trmes will co the Woods, where he fhall finde 
Th'vnkindelt Bea@, more kinder then Mankinde. 
The Gods contound (heare me you good Gods all) 
Th’ Achenians both wachin and ouc that Wall: 
And graunt at Traes growes his hace may grow 
To the whole sace of Mankinde, high and low. 
Amen. 


Zater Steward wish twe ov three Seruants, 


x Hesre you M Steward, where's our Mafter? 
Ase we wndone, caft off, nothing remaining? 
Stew. Alack my Fellowes, what fhould | fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods, 
Tam as poore as you. 
8 Such a Houfe broke? 
So Noble a Matter falne, all gone, snd not 
One Friend co take his Fortune by che arme, 
And go along with him. 
a As wedoturne our backes 
From our Companion, throwne ico his grsue, 
So his Familtars co his buried Fortunes 
Shnke all away, leave their falfe vowes with him 
Like empcy purfes picket ; and his poore felfe 
A dedicaced Beggsr tothe Ayre, 
With bis difeate,of sii fhunn’d powerty, 
Walkes like contempt stone, More of our Fellowes, 
Enter other Seruants. 
Stew, Allbroken Implements of a ruin'd houfe, 
3 Yer doour hearts weare Timows Lioery, 
Thaz fee I by our Faces: we are Fellowes full, 
Serving ahke in forrow: Leak’d is our Barke, 
And we poore Mates ,(tand onthe dying Decke, 
Hearing the Surges chreat : we sufi all pare 
Into this Sea of Ayce. 
Siew. Good Fellowes all, 


- 


Exn. 


imon of cA thens. 


The laceft of my wealth Ble hace among’ft you 

Where cues we thall meete, for Tomens lake, 

Let's yet be Fellowes, Let's fhahe our heads snd(; 

As ‘twerea Knell vnto our Mafters Fortunes 

Wehaue feene bereerdayes. Let each ake fome: 

Nay pot oat all your hands : Not one word more 

Thus part we rich in forrow parsing poore : 
Embrace and part fencrall » 

Oh the fierce wretchedneffe erst Sings ef 

Who would not with to be from wealth cxempe 

Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt > : 

Who would be fo mock'd with Clory,or to hue 

= ha 3 rabies of Friendthip, 

© haue his pompe. and sll what tere compou 

Bot onely painted like his varnitht Friends : = 

Poore honeft Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart 

Vadone by Goodneile : Strange vavfualiblood. 

When mans worft finne 1s, He do's too much Good 

Who then dares to be halfe fo kinde agen? : 

For Bouncy that makes Gods, do fill marre Men, 

My deercft Lord, bleft co be moft accurR 

Rach onely to be wretched; thy greae Fortunes 

ae case thy ee Alas (kinde Lord) 

ee's flung in Rage from this ingrat 

of mmoatlrois Friends : eras 

Nor ha’s he with him to fupply his li 

Or that which can soaaed : : i 

Ile follow and enquire him our. 

Tle ewer ferue his minde, with my beft will, 

Whilft I have Gold, Ile be his Steward Aull 


y: 


Eater Times ia the woods. 


Tim. Obleffed breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Orbe 
Infe& che ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, 
Whole procreasian, refidence, and birth, 
Scarfe is diuidant : couch them with feverall fortunes, 
The greater fcornes the leffer. Nor Nature 
(To whom all fores tay Gege) can beare great Forcune 
But by contempt of Nature. 
Reife me chis Bepger and deny’c chat Lord, 
The Senators thall beare contempt Hereditary, 
The Begger Native Honor. 
Tr isthe Paftour Lards, the Brothers fides, 
The want chat makes him leave: who dares? who dases 
In puritie of Manhood fland vpright 
And fey, this mans a Flacterer. If one be, 
So are they all : for cwerie grize of Forwoe 
Is fmooth’d by that below. The Leamed pace 
Duckes to the Golden Foole. Al's obliques 
There ‘snothing levell in our curfed Newures 
But diced villanie, Therefore be abhorr'd, 
All Feafts, Societies,nd Throngs of men. 
Hisfemblable, yes himfelfe Taman difdemes, 
Deftrudtion phang mankinde ; Earth yeeld me Rootes, 
Who feekes for beteer of thee, (awece his pallace 
With thy mot t Poyfon, Wha is heere? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 
No Gods, | om noidle Votarift, 
Roots you cleere Heawens, Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, whice ; fowle, fgire ; wrong, right; 
Bale, Noble ; Old, g: Coward,v 
Ha you Gods | why chis? what this. you Gods ? why thi: 
Will lugee your Priefts and Seruants from yoor fides: 
Pluche four mens pillowes from below spe ene 









Tins yellow Slave, 
With tnt sad breake Religions, bleffe ch‘eccurht, 
Make cheboore L ¢ ador'd, place Theeues, 


And gue them Tile, lnee,and approbation 

Wath Senacors on the Bench : This is it 

That makes the wappen’d Widdow wed againe; 

Shee, whom che Spictle-houle, sad elcerpus fores, 

Would caftthe gorge st, This Embaimes aad Spices 

Toth’Apnili dey againe, Come damad Barch, 

Thov common whore of Mankiade, chat putces oddes 
the cout of Navons, f will meke chee 

Do thy right Nacure. Mach farve of. 

He? A Deamme ? Th’art Guicke, 

Bur yet Me bury thee : Thou’ go (frong Theefe) 

WhenGowry of chee cannot ftsad : 

Nay ey chow ont for caracht. 


Ear Alctbiade: with Draswwme and Fife in warlike wamer, 
aad Phryn «and Timandra. 


Ale. Whar ert chou there ? fpeake. 

Jum. A Besft as chow ert. The Canker gnaw thy hart 
For thewing me agame the eyes of Man. 

Ale. Whee ts chy camer Is man fo hateful to thee, 
Ther art thy feife e Men ¢ 

Tan, Lom Mifasrepes , and hate Mankinde. 
Fos chy part, 1 do with thos west sdogge, 
a 


lowe chee fomeching. 
. Tnew thee well: 
Bet in chy Fortunes sm volearn’d, and firange. 

Tan.) kaow thee woo, end more then ches I know chee 
Taos dehreto know. Follow chy Dremme, 
With mens blood paint the ground Goles Gales : 
Religious Cansons, civill Lewes arc crvell, 

Thea what thoeld warre be ? This fell whore of thine, 
Hoth in her more deGruiion then chy Sword, 
Fer all her Cherubia looke. 

Phra. Thy lips roe off. 

Tim, | will noc kiffe thee, then the rot rewarnes 
To chine ownc lippes agsine. 

Ate, How came che Noble Times to this change? 

Tum. As che Moone do's, by wancing light to giwe : 
Buz chen renew J could not like the Moone, 

There were no Sunnesto borrow of, 

Ake. Noble Times, what friendthip msy [ do ebee ? 

Tam. None,but to maincaine my opinion. 

Ale, Whax is it Timon? 

Tam. Promife me Friendthip, but performe none. 
Ifthou wilt not promife,che Gods plague thee, for thou 
ert sman: ifchou do pesforme, confound thee, for 
thou ast 3 man, 

Ale, } hace heardia fome fort of cy Miferies. 

Tim. Thon faw't them when I had profperitie. 

Ak, \fee them now, then was e biefled cime, 

Tem. As thine is now,held with a brace of Harlots. 

Touan. ts this ch Athenian Minion, whom the world 
Vore'd fo reg ardfully ? 

Tas. Acccthou Timandra? Timan. Yes. 

Tim Be a whore Aill, shey loue thee not chat efe thee, 
give them difeafes, ieauing wichchee their Luft. Make 
wfe of thy fails houres, featon the flaues for Tubbes snd 
Batches, bring downe Rofe-checke youth tothe Fubfef, 
aod che Diet. 

Timen Hang thee Moniter. 

Ak. Pacdonhim fweet Tomandra for bis wits 
Are é:owa d and lof in bis Calaanities. 
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Theve bur like Gold of lace, brave Tiwen, 
The wens whereof, doth dayly make revole 
To my penurious Band. I heue heerd and greeo'd 
How corfed Athens, mindeleffe of thy wosth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour fietes 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod vpon them. 
Tim. 1 prychee beace chy Drum,and get thee gone. 
Ag. = pubtecent and pitty chee deere Tames, 
Tr. How tty bim whom 9 dof treble, 
1 bad rather be alone. id j 
tis. Why fare chee well 
Heereis fome Gald fos chee. 
Tiss, Keepe it, Icannot eate it. 
Ale. When Ihave isid proud Athens on a heape, 
Tem, Warr'ft thou ‘gainft Athens, 
Ale. 1 besrolpsialprstd coufe, 
Tam, The Gods confound them all int 
And chee ofter, when shou haft Coguras reer 
Ale, Why me, Timon? 
Tie, Thee by killing of Villaines 
Thou wes't borne to my Country. 
Pat vp chy Gold. Go on,heeres Gold, goon; 
Be ass Plennerery is Zar pn lowe 
Will o’re forme hi f ic'd City, heng his poyfoa 
lo che ficke syre sleenoc thy fword skip ones 
Picty noc honoor’d Age for his white Beard, 
Heis ea Vfarer, Strike me che counerfer Matron, 
Is is her habwe onely, chet is boneft, 
Her (elles » Bawd. Let nocche Virgins cheeke 
Make foft thy erenchant Sword : for thofe Milte peppes 
Thee through the window Barne bore at mens eyes, 
Ase ant within the Lesfe of pisty writ, 
But fet them down horrible Trsicors.Spare not the Babe 
‘Whofe dimpled {miles from Fooles exhaaft theis mercy; 
Thinke it 6 Baflerd whom the Oracle 
Hach pronounced, the chroes thefl cur, 
Aad mince is fans remorfe. Sweare againft Obes, 
Pur Armour on thine esres,and on chice eyes, 
Whole proofe, nor yeis of Mothers, Maides, aor Bebes, 
Nor ight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding, 
Shall pierce aioe. There's Gold co pay thy Souldiert, 
Make large confufion : sad thy fury (pent, 
Confuonded be chy felfe. Speske nor, be gone. 
Al. Haft thou Gold yet, Ile take the Gold chose gi- 
weft me, acc sll chy Couniell. 
Ties, Doft chou or deft chos not, Heasens cusfe vpon 


thee. 
Berk, Give vs fome Gold good Tiswen hat § more? 
Tim. Enough to makes Whore forfweare her Trede, 
And to make Whores,e Bawd. Hold vp you Shuts 
Your Aprons mountant ; you sre aot Orhable, 
Alshough I know you'l(wesre, terribly (weare 
Jnto trong thudders, snd to heavenly Agues 
Th'immortall Gods chat beare yoa.Spere ea Octhes: 
Jlecruft co your Conditions, be whores Gill. 
And he whofe pious breath feckes co convert you, 
Be (trong in Whore, allure him, burme him vp, 
Let yous clofe fire predominate bis fmoke, 
Aad be no wwrne-conts: yet may your peines fix meoths 
Be qukecontrery, And Thatch 
Your poore thin Roofes with berrbens of the dead, 
(Some thac were hang’d) no macter : 
Weare them, betray with chem ; Whore hil, 
Paine till s horfe may myre vpoa your faces 


A pox of wrinkles, 
Berd, Welmon Goer then? 
3 


Beleese’ 
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Beleewe't chat wee'l do any ching for Gold. 
Tim. Conh fowe 
Io hollow bones of man, firike their (harpe thinnes, 
And matre mens (perring. Cracke che Lawyers voyces 
That he may neuer more falfe Title pleade, 
Nor foond his Quillets fhrilly: Hoare the Flamen, 
That (cold’ft againft the quality of Beth, 
And not beleeues himfelfe. Downe withthe Nofe, 
Downe with ic flac, take che Bridge quite away 
Of him,chac his particular to forefee 
Smels from the generat! weale. Make curld'psre Rofhisns 
And let the vnfcare’d Braggercs ofthe Warre 
Derive (ome paine fron you, Plague all,. 
That your AA iuity msy defeate and quell 
The fourfe of ali EreQion. There's more Gold, 
Do you damae othets, and lec chis damne you, 
And ditches graue you all. 
Both. More counfell with more Money, bounteous 
Traven. 
Tes. More whore, mote Milchcefe firft, | have gi- 
wen you carne 
Alc. Sitike vp the Drum towsrdes Athens, farewell 
Tames : sf) chesve well, Ie vific chee againe. 
Trem. If t hope well, lle never fee chee more. 
Ale, I neues did chee hare 
Tim. Ves, thou fpok’ft well of me. 
Alc. Call’ thou chat hacme? 
Tim. Men dayly finde. Ger thee away, 
Anodtake chy Beagles with chee, 
Ale. Webur offend him Arike. Exewnt, 
Tam. That Nature being ficke of mans vnkindneffe 
Should yet be hungry : Common Mother, thou 
Whole wombe vnmeafureable, and infinie beeft 
Teemes and feeds all . whofe felfefame Metule 
Whereof thy proud Childe (arrog anc man)ts puft, 
Engenders the blacke Toad, and Adder blew, 
The gilded News, and eyele(fe venom'd Worme, 
With all ch’abhorsed Births below Crifpe Heauen, 
Whereon Hyperionsquickning fire doth thine . 
Yeeld him, who all che humane Sounes do hace, 
From foorth thy plenteous bofome, one poore roote - 
Enfeare thy Fertile and Conceptious wombe, 
Let it no more bring out ingratefull man. 
Goe great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolues, and Beares, 
Teeme with new Monfters, whom thy vpward face 
Hath tothe Marbled Manfion sll aboue 
Neues prefented. O,8 Root, deare thankes- 
Dry vpthy Marrowes, Vines,and Plough.torne Leas, 
Whereof ingratefull man with Licours draughes 
And Morfels Vndtious greafes his pure minde, 
That from it all Confiderarion (lippes aa 
Enter Apemamm. 
More man? Plaguc,plague. 
ofpe. IL was directed hither. Men report, 
Thou doft affedt my Manners,and deft vfe chem. 
Tim. “Tis chen, becaufe thou doft noc keepe a dogg 
Whom]! would imitate. Confumprion catch thee. 
Ape. This isin chee a Nature but infeed, 
A poore vamanly Melancholly fprung 
From change of furure. Why this Spade? this place ? 
This Sieve he Habuz, and chefe lookes of Care? 
Thy Flaccerers yee weare Sulke, drinke Wine,lye foft, 
Hugge cheir dikea'd Perfumes, and hawe forgoe 
That cues Tirmew wes. Shame noc thefe Woods, 
By esingor the cunning of s Carper. 
Be theu a Flacterer now, and feeketo thriue 
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By thee which hs's vndone thee jf indgethykner, 
And let his a breath whom thou'l obferue 
Blow off thy Cap : praife hus moft vicious Rraine, 
And call it excellent : chou waft told thes ; 
Thou gou'ft thine ceres (like Tapfters, that bad 
To Knaues,and al approaches: ismoft wit — 
That thou come Rafcall, had'f chou weal:h againe, 
Rafcals fhould hese’. Do not affome my hkenefle, 
Tem, Were I like thee, I'de throw away my felfe. 
Ape. Tnoubaft caft eway thy felfe,being lke chy Seif 
A Madmen fo long, now a Foole : what think’A 
That the bleake ayre, thy boyfterous Chamberlaine 
Will put chy hire on warme ? Will thefe moy ft Trees, 
That hawe our-liu'd the Eagle, page thy heeles 
And skip when thou point’ out? Will che cold brooke 
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning cafe 
To cure thy o're-orghes furfer ? Call the Creatures 
Whole naked Natures live in all the {; pighe : 
Of wrekefull Heauen, whofe bare vohoufed Trunkes. 
To ane ene Elements expos'd 
Antwer meece Nature : bid chem 
O chou fhalt finde. oe 
Tim. AFoole of thee: depart. 
Ape. Iloue thee beter now, then ere] did. 
Term, | hore thee worfe, 
Ape. Why? 
Tem. Thou facter'f mifery, 
Ape. Vflaccer nor, but (ay chou ert » Cayriffe. 
Tem. Why do'ft thou feeke me out? 
Ape. Tovexthee. 
Tom. Alwayes a Villaines Office, ot 3 Fooles, 
Dof pleafe thy felfe tn'e ? een 
- 4. 


Tem, What,s Knaue coo? 
Ape. Ir thou did't put chis fowre cold habit on 
To caltigace thy pride, cwere well: but chow 
Dof « enforcedly : Thou'dft Courier be sgaine 
Wert thou not Beg gar : willing milery 
Out. lives: incertaine pompe, is crown'd before, 
The one 1s filling Aill, neuer compleat : 
The other, a1 high with : be Aare Contentleffe, 
Hath a diAraQed and moft wretcheo being, 
Worfe chen the werft, Contenc, 
Thou thould’R defire to dye, being miferable. 
Tim. Not by his breath thacis more miferable. 
Thow art aSlaue, whom Forcunes tender are 
With fauour neces clafpe: but bred a Dogge. 
Had'it chou hke vs from our firft fwarn proceeded, 
The fweec degrees that chis breefe world sffords, 
To fuch es mey che paffiue deogeesof it 
Freely command'ft : thou would't haue plang’d thy felf 
In generafl Riot, melted downe thy yourh 
In differen beds of Luft, and neuer learo’d 
The Ice precepts of refpedt, but followed 
The Sugred game before thee. But my felfe, 
Who had che world as my ConfeAionarie, 
The mouthes, the tongues, the eyes,end bearcs of men, 
At duty more then { could frame employment ; 
That numberleffe vpon me ftucke, 3s leaves 
Do on the Oake, haue with one Wanters bruth 
Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bare, 
For every ftorme that blowes, 1 co beare this, 
That neuer knew but better, is fome burthen 
Thy Nacure, did commence in fufferance, Time 
Hach made thee hardin. Why (hould't § hace Men ? 
They never flacrer'd chee. What haft thou gruen 2 i 


—_ 
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Ape. 1, chat 3 wasno Prodigell 
Tan. |, thes f am coe sow. 
Wereall che wealch I heave Chut vp in thee, 
I'ld give chee leave to hang ix. Get chee gone: 
That the whole life of Athens were ia this, 
Thus would [ cace it. 
. Heere, | will mend chy Fesft. 
Tis, Fult mend thy take swey thy Glfe. 
Ape. Set thall mend me owne,by'ch'lacke of thine 
Tim. "Tis not well mended fe, ic is bu botchx; 
Hoot, I would ic were. 
Ap. What would'R thou base to Athens? 
Tas. Thee thither in a whitlewiad tif chow wile, 
Tell them there | hsee Gold looke,fo I haus. 
. Heere iano vfe for Gold. 
wn. The bef, and trucft : 
For heere it and do's no hyted barme. 
Ape. Where lyeft anights Times ? 
Tom, Woder that's shove me. 


Where feed‘ chou a-dayes mt 
Ape. Where my Romacke meate, of cacher 
where J este it. 


Tim. Would poy fon were obedient & knew my mind 

Ape. Where would'R chow fend it ? 

Tes. To Cawce thy dithes. 

Ape. The middie of Hemanity thou never kneweft, 
ber che extremitte ofboth ends. When chou waft m chy 
Gilt, and chy Perfame, chey mock thee for too much 
Curiofitie: m thy Ragges chou know ft none, but art de- 
fpis'd for the contrary. There's s mediet for thee,eate it. 

Tos. On what thate,] feed not. 

Ape. Do hates Medler? 

Tm. 1, h it looke like thee. 

wipe. Andt hated Medlers fooner, § fhovld’t 


have loved thy (elfe berrernow. Whee man diddtt thou 


caer know ynehrift, thas was belowed after his meanese 


Tim. Who withoot thofe mcanes thou talk'ft of didft 


thou ever know below'd ? 

Ap. My felfe. 
icley I vaderftend thee : thos hed‘ft fome meanes ro 

3 Dogse. 

Apem. What things lathe world ceaft chon neereft 
‘ emrpare to thy Fistserers? 

7am. Women oeereft, burmen: men ace the things 
them felues. What would'ft chow do with the world 4- 
pemanton, if it ley 10 thy power ? 

Ags, Gine it the Besfts, co be rid of che men. 

Tam. Would thos heue chy feife fall in the confe- 
fon of men, end remaine a Beaft with the Besfts. 

Ape. 1 Tamen, 

Ties. Abeafily Amovition,which the Geddes greent 
thee c'attaineto, Ifthou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
begoile chee : ifthow were che Lembe, the Foxe would 
eare thee; if chow wert the Fox, che Lion would falpe® 
hee, when peradventure chon wert eccus'’d by the AGe : 
Tfchouw wert the Affe, thy dutneffe weald torment thee ; 
2nd {ti1l thoe lia'dat but os sa Breskefolt tothe Wolfe. If 
thoa wers the Wolfe, thy greedinefie would affliG thes, 


cheu the Vaicorne, pride 
onpdrinbey sheen yer pee Abe’ 
Wert thou s Beare, tho would’ be kill'd by the Hor 

wert thou 3 Horfe, thos would’ be (eaz'd by the Leo. 
Sere pac a, thoa wert Germene to, th 
epheaih satipadctat erga were lagors on thy 


Ape. if cthew could’ft plesfe me 
With {peaking co me, chou mmghe'R 
Haue hi epon itheere. 
The Commonvwealch of Athens,is becorrve 
A Forreft 
7 te. Howha’s che Affe broke che wal], chat thou a: 
out of the Citie. 
Ape. Yonder comes s Poet snd a Paiacer : 
The plague of Company light vpoo thee ; 
1 will feare to catch it, and give wey. 
When I know nat what elfe to do, 
Ile fee thee ageine. 
Taw. When there is nothing living but thee, 
Thou fhale be welcome. 
Thad rather bea BeggersDogge, 
Then Aprmant m. 
Ape. Thousst the Cep 
Of all che Fooles alive. 
Tim. Would chow wert cleane enosgh 
To {pit vpoa. 
Ape. Aplague on chee, 
Thos art roo bad to curfe, 
Tom. All Villames 
That do fiand by thee, ste pure. 
Ape. Therels 90 Leprohe, 
Buc what thou fpeak’ft. 
Tum. If] name chee, Ile beate shee; 
But | thoald infe& my hands, 
Aye. Laould my congue 
Could rot them off. 
Tre. Away thou iflue of s mangie dogge, 
Cholier does kil! me, 
That thon ast slwe, | fwoond to fee thee, 
Ape. Would thow would’ berft. 
Tam, Awsy chou tedious Rogue, I sm forry I (hall 
lofe s fone by chee. 
Tim. Slaoe, 
Ape. Tood, 
The. Ro ae Rogue Rogee. 
Tam ficke of this falfe world,end will love soughe 
But even the meere neceffiries vpont 
Then Timon prefenaly prepare chy grave : 
Lye where the lighe boas of che Sea may beate 
Thy grave flone dayly wake thineEpitaph, 
That death in me, at others lives may lsagh. 
O thoe fweete King-killer, and deare divorce 
Twize neteral! Sunne and fire ; thou bright defer 
of Homens pureft bed, thou valient Mars, 
Thou ever, yong. freth, loved end delicate wooer, 
Whole bluth doch chewe the confecrased Soow 
That lyes on Dians isp. 
Thou sifible God, 
That fouldreft clole Impofbilkies, 
Aad mak'ft them kiffe; chat oo wich eserte ere 
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To cuerie purpofe :O thou touch of bearts, 
Thinke chy {laec-man rebels, and by thy vertuc 
Set chem into ¢ ing oddes, that Beafts 
May beue the world in Te. 

aes wcuawenia 
Bac noc cill [am deed, Me fay ch hal Gold : 
Thos wilt be throag’d too thortly. 

Tes, Throng’d too? 


Ape. Live, and louc chy mifery, 


Ap Mo s hike men, 
Eace 7anen, sad abhorte chen, Ext Aparas. 
Exscer the Bandetts, 


a Where fhould he base chis Gold ? Ic is fome poore 
Fragment, foane flendes Ort of hus reenainder : che ax ere 
want of Gold, and he falling from of hus Frieodes, drove 
hie ino this Melancholy. 

a Icisnois’d 
He hach sanaffe of Treafure. 

3 Lecvs make the sfizy vpon him, if he care not for’r, 
he will vseafily: ithe couctovfly referucic, how 


fhall’s ect it 
3 ce Gale Uesacs hace about tia 
"Tis kid. 


2 ‘Tiskns defcription. 

3 He? Ikoow him 

All. Save thee Tinien, 

Ton. Now Theeves. 

Al, Soldiers,noc Theeues. 

Tim. Both coo,30d womens Soones 

All, We are not Theeves, but nico 
Thee much do want. 

Tr. Your greaceft watx is,you want much of mest : 
Why fhould you want ? Behold, the Earth hath Rootes: 
Within chis Mile breake forth a handred Sprir-gs: 

The Oakes beare Mail, tho Beiars Scarlet Heps, 

The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each buth, 

Laycs her full Meffe before you. Went? why Want? 
3 We cannot live on Graffe,on Berrics, Water, 

As Beafts,and Birds, and Fifhes. 

Ti. Noroo the Beafts chemfelves the Birds & Fithes, 

You mufi eace men, Yet thankcs | muft youcon, 
That you are Theeves profeft : chat you worke nor 
In holes thapes : For there 13 boundleffe Theft 
tn limited Profeffions. Rafcall Theeves 
Heere'sGold Go, fucke the fubsle blood o’th'Grape, 
Till che high Feauor feeth your blood to froth, 
Aad fo {cape hanging. Trult nat che Phyfitieo, 
ntidoces sre poyfon, aud he flaycs 
Sec chen you Rob : Teke wealth, and liues together, 
Do Villame do, fiace you protelt ro doo’. 
Like Workemen, [le exampre you with Theeucry 3 
The Sunnes a Theefc, and wich bis preet accretion 
Robbes che vafte Sea, The Moones an arrant Theefe, 
And her pale fire, fhe fnacches from tbe Sunne. 
The Seas a Theefe, whofe liquid Surge, refolues 
The Moone into Salt ceares. The Earth’s a Theefe, 
That feeds and breeds by 2 compofture floloe 
From geo'rall excrement ; each thing’sa T besie. 
The Lawes, your cube and whip ,is their rough power 


Ha's vocheck'd Theft. Lowe noc your felues, sway, 
Rob one anothes, there's more Gold, cuc ¢ 
All chat you meete are Theeucs : to Athens go, 
Breake open (hoppes, noching can you fieale 
But Theeues do loofe 1¢ : fteale leffe, for this J gives ov, 
Aod Gold confound you howtlorre : Amen. 

3 Has almoft charm'd me from my Profeffion,by pez. | 
fwading ae to it, 

t ‘Tis in che malice of menkinde, that he chus.ad-ufes 
vsnor to haue vs thrive in our myftery. 

a He beleeue hin as 3n Enemy, 
And giuc ower my Trade. 

8 Let vs firft fce peace im Athens, chereisno 1 >< (0 
auferable, but 2 man may be tree. Exet 7: mcs, 


Eaner the Steward te Time, 


Stew. Ob you Gods ! 
Is yon'd defpis'd end ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of deesy and fayling ? Oh Monomenr 
And woader of good deeds, euilly beflow'd! 
What an alteration of Honor has defp'race want made? 
What wilder thing vpon the carth, then Friends, 
Who can bring Nobleft mindes, to bafeft ends. 
How rately does it meete with chis trmes guile, 
When man was witht toloue his Enemies : 
Grant | may cucr louc, and rather woo 
Thofe that would mifcheefe me, chen thofe chat doo, 
Has caughe me in his cye, | will prefent my hone ft griefe 
vato hia ; and as my Lord, fill (erue him with my life. 
My deereft Mafter, 
Tam. Away : what art thou > 
Stew. Hauc you forgo: me, Sir? 
Tim. Why doft aske that? I hauc forgos all wen. 
Then, if chou grunt'ft, th’art a man. 
Ihave forgor hee 
Stew. Anboneft poore ferusn: of years. 
Tom, Then 1 know thee not : 
I neuer had honeA man abour me, J al} 
I kept were Knaues, co ferue in meace co Villaines 
Stew. TheGods are witneffe, 
Neu'r did poore Steward weare a truer grcefe 
For his vndone Lord, then mine eyes for you, 
Tem. What, doft thou weepe? 
Come necrer, thea I lone thee 
Becaufe thou art a woman, snd difclaim'ft 
Flinty maakinde : whofe eyes do newer give, 
Bur thorow Loft and Laughter : pictics Aceping: 
Serange times } weepe with laughing not with weeping, 
Stew. 1 begee of youto know me, good my Lord, 
Taceept my greefe,and whil'ft this poore wealth lafis, 
To entertaine me as your Sceward Mill. 
Tem. Had la Sceward 
$o crue, foruft, end now fo comforrable ? 
Ic almoft curnes my dangerous N ature wilde. 
Let me behold chy face ; Surely, this men 
Was borne of womsn. 
Forgiue my geacrall, sod excepeeffe rathnetie 
Youp A fober Gods. | do proclame 
Ov shoneft man : Miftake me not, but one : 
No more | pray, and hee’s a Sceward. 
How fainc would I have hated all mankinde, 
And thou redeem’ thy felfe. Buc all faae thee, 
I fell with Cusfes, 
Mc thinkes chou ast more honeft now, then wile : 
For, by opprefling and betraying mce, 
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Thoa migt: 
For many fo arriee a Second 
Vpon theis Girft Lords necke. Bot cell ae tree, 
(Foor I cauft ever doobr, though ac’re fe fare) 
arte Praca ter pe 
If oot 8 Vfaring kindneffe,and as rich men deale Geifts, 
a, bcs, Prudhoe for one ? 

Stew. cy tf worthy Mati whofe bee 
Doubt, and fufped (alas) sve plac'd coe Jace: 
Y os fhould haue fear'd falfe ames, when you dié Feaft. 
Salped Rill comes, where an eftare is 
That which I thew, Hesven knowes, ismerrely Lous, 
Dutie, end Zeale, to your unmatched minde , 
Case of your Food and Living, and belcanc it, 
My Honoer'd Lord, : 


Eicher on hope, ot prefent, I’de exchange 
Bes this one with, that you hed power and wealth 
To requi:e me, by making rich your (elfe. 
Tas. Looke thee, ‘tis fo : thoe ingly boneft man, 
Fleere take # the Gods out of my miferic 
Ha’s (eat thee Treafare. Go, live rich and happy. 
But thes condition’d : Thos fhsis build from men: 
Hace ofl, curfe alt, thew Charicy to cone, 
Bes lex the farnshht fieth fide from the Bone, 
Ere choo releeue the Begger. Gruece es 
Wher chou denyefttomen. Let Prifons (wallow ‘em, 
Dedes wither ‘em to nothing, be men like blafted woods 
And sy Difeales hicke vp their falfe bloods, 
Aod fo sine ar pe 
Stew. O let me fizy and Mafte:. 
Tom. Tf chow bec h’Gache ee 
Seay not : Aye, whilR chee art bleft and free : 
Ne're fee chou oan, snd lex me ne‘re fee rbee. Ex 


"ft have fooner get another Seruios s 
Mofters, 


Later Port, aud Palmer. 

Paw. As] cwoksnoce of che place, is canvot be fesre 
where he abides. 

Pent. What's to be thoughs of him ? 
Does the Remor hold for cree, 
Theos hee’s fo fall of Gold? 

Passer. Cestaine. 
Alesdnades reposts ic: Prince end Timandyle 


, breaking of bis, 
H's beene but a Try fos hus Friends ? 
Paimer Nothing cite : 


Aad floanth with the higheft : 
Therefore, ‘tis not amiffe, we tender our lowes 
Te hia, in this fuppos'd diftreffe of his : 
It will thew hooeftly in vs, 
And is very likely, to Joade our 
Wich whee vi (epooel 
Ifa be avaft and cree report, that goes 
Of bis hauing. 

Pag. What haue younow 
To waco him ? 

abner, Nothing a this rime 

Bas my Vifistion : onely 1 will promise him 
Anex Peece. 

Peet. Lmuft ferue him fo r00 ; 
Teil him of en intent that’s comming towsrd hun. 


Timon of eArhens. = 


Paster. Good es thebeh. 
creating, © see et 


of 
eee eed nb schoo 
The desde : 
To Proaife, is 


Which argues e Gchneffe in his heigemene 
Thee makes iz. = 


Ease Teves from ba Cam. 


Tames. Excelent Workeman, 
Thou confit noe pains 6 man fo badde 
As is thy felfe. 

Pees. lem 
Wher I thall fey 
Ic euntt be a perfe of hienfalfe : 

A Satyre eg ainft the of 
Witha sesbegle esate e 50g 
Thes follow youth and opalencic. 

Times, Meft thou needes 

Scend fer e Villaine in chine owne Worke ? 


Wik thoa thine owne faules in ocher men? 

De fo, I hane for chee. 
Post, Nay let's (coke hom. 

Then do we our owne oftate, 

When we mey meets, end come coe late. 
Pama. Trae: 

shrrby daiedmpsr asters oa, 

= wane'ht, by free snd 4 : 
Tim. (le ancete you ot the rurne : 

Whar » Geds thes heés 

In ebsferT then where Swine ferde) 


"Tis choo chat rigg & che Barke,end plow'f the Fome, 
Setlefi edamised reverence in 0 Slene, 
To thee be worthipt, end thy Seines for eye : 
Be crown'd wich Plagues, that chee slooe ebsy. 
Fic 1 meet them. 

Pes. Haile worthy Timen. 

Pam, Ow love Noble Mefter. 

Times, Hae | once lin’d 
To fee two honefi.men ? 

Post, Siz: 
Hauwng often of your open Bounty tafted, 
Heacing you were retyt'd, your Priends falec off, 
Whoke thankeleffe Nerures (O abberred Spirits 
Not oll che Whippes of Heawen,ere lenge . 
What, to you, 
Whole Starre-tike Noblenefle gaue life sod influence 
To their whole being ? I arm rapt, and cannot cover 
The monftroas bulke of chis Ingraticude 
With ary fize of words. 

Time. Let it go, 
Naked men may fee's the berees 1 
You chat are honcft, by being whet yeu ere, 
Make them beft feene,end knowne. 

Pam. He,end my felfe 
Have cravaifl’d in the great thewre of your guifes, 
And foreetly feis tz. 

Tim. 1, you erebonef men. 

Pamer. Wearsehither come 
To offer you ovr fereice 

Tenn. Mofthoneft men: 
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._Timenof eA thens. 


y how (hall I requite you? That frarwd hive ches. Time with his fasres hand, 


Can you exe Routs, and drinke cold water, ne? 
Beth. What we can do, 
Wee'l do t0 do you feruice. 
Tim. Y'ase honeft men, 
¥ heue heard chat [ haue Gold, 
1 am fure you haue, (peake cruth, y'ste hone men. 
Pam. Soicis (aid my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Carne not my Priend,nor |. 
Times, Good honeft men : Thou draw’ s counterfer 
Beft in all Athens, ch’art indeed the bef}, 
Thou counerfes'ft mefi lively. 
Pan, So,fo, my Lord. 
Ti. Ete fo fir asi fay. And for chy haion, 
Why thy V erfe (wels with ftuffe fo fine and fmooth, 
Thacchou ert even Nacerall in thine Art. 
Buc for aH this (my honeft Nesur'd friends) 
Imuft needs fey you have a little faule, 
Merry tis not monfirous in you, neither with J 
You take mach pases to mend. 
Bors. Befeech your Honour 
To make it knowne to vs. 
Tim. You'l wke ic ill, 
Bah, Mefi thankefilly my Lord. 
Timen, Will ™ sadeed ? 
Beth, Dowkdr tt not worthy Lord. 
Tim, There's never sone of you bus crus aKnser, 
Thac mightily deceives you. 
Bah. Do we,my Lord? 
Tim. 1,end you bearc tem cogge, 
See him ds le, 
Know his grofle pstchery, love him, feede him, 
Keepein your bofome, yet remeine affer'd 
That he’s amade-vp-Villeine 
Pam. | know none (uch,my Lord. 
Pea. Noel. 
Taam. Looke you, 
T lowe you well, Ile op! tate 
Rid me thefe Villetnes from your nies; 
Hang them, of ftab them, drowne chem in a draught 
Confound them by fome courfe,and come to me, 
lle grue you Gold enough. 
Sab Nome them my Lord, ler's know them, 
Tom. Youthat way, aed youshis: 
But two in Compsny : 
Eech man apart, all fingic,and alone, 
Yer an arch Villane k him company : 
If where thoo art, two Viliames fhall not be, 
Come notneere him. If thou would’ft hot recide 
But where one Villsine is, then him sbandon. 
Hence, packe, there's Gold, you came for Gold ye flaucs. 
You have worke for me ; chere’s payment whence, 
You sre an Alceumifi, make Gold of thac : 
Our Raicall dogges. Exeuw 


Enter Steward and twe Sewaters 


Stew. Ie is vaine thac you would fpeake with Tomes: 
For he is fet fo oncly so himfelfe, 
Thac noching but himlelfe, which lookes like man, 
Is friendly wich him. 
tSee, Bring vsco his Coue. 
1c is our pen and promie vo th’ Athenians 
€ 


To ffeske with Timon. 
1.Sem. Acallemes alike 
Men are mot (ull the (ane : ‘rwae Time and Greefee 


Orfering the Pastunes of his former 

The furrmer man may make him: bring vs co 

And chene'd it mitinay: ? — 
Stew. Heere sshis Cave : ‘ 

Peace and concent be heere. Lord Timen, Tren 

Locke ou, and {peaketo Friends: Th'Athenians. 

By two of ther moft reverend Sensie gteer ther: 

Speake to them Nohle Tien, 


Ester Times ot of bu Caw. 


Taw. Thou Sunne that comfort : 
Speake snd be hang’d : pais 
or true word, 3 blifter, end each 
Be as a Concheriz ing to the root see 
Confarning 1: with {peaking, : 
& Worthy Times. 
Tim. Of none but fuchas you, 
And you of Timea, 
1 The Senators of Achens, greet thee Times, 
Tem, Ithankethem, — 
And would fend them bscke the plogee, 
Could I bus catch it for them, 
s Oforger 
What we are forry for our (clues in thee ; 
The Senstors, with one confenr'of lowe, 
Intreate thee becke te Athens, who hase thoughs 
On {peciall Oignicies, which vacens lye 
For thy beft vie and w 
: ry : confeffe 
owsed thee, forgetfuinefle too 
Which now the peblike Pa ph repre vere 
Play the re-conter, feeling in ic felfe 
A lacke of Towens syde, hath Gnce withall 
Of 11 evene fall, teftrasming syde to Times, 
And fend forth vs, to make thew (orrowed render, 
Together, wich s twore frua 
Thea chete offence can weigh downe by the Dramane, 
1 even fuck hespes and furunes of Loue and Weakh, 
As fhall to thee blot out, what wrongs were thems, 
And write in cnee che figures of cheis lowe, 
Ewer toread them chime, 
Tia. You witch me in ic; 
Serprize me co the very brinke of tesres ; 


Lend me a Fooles heart, and a womans eyes, 


Aad Jie chefe comforts, worthy Senators, 

2 Therefore fo pleafe thee 16 returne with v3, 
And of oar Achens, thine and ours to take 
The Captesnthip, chou Male be met with thankes, 
Allowed with abfolute power, and thy good name 
Live wich Auchoritic : fo foone we fhall dive bache 
Of Alednades th approaches wild, 
Who like s Bore 100 Guage, doth root vp 
His Counanes peace. 

8 And thakes his chreatning Sword 
Againh the walles of Aibens. 

a Therefore Temee 

Tom, Well Gr, f will: therefore] will fi: thes 
If Akebiades kill my Country men, 
Let AMerrades know this of Times, 
That amen cares not. But ithe facke faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by ch’Beards, 
Gluing our holy Virgins co the ftaine 
Of conmenelious, beastly, mad-brain'd warre: 
Then lechim know pnd cell bom Tames (peakes it, 




































ta pitty of cer and our 

1 connor choot bat cell hice ches I core ose, 

And tet him tah’e ot erorft : For their Kalaes core aot. 
While you have throoss to safwer. For ay felfe, 
There's a0 0 whiesle, in ch'varuly Compe, 

Bor | do prize ic st my lous 

The reverends Throat ia Athens. Sol leove you 
To the prowedtion of che profperous Gods, 

As Theeucs to Keepers. 

Serw. Susy nor, ait's fa vain 

Te. ie Dasha ih Berar 






















Sever « Scabdier in the Weeds Toma, 

Sel. By all defcription this thould be che place. 
Whote heere? ehos. Nosolwer? What is this? 
Tymen is dead, who hath ouc-firerche his fpsn, ; 
Some Besft reade this, There do's not liue s Maa, 
Dead fure, snd this his Greve, whet’s an this Tomb, 
} cannot read : the CherrsGer Ile cake wah wax, 
Our Copesiae bach wn every Figere skill ; 
Aa 9g'd Imerprecer, though yong in doyes: 
Before proud Acheng hee's fer downe by this, 
Whole fall the marke of bis Ambition is, 


Tranpas found. Suter Abcibiades with ba Pavers 
before Arhens. 


fle. Sound to thie Coward and lefeiaioas Towne, 
spproach. 
























a Thas's well poke. 
Tis, Commend me co wy loving Countreymes. 
a Thefe words become yous lippes as they pelfe the> 
row them. 
= And enter in our cares, like great Trinraphess 
In thels appleuding goces. 
Tia. Commend me to tbem, 
And tell them, chac to eafethem of cheie greefes, 
Their fesres of Hoftile Nrokes, thete Aches loffes, 
Their pangs of Lowe, with other incident chrowes 
Thar Natures fragile Veffell doch (uftaine 
Inlifes vocertaine voyage, } will fome hinders de them, 
Ile teach them to preuent wilde Aieibrades wrath. 
g Llike chis well, he will returve sgaine. 
Jas [hauea Tree which growes heereia my Cole, 
Thac mine owne vfe iauites me cocut downe, 
Aad fhortly uit i (ellie. Tell my Friends, 
Tl Athens, in the fequcuce of degree, 
From high to lew throughout, thac who fo pleale 
To Rop AfRiaion, tet him take his hafte ; 
Come hither meses heath pial 
And hang hiealelfe. I peay you domy 
Stew. Trouble tise oe fewuloe, thas you ftill (hall 














Ours cevrible 









Sommds a Parly. 
The Senators appear vpen the wals. 
Till now you haue gooe on, snd fill'd the time 
Withall vous mesture, making yous wiles 
The (cope of luflice. Till now,my felfe and fech 
Asfleps within che thadow of pour power 
Heee wender’d with our traverft Armes.and breath'd 
Our folference vainly s Now che time is fluth, 
When crouching Marrow in che bearer fizeng 
Cees (oh Ie Oe cou 
Shall ape pace in Yom Gre ree oe 
And Infolence fhell breake his winde 
With feare and horrid fighe 
2. See, Nodle,and young ; 
When thy firft greefes were bet meere conceit, 
Erethow power, or we had caule of fesre, 
We fear to thee, co give thy rs Balme, 
; with Lowes 























Tan. Come not to me , bet fay to Athens, 
MsaGon 

















om ap oure words go by,end Langusge end 1 
is 









Exit Tine. 
a His di(concents are vnremoseably coupled to Ne- 





care. 
8 Our hope in him is deed : let vs seturne, 
And freine what ocher meanes is lefe eno vs 
Inoar deere peril. 
8 Ic requires {ih foot. Eivent. 


Rater ewe ther Seanter: orb a Adefonge. 


2 Thou heft peiofelly difeouer’d sere his Files 
Asfall ce thy report? 


Who were the macives chat you fc ft went ont, 
(Shame thec chey waned, sey Laban 
Heth beoke theis hearts, March, Lord, 
Inco ous City with chy Banners fpred, 

(Sar eods a is death 5 
Sf chy Revenges ex for chac Food 
Which Nature jeans take thow the deftin'd eenth, 
And by che hazard of che fpowed dye, 
Let dye the {pecied. 

3 All heve net offended : 
Bas chofe chac were, it is not Square co take 
Oc chole that sre, Rewenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Are 00t sobernted, then deese Countryman, 
Briag inthy renkes, bur leave withour thy rage, 
Spere thy Arhenion Cradle, and t hofe Kin 
Which ia the blefter of chy wrath muft fell 
With rhofe thar haue offended. like s Shepheard, 

h che Fold, and cull th infeéted forth, 

But kill nee alragether. 

a Whar chose wilt, 
Troe racher thale inforce it with thy (mile, 
Then hew coo’e, with thy Sword. 

8 Set but chy foor 

ainft our rampyr'd gates, and they thall ope : 
So thow wilt fend thy gencle heart before, 
Te fay chou's ener Friendly. 

a Throw chy Gloue, 
Or any Token of thine Honour elfe, 
Thac thow wilt vile the warres as thy redreffe, 
And not as our Coafufion : All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Towne, cll wee 
Hawe feal'd thy full defire. 

Ale, Thenthere’s my Gloue, 
Defend aad open your vnchas ged Porta, 


Thofe Encrnies of Tienes, and mine owne 
ade a your (eles thal fet ent for reproefe 
Fall and no more; sndto stroneyourfeare, 
Wi my more Noble meaning, not s span 
Shall poffe bis quarcer, or offeod the fireame 
tle reel luftice 10 yous Curries bounds, 

t remedied to publique Lawes 
Ac hesuieft aniwer. as ae 

Beth, ‘Tis mof Nobly fpeken. 

Ale. Defcend,and keepe your words. 

fever a Adefenger. 

Mef. My Noble General, Tiaves is deed, 

Entomb’d vpon the very hemme o'th’Ses 


A lcrbvedes reade: the 

oe les a wretched ( car fe, of wretched Soule bereft 

eek rot my name: A Plaguecen Picked e 
Heere tre 1 Tamon whe x dap nat fad gt a 
Paffe by and cserfe thy fil, but pofe and ftay net bere chy ate 
Thefe weil exprefle in chee thy locter {pirits: ae 
Though thou abhorr dR in vs oor hamane griefes, 
Scornd’ft ous Brsines flow, and thofe our droplers which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Cooceiee 


Taughe thee co make vat Ni ne weepe 
Ont low Grave, on faults for green ‘she ae 


sf N rd Trmen, of whofe Memorie 
cereafter more. Bring me into Cir 
rit I will a the Olle, with a Sead ' 

ake was breed peace y make peace ti : moke 
Preferibe co ot a ascech ee me =< 
Ler our Deurnmes ftrike. 


Eaxewet. 








ACTORS 


N AMES. 


Lucius, fd Seruilins, another. 


tering Lord. 
Alcibiades, an Athenian (aptaine. 
Poet. 
Jeweler. Ventigins. one of Tymons falfe Friends. 
Merchant. (pid. 


Senerall Sernants to¥furers, 


ertaine Senatours, Se at 
eel vs Wich der: eher Sernants, 
Certaine Theenes. And: Attendants, 
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IVLIVS CASAR., 


eAtlus Primus. Scans Prima. 


Bover Flanien, Marelin , aad certeine Communes 
enur rhe Stage, 


What doft chow with thy beft Apperrell on? 
You fr, whee Trede sre you ? 
Cobl. Tee eae foo ree eemen er 
Mer, Bur wher Trade ort thon ? Anfwerme diredily. 
Cob. A Trade Sis, that Lhope I may vie, with» {sfe 
Confcieace, which is indeed Sits Mendes of bed foules 
Fla, What Trade chou kneve? Thoensaghty koses, 
whet Trade? 
Cobl. Nay I befeech yor Sir, be noe out with mez yet 
if you be ow Sit, I con mend you. 
Ader, What mean ft choa by thes ? Mend mee, thou 


thee? 

Cob. Traly Gr, all thes J lose by, is with the Asle: I 
meddle wich vo Tradefmens matters, nev womens mat- 
sere as weal om eoees on a eeBooo rene ec 
when shey s1eia danger, Irecouer them. As pro- 
Se eudic cari cod speatiees Leasher, hase gone vp- 
en ay handy- worke. 

Ble. But wherefore eft not in thy Shop co day? 
Why do? ches leade thefe men about the fircers? 

Cab. Traly (2, to weare ous theirs fhooes, taget wy 
felfe to morse worke. But inJeede Gr, we make Holy. 
dey to (ee Cefar, snd co reiogce in bis Triumph, 

dtr. Wherefore reioyce ? 


replicstioa of founds, 
Made inher Ceacaue Shores? 
And do you now pus on your beft attyre? 
Aad do you now cull opt 5 
And do you now Arew Flawere in his way, 
coe ceet er emyuven.tompge meer! 
gone, 
Reane co your banfes, fall vpon your knees, 
Diag so dhe Gods ta sarerists the plogue 
That needs oft light on this Ingratude. 
Ele. Go.go,good and foc this faukc 
Affembic all the poose men of your fort ; 
Draw chem te Tyber benkes,and weepe your teres 
Inco the till che lowe Greame 
Dokife chemofiexaitedShoresofall. = - 
Exeant all rhe Commens. 
See where their bafeft mesile be not mou'd, 


Who elfe would foare sboue 
And kheepe vs all in (cruile 


Ene Cola, che Portia, Deo 
Sectagphet co ire foe 
hem Mireles and Figmiun 





Co, Ha? Wha caller 
C ak, Bid every noyfe be Mill : peace yet againes 
Caf, Whoisic inthe preffe, chat calles on me? 
mgd, ely ohare 
»Cafaer : Speake. (afar is cava'd co hease, 
ee Scictwl of March. 
Caf. What man is chnat? 


Br. A Sooth-fayer bide you beware the Ides of March 


Caf, Sechiem before me, let me fee his face. 


CaGfi.Fetlow, come from the throng, look vpon Cefar. 
tome now? Speak once agasoe. 


Caf Wha Gyft 

Seseb. Beware the ides of March. 

Caf. Heis a Drezmer, let vs leave him: Pale. 
Sonnet. 


Exennt. Maset Bria & Ceff, 


Cofi. Will you go {ce the order of the courfe? 
ras Noe 1. re 
of. 1 oe 

Bree. A fa Gamefom: I do tacke fome part 
Of thac quicke Spirit thacisin Aureay : 
si me not hinder Caffe your defires ; 
Ile leaue you. 

Cai. Brera, 1 do obferuc you now of lace : - 
Thaue not from your eyts, that gencleneffe 
And thew of Love,as | was wont to hase - 
You besre too ftebbome,snd too Arange 3 hand 
Over your Friend, that loues you. 

Bra. Caffias, 
Be not decetu'd : If] heue vey?'d my looke, 
J turne che trouble of my Countenance 
Meerely vpon my felfe. Vexed 1 sm 
Of lace, with pathons of fome difference, 
Conceptions onely proper to my felfe, 
Which give fore foyle (perhaps ) to ary Behautours : 
But let not therefore my good Friends be greeu'd 
(Among which number Caffew be you one 
Nor conftrec any farther my negle&, 
Then that poore Bravas with humlelfe at warre, 
Forgets the thewes of Lowe to ocher men 


Caffs. Then Branas, | haue mach miftook your paffion, 


By meanes whereof ,this Breft of mine hath buried 
Thoughes of great value, worthy Cogitations, 
Tell me good Brasas, Can you (ee your tace? 
Bruns. Neo Cafes: 
For che eye (ees not it felfe bur by reflection, 
By fome other i 
Cafes. "Tis ivf, 
And it 1s very much lamented Bratas, 
That you haue no fach Mirrors, as will regne 
Your hidden worthineffe inco your eye, 
Thac you might fee your fhadow: 
I haue heard, 
Where many of che beft refpedt in Rome, 
(Excepe immoreall Cefor) {peaking of Braven, 
And grosmng vndermeath chis Ages yoke, 
Haue with’d, thec Noble Sraras had his cyes. 
Bra. Inco what dangers, would you 
Leade me Caffieh ¢ 
That you would haue me feeke into my felfe, 
For chac whichisnotinme? 
Caf. Therefore good Brusus, be prepar deo heare 


That of your felfe, which et know aot of. 
Auda hot lcdoasen ise pants Bretms ; 
Weel s common 0 did vie 
To Rabe with or ches my love 
Thal pied pelts appr 

awre on then, end cheese 
That I profeffe ary feife iw a 
Toall che Rous, then held me 


Pleurife, and Show, 


. ee oe ? 
do feare. che People choofe Cafay 
For the King : 

Caffi. 1, do you feareie? 
bie eae labore bp emaarliel ae iy 

would not Cafier, yer I lous him weil: 

Bur wherefore do you erplirbaps a 
What isit, chac you would ienpert to me? 
If it be ough: cowsrd the general] 
Set Honar in onc eye, and Death ; a 
And I will looke on both ind : 
For ict the Gods fe {peed mee,es! lowe 
The neroe of Honor, more then I feare death. 

Cafe. | know chat vertue to be ie you Braz, 
As well as I. do know outward is 
Well, Honor is the fo of my Story : 
J cannos cell, what you and osher men 
Thanke of chis life . Bus for my fgle felfe, 
Thad as liefe nos be, as lime co be 
Inawe of fuchs Thing, as | my fife. 
I was borne free as Cefar. [o were you, 
We boch have fed as well, and we cen both 
Endure che Wioters cold, as well as hee. 
For once, vpon a Rawe and Geftie dey, 
The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores, 
Cafar {ride come, Das‘f thou (afi now 
res pk wich me sede Re 

form to yonder Point ¢ Vpon the word, 

Accounrtd as | was, I plunged in, 
And bed hum follow : fo indesd he did. 
The Torrent reer’d, snd we did buffet x 
With tafty Sinewes, throwing it side, 
Aad Recaming ist with hesrts of Controuerfie. 
But ere we could strive the Point propos‘d, 
Cefo cride, Helpe me Caffe pr | finke. 
1 ( as Amar, ob great Ancefior, 
Did from che Flames of Troy, vpon his fhoulder 
The old efnebyfer beare) fo, from the waues of Tyber 
Did Iche cyred (afer : And chis’Men, 
Is now become e and Caffam is 
A wretched Creerure, snd muft bend his body, 
If Cafer corelefly but nod on him. 
He had 2 Feauer when he was in * 
And when the Fit was on him, I did marke 
Hew he did thake: Tis true, thie Ged did (hake, 
His Cowsrd lippes did from cheir colour five, 
Aad thst fame Eye, whofe bend doth swe che World, | 
Did loofe his Lufize : 1 did hesre bim grone : 
1, and chat T angue of his, thar bad the Romeas 
Marke him, and write his Speeches in their Bookes, 
Alas, 1 cxed, Giveme fome drinke Ture, 





The Tragedse 


‘Asa ficke Girle :Ye Gods, it doth areaze me, 


Aman of fuch a feeble ¢ (hould 
So gex che fare of the icke world, 
Aad bene che Palme alone. 

Shomer Fleardh, 


Bre. Anocher genetall (novt ? 
1 do beleeue, chat thefe epplaules sre 
For force new Honors, chat are ‘don Cefa, 
Caffi. Why man, be doch beftride the nassow world 
Like a Coloffus znd we petty men 
W alke ender tus hoge legges,sad peepe about 
To finde our felees difhonourebie Granes. 
Men at fomeume, are Mofters of their Fares. 
The faule (deere Brarm jis noc in our Searres, 
Bat in our Selves, that we ere vaderings. 
Brecus and Cefar- What foould be mn chat Caf ? 
Why thaald that name be founded more then yours 
Wnice them together : Yours,ts 8s faire a Name : 
Sound therm, 1 doth become the mouch afweil 
Weigh them, ¢1s a8 heawy : Consure with ‘em, 
Braves will fart a Spirit as foone es Cafar, 
Now inthe names of all che Gods at once, 
Vepoo what meste doth this our Cofar feede, 
That be is growne fo erat ? Age.tbou art fhao'd. 
Rome, thou haft loft che breed of Noble Bloods. 
When wens there by an Age, fince the great Rood, 
Buc ie was fam’d with more then with one man? 
When coald they fay (tll bow char calk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walkes incompaii bur one man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, snd Roome enough 
When chere is io it bet one anely man. 
O! you aad 1, haue heard our Fathers (ay, 
There was e Bratay once, that would have brook'd 
Th’erernali Divell co keepe his Scace in Rome, 
Ascnfily as 2 King. 
Bre, That you do love -ne, I ans nothing icalous : 
What you woald wotke me too,! haue fome aymes 
How J heue thoughr of chis and of chefe times 
I hall recount heereafter. For this prefenc, 
I woald not fo (with loue I night intrest you) 
Be sng further mooa’d: Whet you haue rl i; 
I will confider: whas you have to (ay 

1 will with pacsence heare, and finde 8 time 
Boch meete to beare,snd sofwer fuch high things, 
Tul ches, my Noble Friend, chew vpoo thas : 
Bretm hed racher be a Villager, 

Then co repute himfelfe a Sonne of Rome 
Vader chefe hard Conditions,es this time 

Is like to Lay epoo es. 

. Cai. Tam glad that my weake words 


Butor Cafar aud bes Trane. 
Bre. The Games are done, 


Aod Cefa ap tesa 
As they paffe by, 

Plec ey the Sleeue, 
And be will (afte: his fowre fathion) tell you 
Whar hath proceeded worthy pote ro day. 

Bra, | will do fo; bec looke you Cefias, 
The sagry {poe doth glow on Cofas brow, 
And all che reft, looke like 9 chidden Traine ; 
Calpburwea's Cheeke is pele, and Cicero 
Lookes wich Gch Fetret,and fach fiery eyes 
As we have [eenc hin tn the Capirotl 








Asthou dot Aateay : he heases no Muficke ; 


| 

| 

1 
Hoste firycke ber thas much thew of fre fror ° say, 





tus ( he hit 
( Being crof'inC e, Senators. 
Caf. Cackg wr) cell vs what the matter it. 
Caf. Autens. 
Aat. Cefa. 
Caf. Let mehaue men sbour me, that are fer, 
Sleeke-headed men, sod (ech as e-mghts : 
Yond Caffe has a leane ond hengry : 
He thinkes too much . fich men are dangers. 
Aut. Feare tim not Cafar, he’s not dangerous, 
He 1s a Noble Roman,and well given. 
Cef Worldhe were farres Box I feare hia nox - 








Yes sf my name were lyabie co fesre, 

3 do not know the man I (hoeld 

So foone as thet {pare Caffiam, He sesdes much, 

He 1s a great Obferver, and he lookes 

Quite chrough the Deeds of men. He loves no Playes, 


Seldome he (miles, and (miles in fuch a fore 

As ifhe mock'd hicafelfe, and (corn'd his (pias 

That cauld be mou d to file ac any ching. 

Such mes ashe, be neuer a: hearts eafe, 

Whiles they behold a greater chen chem felaes, 

Aoadtcherefore are hey very dangerous. 

{ rather cell chee what 1s to be feac'd, 

Then what I feare : for alw ayes lam Cafer. 

Come on my right hand, for this care 1s deale, 

Andcell metrucly, what chou think fiofhim, = Sewers 
: Ensen C ofa ond bes Trame. 


Cak. You pul'd me by the cloake, would you (peat: 
wich me? 

Bre. 1 Caska,cell vs what hach chanc dco dey 
, That Cefarlookes fo (ad. 
Cask, Why y ou were with hie. were you now? 
Bre. I thould not chen aske( ashe what had chancd 
Cask Why there was s Crowne offer'd hirm & being 
offer d him, he put itby with the backe of bus hand chus, 
and chen the people fell e fhouting. 
Bre What was the (econd noyfe for? 
Cask Why for chat too. 
Caf They thouced thrice: what was thelaft cry for: 
Cask, Why for thee too. 
Bra Was the Crowne offer'd bim thrice ? 
Cask Tmarry was't, and nee put st by thre, everse 
ume gentler sben other ; and sce tiag by, mint 
bonelt Neighbors fhowred. es i 
Caffi. Who offer'd him che Crowne ? 
Cark. Why Amery. 
Bre Tell vs che manner of it gentle Cake 
Caske. {ca 29 well bee hang’d as tell uhe manner of 

It was meereFoolene, I didnot markest. I fawe 

(Afoke Aeteny offer him « Crowne, yet ‘twas nore 
Crowne neyther, twas one of thefe Coronets : acdasJ 
told you, hee pat it by once : but for all thet, comy shin. 
king, he would faine hauehadicr. Then hee offered ic co 
him againe . chen hee put sc by againe: bac co my chink- 
ing, he was very loath co lay his fingers off it. And then 
he offered it the third time ; hee put it che shied time Dy, 
end (till as bee refus'dis, the rebblement hewted, ond 
clapp'd cheir chopt hands, snd threw vppe their (weaste 
Night-cappes, snd vecered fuch a deate of Ainking 
breath. becaule Cafer refae'd che Crowne, that it had 
(almoft) choaked Cefa: fos hee fweonded, and fell 
downe at it: And for mine owne part, I durfl nas 


for feare of opeamg my Lippes, and rece ywang the bed 
Cof. 


| Ayre, 
ae kk s 


— - 





12 he T ragedse of afar. 


Caf. Bur foft 1 pray you: wher ,did Cafar fwound? 

Cak, He fell dawng in the Market-placeend feam'd 
at mouth and was (peechlefle. 

ooh. a: paulo the Falling Gckneffe, 

C. No, C ofa hath ke not: but yeu, and I 
And honett Sige heue che Falling ficknefie, 

Cat, [know oct what you mesne by thee, but J am 
fare Cofar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not 
clap him, and hiffe him, according as he pigas‘d, and di{- 
plea’d them.as chey vile ro doe the Players in the Thes- 
tre, Lam no tree man. 

Bria. What (aid he,when he came vnto himfeife> 

Cask Marry, before be fell downe, when he perceiv'd 
the common Heard wat gisd he refus'd the Crowne, he 
pluckt me ope his Doubles, and offer’d them his Throer 
teocut: and] had beene a men of any Occupation, sf I 
would not haue taken him ac 8 word, J would f might 

to Hell among the Rogues, and fo hee fell. WW 

came to himfelfe againc, hee faid, If hee had done,or 
faid eny thing armffe,he defe'd thess Wor thips to thike 
te was his infernuie. Three or foure Wenches where J 
flood, cryed, Alsfle good Soulc, and forgsve hnn with 
all chew hearts. But there's no heed to be taken of chemy 
if wh had ftsb'd shes: Mothers,they would have done 
no leffe. 

Braz. And sfrex thar, he came thus {ad away. 

Can, I. 

Caffi. Did Caceve {sy any thing ? 

Cak. Ihe fpoke Greeke. 

Ci. Towha effe&? 

Cask, Nay, and I cell you chat, Ile ne're looke you 
1th’ face agsine. But thofe that vnderflood him, fmil’d 
at one another, and fhooke theit heads: bue foe mine 
owne part, It was Grecketome. I could rell you more 
newes too: Afarredim and Flanins, fur pulling Scarfies 
off Cafes Images, are put to lence, Fare you well, 
There was more Foolene yec, if 3 could remem 
ber it. 

Caf. Will you fuppe with me ta Night, Caskgi 

Cat. No, 1am promis'd forth, 

Caf. Will you Dine with me to morrow? 

Cac, 1, L be alive, and your minde hold, snd your 
Dinner worth the eating. 

Cafi. Good,! will expe you. 

Cask, Doe fo : {erewell boch, Exit. 

Braz. Whara blunt fellow is this growne tobe ? 

He was quick Mercle, when he went ro Schoole. 

Caffi. So is he now, in execution 

Of any bold.or Noble Enreeprize, 

How-ever he puts on this tardie forme: 

This Redeneffe 1s a Sawce to his good Wit, 
Which gives men ftomacke to difgett his worde 
‘With better Apperire. 

Bree. And lo iciss 

For chis time I will leave you: 
To morrow, if you pleafe to {peake with me, 
I will come home ¢o you: or if you wll, 
Come home co me,and I will weit for you. 
Caffi. Lwill doe fo: till then,thinke of the World. 
Exss Bretm. 
Well Bruras,thou art Noble : yet I fee, 
Thy Honorable Mettle msy be wrought 
Prom chat ic is dilpos'd : therefore it 1s meet, 
That Noble mindes keepe ever with their likes: 
For who fo firme, thar cannot be feduc’d ? 
Cafar doth beare me hard, bur he loves Sravas. 


If I were Bratarnowsend he were Cafien, 
He thould noc hamex me. 1 will chis % 
In fevesal) Hande,in at his W ndowes throw, 
sete frydr oar Crizens, 
siti cps Seer opinion 
Thac Rome holds bis Naewe : wherein obGcerety 
Cafars Acbition thall be gleaced at. 
Ane afcer this,let Cafer feat him (ore, 
For wee will thake him, or worfe doyes endure. 
Buus. 


Thander, and Lagtontg Punto Casha, 


Gre, 


Coc, Good eurn, Cake: brought you Caf horned? 
Why are you breathicfie and fare yes fo? 
Cask, Are not you mon d,when all the fway of Berth 
Shakes, like e ching enfitme? O Ciews, 
| haue feene Tempefis, when the (colding Winds 
ire nee the knotie Oskes,and | hese (cone 
‘ambitious Ocean (welt 0nd foame, 
To be exalted with the icone Clock 
8 never till to Night, newer cill now, 
1d 1 goechrough a T: ode fre. 
Eyther there is fc ee in Hote: 
Or elfe the World,co0 fawere with the Gods, 
lIncenfes them to fend deftruQhon, 
Ca. Why, faw you any thin more wonderfell? 
Capk, A commen flo, you know him-<ell by ight, 
Held vp his left Hand, which did flame and burne 
Like cwentic Torches 1oyn'd; and yer his Rand, 
Nox fenfible of fire,remain'd vnfcorch’d. 
Befides, 1 ha'nor fince pus vp my Sword, 
Agamft the Copicoll ! meta Lyon, 
ho gisz‘d vpon me,and went furly by, 
Without snnoymng me, And there were drawne 
Vpona bespe,a hundred gsftly Women, 
Transformed with theic feare who fwore,they faw 
Men;all in fire, wolke vp and downe the ficeetes. 
And yefterdsy,the Bird of Nighe did fu, 
Even ac Noone-dsy.vpon the Market place, 
Howung,and fhreeking, When thefe Prodigres 
Doe fo conioynely mect, let nat men fey, 
Thefe ere their Rea(ons,they sre Natueall : 
For I beleeue,they are porcencous things 
Vato the Clymare chat they point vpon. 
Cue. Indeed,it is a ftrange difpofed cme 
But men may conftrue shings after their fafhron, 
Cleane from the purpofe of che chings themnfelaes. 
Comes Cafer to the Capitol co morrow ? 
Cast. He doth : for he did bid daseme 
Send word to you, he would be there co morrow. 
Cu. Good- night chen, Caske | 
This diQurbed Skie is not to walke sn. 
Ca Farewell Cocere. Ext Coswro, 


Emer C effres. 
Caf. Who's there ? 


Cask, A Romane. 
Coffi. Carta by your Voyce. 
Cask, Your Eare u good. 
Coffins what Night ts this? 
Caffi. Avery pleating Night to honelt men. 
Cask, Who ever knew the Heavens menace fo ? 
Caffi. Thofe thar have knowne the Earth fo full of 


faulcs. 
For 


The Tragedse 4 


For my howe welk'd about the (reets, 
Suberctung ane vato che perillows Night; 

And vhus vabraced, Cunke,ma you (ce, 

Hase bar'd any fofoene co the Thander-fene : 

And when che <roffe blew Light ning feem'd so 

The Bret of Heawen, { 4:4 prefent ray (elle 

Buco mache eyras and very Rath of rt. (wane 

Cak But wherefore did you fo rauch temps the Hee 

Js te che part of men,to fesse and tremble, 

When che rmeft mightic Gods, by tokens fend 
Such dreadful! Heraaids,so aRonifd =. 

Cofi. You are dull, Cache . 

And thote [parkes of Life chat fhoald bein a Rormaa, 
You doe want, ot elfe you vie nec. 

You looke pele.and gaae,and put on feare, 

Ané call your [elfe in wonder, 

To (ee che Nrange wnpecionce ef the Heaseru: 
Bas if you would confder the true cocks, 
Why ithete Fices,why ali thefeg Ghofts, 
Why Birds and Beats, trom qualitie and kinde, 
Why Old mea,Fooles asd Children calculete, 
Why all chef chings change from their Ordsnance, 
Thess Nocures,and pre-formed Paculcies, 

To meonftrous quelitie ; why you fhall fede, 

Thar Heseen hath mined them with thefe Spirits, 
To make chern Inficumenes of feare,end warning, 
Vino fome moafirous Seace. , 

Nuw cauld | ( Coaka) name to thee a man, 

Moft hike this dreadfull Nighe, 

That Ttanders, Lighcens opens Granes and roacts, 
As doth the Lyon in che Cepitell : 

A man no rnightier then thy felfe,orme, 

ln een oa prodigious growne, 

And fearefall,as Asange cruptions are. 

Cask, “Tee Cefar chat you mesne 5 
168 ae, Cofien > 

Og. Lecsc be who it is: for Remans now 
Haue Thewes,and Limbes, like co their Ancefters 3 
Ruc woe the while,oer Fathers mindes are dead, 
And we sre gouern d with oar Mothers (parts, 

Ou: yoake,and fefferance, thew ve Worsanith. 

Cask, Indeed they (ey she Senstors to morrow 
Meaneto cRtablith Cafe 1s a Kang : 

And he fhall weare ns Ceowne by Sea,and Land, 
In ewery piace faue here im Italy. 

Cafe I buow where | will weere chis Dagger then; 
Coffies from Bondage will deliver Cafies: 
Therein,yee Gods,you make the weshe mof Grong; 
Therem,yce Gods,you Tyrants doe defese. 

Nor Stome Tawer, nor Walls of beaten Broffe, 

Nor syre leffe Dungeon,nor Linkes of Isen, 
Can be raceutive to the Arength of {pirit : 

Pa Life being weare of chefe worldly Berres, 
Newer lacks power co dilmiffe 1t felfe. 

16 1 know ches know all the World betes, 

That pur of Tyrannee thet I dee beare, 

Icon hake off ac plesfure. Thunder Ja, 

Cath, Socan i: 

So eucry Barul-maen in his owne hand beares 
The power co cancel his Ceptisitie. 

Co Ani why thoald Cafer be 2 Tyraee then? 

Pease man,l know he would nor be 2 Welfe, 

Buc chat he (ces the Roamans sre bus Sheepe : 

He were no Lyon, were nor Romans Hindes 

Thofe char with befte will makes mighte fre, 
Bega it wich weake Strawes, Whactrafh is Rome? 


Fultus ( afar. “1 


What Rabbith and whee Offa? when it Ceres 
Fer che defe martcer,to illaminace 

So vile o chung os Cafar. But ob Griefe, 
Where haft cheu led me? I (perhaps) (pcoke this 
Before willing Bond-mnan : then | know 

My antwere muft bemede, But | am ecm'd, 
Aad are to me indifferent. 

Cask. You (peake vo Caskp,ond co (uch s men, 
That 1s no flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my Hind: 
Be faltions fee redrefle of all thefe Griefes, 

And | wni! Gx chis foot of mane se farre, 
As whe farhett. 

Cafi. There's 3 Basgsine made. 

Now know you, Cake,[ baue mou'd already 
Some ceredine of the Nobich minded Romans 
To vader-goe, with me, an Ecterprize, 

OF Hansembls dactgerauk caslecsencr 

And | dee knew by dus, they Ray for me 

In Pempeyes Porch 1 for new uns fearefull Night, 
There is no furre onwalking in the (lreeves ; 
And ure Cornpicaron of the Blermenc 

Is Fawors Sike the Worke we hawe m band, 
NieG bloodic ere and moh terrible, 


Emer Cana, 
aa Stand clele a while, for heere comes one in 


Cafe. Tis Cama,| doe know hin by his Gace, 
He is 0 friend. Carns, where hefte you fo? 
Cuma. To finde out you: Who's thet, Aé@els 


? 
vee No, It ts Canka, ene incerporste 
To our Acrempes. Am I not Aay’d for, Canna? 
Canna, Teen gled onc. 
Whar s fearefall Night is this ? 


“There's cwo or chree of vs hane feene Airange Gghes. 


Cafi Amine fey'd for? cell me, 

Cuma. Ves, you sce. O Caffeen, 
If you could bet winne che Nebic Brame 
To our party—— 

Coit. Be you coment. Good Comacale this Paper, 
And looke you fay it in the Prevers Chayre, 
Where Breve may bux finde se : and threw this 
Inag his Window: fer ches tp with Ware 
Vepon old Sracen Seacee : all this done, 
Repaire to Pomperes Porch, where you fall inde ws, 
1s Decras Bretws and Trebewsu there ? 

Crone, All bor Adeseies Cynder and hee's gone 
To feche yeu 9¢ your heufe: Well.J wvill her, 
And fo beftow thele Pepers as you bed mg. 

Caffi. That done,repryse to feanpeyes Theater, 

5 xa Come. 

Came Casha, you and I will yet.ere day, 
See Braves s¢ his howfe : chree pasts of hire 
ls ours alreadie, end the man entire 
Vpon the next enceunter,yeelds him oure. 

Cask, O,he fics tigh ro all the Peopics hesrtes 
And chet which would appeare Offence in v3, 
His Countenence, hike achefi Alchynme, 
Will change to Vertue.end to Werthineffe. 

Cc im,and his worth,and our great need of him, 
You fame right well conceiced : let vs ffoe, 
For it is efter Mid-nighe, nd chi f 
We will awake him, and be fure of bim. 


kk; AGa 


1 The Tragedie of Fultus ( 2far. 


To fpeake,and finke? O Rome, } make thee proosite, 











If che redrefle will follow, thou recemeft 
Aikus Secundus. Thy fall Petition at the head of Brass, 
be picts Euter Lace. 
. Si is wahted fift - 
Saver Braves in bis Orchard, = . procter : 
Brat, Tis . Go to the Gace, fome knocks . 
Brat. What Lacias, hoe? Since Cafiew firft did whet me spainft or he 
I the progreffe of the Scarres, 1 haue noc flepe, 
Gioe how neere to dsy---Lacins,| fay? Betweene che sing of a dreadfull thing, 
Iw it were any fauic to fo foundly. And che fir motion,all the /utersaw 1s 
When Lacia,vahen? swake,! fay: what Larne ? Like a Phewtefasa,or a hideous Dreame : 


Eater Lucia. 
Lac. Calfd you my Lord? 
Braz. Ger mea Tapor in my Scudy, Lacie? 
When it is lighted come and call me here. 
Lac. 1 willy Lord. Exe 
Brus, Te cault be by his ceath : end for my part, 
I know no perfonall cavfe,co fpure st him, 
Buc for che generall. He would be crown'd: 
How chat mighs change his nature,chere’s the queftion? 
Ic isthe bright day,chac brings forth che Adder, 
And chat cranes warse walking: Crowoe him that, 
And chen I grant we put s Sting tahim, 
That at bis wilt he may doe danger with, 
Th'abufe of Grea 8, when it dis-ioynes 
Remorfe from Power: And to fpeske truth of Cefar, 
I have not knowne,when bia Affections fway'd 
More then his Reafon. But ‘tis acommon proofe, 
That Lowlyneffe is young Ambit:0ns Ladder, 
Whereto the Clumber vpward curnes bis Face ; 
Bu when he once attaines the tpmoft Round, 
He theo voto the Ladder tarnes his Backe, 
Lookes in the Clouds, {corning the bale degrees 
wach be did afcend : fo Cefar may ; 
hen lesft he may,preuent. And ince the Quarrel 
‘Will besre no coloer, for the ching hes, 
Fafhion ic chus ; chac what he is,augmemed, 
Would ronne to thele,and thefe extremities : 
And therefore chinke Fo pastes. 
Which hatch'd, would as his kinde grow mifchieuous; 
And kill hiro m che thei. 
Enter Lucio. 
Lae. The Taper burneth jo your Clofer Siz : 
Searching the Window for a Piin,! found 
This Paper,chus feal’d ep,and I am fure 
Ic did not lye there when | went co Bed. 
Gines bine the Letter 
Bras, Get you to Bed againe,ic is nor day s 
{s not to morrow (Boy) the frft of March? 
Lee. J know nor,Sir. 
Braz. Looke in the Calender,and bring me word. 
Lac. Twill, Sir. Exit, 
Brut. The ethalations,whizzing in the syre, 
Giue fo much light,thar | msy peade by them, 
Opens the Lesser and readet, 
Bruren thon fissp’f , aweke, and fee thy felfe : 
Shah Renae He. fpeake fireks, . 
Brut us chon fesy'ft : : 
Such infligations haae beene oftes dropt, 
Where | haue cooke them vp t 
Shall Rome,cre. Thus muft } piece it out} 
Shall Rome fland wnder one mans awe? What Rome? 
My Anceftors did from the ftrectes of Rome 
The Terquis driue, when be was call’d a King, 
Speake, firekg, redvefe. Amn | erarented 


The Gems ,aad the mortall loftruments 
Are chen mn councell; and the ftare of s man, 
Like co a Lele Kingdome, fuffers then 
The nature of an lafurreGion, 

L S . Enter Lesiens . 

ac. Saz,’cis Brother Caffaw at the Deore, 

‘Who doth defre eo fee you, = 

Bras. Ishe alone? 

Luc, No,Sit,there are moe with him, 

Bra. Doe you know them? 

Lac, No,Sir,chei: Hats are plackt sbowe their Estes, 
And halfe cheir Faces buried in cheir C] 
That by no meanes I may difcouer them, 
By eny marke of favour, 

Brs:. Let’em emer: 
They are the Fadtion. OConfpiracie, 
Sham ft chou co thew chy dang'rous Brow bp Night. 
When euilts are moft free ? O chen, by day 
Where wilt thou finde a Cacerne darke enough, 
To maske thy mooftrous Vilage?Seck none Confpiracie, 
Hide 1 in Smiles,and Affabilitte: 
For sf thou path thy native femblance on, 
Noc Evebas sc felfe vere dimme enough, 
To hide thee from preuention, 


Eater the Conppirasors,Caffins C ake, Decias, 
Ciune Mirela and Treboamt. 


Cf. 1 thinke we are coo bold vpon yous Refi: 
Good morrow Braras,doe we trouble you ? 

Bras. [have beene vp this howre, awake all Night; 
Know I thefe men,that come along with you? 

Caf. Yes,every man of them; and no man bere 
Bur honors you: and every one doth with, 
Youhad but cher opimon of your felfe, ; 
Which enery Noble Roman beares of you, 
This 08 Trebentss. 

Brat. He 1s welcome hither. 

Caf. This. Decia Bratms, 

Brut. He is welcome too. 


Caf. This, Caske ; this, (cms 5 end this, COlcealay 


Bras, are all welcome, 
Whar watchfoll Cares doe interpofe themfeives 
Betwixt your Eyes,and Night? 

Caf. Shall J encrear a word P They whifer 

Deviw, Here lyes che Eaft ; doch aot che Day breake 
heere ? 

Cask, No. 

Ci». O pardon, Sir,ie doth ; and yon grey Lines, 
That free the Clouds, are Meflengers of Day, 

Cask, You thall confetfe,that you are bath deceiv’d : 
Heere,as I point my Sword,the Sanne srifes, 
Which is a great way growing on the South, 


Weigh- 








TheT} of 
‘Weighing the youthlull Seefen of the yeare. 
Seme cao monsths hence, vp towerd the Nordh 
HeSrft his five sad che £8 
Sraads es che Copitoll, divefily herve. 


Then fecret Romens, thet hove (poke che word, 

TheeHloetptctonety ang, 
Then Honefty co 

aaa wae 

Haran traisy pSealalsijeehralcap Seema 


falSering Soules 
ee 
Such Crestuces 2s men doaby; bet dence Rams 
The even verrue of our Eoterpsize, 
Nor th'infepprefive Mettle of our S 
Tochinke, thet os ear Caufe,or out ance 
Did neede an Oath. When drop of bleod 
Thos curry Ronan beares, end Nebdly besres 
of a feverall Baflardie, 

ofea, thes kak pad bombo. 

Gi. Bar what of Carers? Shall we Gowad bm 2 
I chinke he will Rand very ftrong with vs. 

Cask, spirit ia 


toes 

alter ereh erm 
: ae are ee ; les vs noe beeake wich bie, 
os he newer aig thisg 

Thas ocher men < 


Decias, Shall no nen eift be couche but cnely Cofr 


tf ha spree thes, ty roll Rete fo Cre 
As to snnoy v5 all: which to prevent, 
Let Asteny ond Cefar fall cogethe. 

Sra. Ows sowie will ene ens cae cas 
To cur the Hesd off, end chen hecke the Li 
sap thd hoogar pairaeair! iPsilgaaaal 
Ree Maton, is bur o Limbe of C: 
rece en ee se 1 Cole t 
We again che fprcie of Caf, 
And in the Spina of men, there 1s no blood: 
O thas we chen coold come by (afars 
And not difmember Cefar! Bus (0l35) 
Cafarcnuft bleed foru. And gerale 
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Lee's kill bom now W 
Lav cores bien, on 2 Dith Ga for hepa 
Nec hew hie as 3 Caskeffe fie for Hounds: 


bien, 
For ia che ingrefed love he beares to Cafe. 
Bra. Alss,good Cafian, do not ofhum: 
If he love Cafar, all thet he can «to 
Prd reriasseneslares dye for Cafar, 
Aad chat were much leeds 
To nya wadenuhe ad h compeny. 
"There is no fare ia him bs hitn noc dye, 
hecresfter. 


Fos he will live, sad beogh ot chis 
Clocke frites, 


Bru. Peace, cozat the Clocke. 
cw The Clocke hath firichen thee. 
Treb. ‘Tis ime ro 
Coif Berit dab, 
Whether to day,or Ro: 
oflece, 


And the perfwafion of bis A: 
er Asan Ben freee rere 


Fos I can gi darecavncseliond dicts! 


He lowes me well, and I hawe 

Sead him bat hither, and Ile felhion his. 
Caf. Themormng comes vpon’s: 

Wee'lkesve you Brarm, 

And trends difperfe your felues; but all remeemSee 
What you have faid, 7nd thew your (clues ewe Romen 
Bra,. Good Gemlemens, looke frefb and marily, 

Let net ovr lookes put on ovr purpoies, 

Rat beare ie as 0ur Roman AGors do, 

With vnryr'd Spirits and formal Conflancie, 

And lo good merrow to you eutty one, Exum. 
Pacis (Punthena? 1st ca easbey 
: tis no 

Area hony-hesey-Dew of Slumbct ; 

Thow halt no Figures, 10f no Fancafies, 


you 
Bru. Now good cAtaelus go along by him: 
him Reafons, 


Which 








Né 


Which bole care deawes, in che braimes of men 3 
Therefore thoa Neep’f fo found, 
Eater Persea. 
Por, Bratm, my Lord, 
Bru, Parties What meane you? wherfore rife you now? 
It is nos for yourhealch, thus co cormanig 
Your weake condition, to che raw cold mornin 
Per, Nor for yoursnenher, Yhoue vagen 
Stole from my bed: ead ycflernight st Supper 
You =) arole and watk'd about, 
Muhag. and fighing, with your srmes s-croffe : 
And when 1 ask’d you what the matcer wag, 
You fier'd me, with lookes, 
lerg’d you further, chen you feratch'd your head, 
Aod too ly Rampt with your foore : 
Yee] inhfled, yet youenfwer'd nor, 
Bax with a0 sngry water of yous hand 
Gaue figne for ne to leaue you : So j did, 
Fearing to ftrengthen that smpatience 
Which feem’d coo much inkindled 3 and withall, 
Hoping it was bur an effect of Humor, 
Whuch tometime hath his houre with every msn, 
Ie will not les you cate, oor talke, nor fleepe 
And could « worke fo much vpon your fhape, 
Asé heth much preuay!'d on your Condicion, 
3 thoald not know you Brata. Deare my Lord, 
Make me acquaimed with your csufe of greefe, 
Bra. 1 em noc well in health, and that is all. 
Por. Brace is wife, 20d were he notin health, 
He would embrace tne meanes to come by it. 
Bra, Why {0 I do : good Portis go to bed. 
Per. 's Braves ficke? And \o it 
To walke enbrsced, snd fucke vp the homours 
Of che danke Morning ? What, is Brarar ficke? 
Aad will he fteale out of his wholfome bed 
To dare the er alas ety the Nighi? 
And cempt the unpurged Ayre, 
To adde vo hit fichnetle No my Braue, 
You hewefome (icke Offence within vous miade, 
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place 
Fought co koow of: Aad vpon ay koces, 
I chacmne you, by my oace commended Beauty, 
By of yoes vowes of Lowe, and chat great Vow 
Wiel did incosporate and meke ve one, 
Thas you vafold to me, your feife; your halfe 
Why yoo are heauy : sad what men to night 
Hoes had ceforete you: for heere have beene 
Some fixe or fenen, who did bide their faces 
Ewen ftom daskaeffe. 
Bru, Knecte not gentle Portia, 
Por. I thould aot neede, if you were gentle Sratm, 
Withia tho Bond of Marriage, cetl we Bravm, 
Is ix excepted, I thould pte sed 
Ther appercaine to you your Seife, 
esse were fore cr Peeanion? aes 
Toteepe with you ot M , comfort your 
Aad calke to ov oumetienes? Dwell bat ta the Suburbs 
Of your plesfare ? If it beno more, 
Portia\s Brorms Haslat, nochis Wife. 
Bre. Youare my troe and honoarsble Wife, 
As deere came, es are the raddy droppes 
That vitte my fad heart. 
Por. if chis were true, chen fhould I kaow this fecret, 
I grauar lam s Woman; bot withall, 
A Woman tha Lord Brarm cooke to Wife: 
I grause 1 oe 3 Woman; but wishall, 


Sra 
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A Women weil repored : Catd’s Daughter. 
er then 


my Sex 
bended? 


Render me pro of thisNoble Wife, 

Harke, barke one es : Perna go to 8 while, 
And by sad by thy bofeme thal! partake 

The fecrecs of ory Heart. 


Laciss, whe's chat aa 
Lec. Heere\ss nen chet would freak with 
Brn. Cate Li sthet Merb fpakeok a 

Boy,ftand sfide, Cates Legeries, how? 

Cal. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue, 

Bra, O what 8 time baue you chofle out brace Cates 
To weare a Kerchiefe? Would you were not fcke. 

Cai. 1am not ficke, if Brera: have in hsod 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor, 

Soch an scheoe J in hand Ligeia, 

Had you 2 heal eare co hesre of ie, 

Cai. By afl che Gods that Romsns bow 

Lheere dilcard my fickaefle. Soule of 

Brave Senne, deriu'd from Honourable Loines, 

Thos bike on Brorcift, hat conius'd vp 

My mortified Spiric, Now bid me runne, 

And | will Rive wish chings i 

Yea get the becces ofthem. Whac's tw do? 
pa A peece of worke, 

That will make G:ke men whole. 

Cat. Buc sre not fome whole shat we muft make ficke? 
Bra. Thec wull we allo. Whas it is ny Cam, 
I thell vofold to chee,2s we ere going, 
To whom it muft be done. 
Cai. Seton your foote, 

And wich aheart new-fir'd, I follow yoa, 

Todo! know not whas : but ic fefficesh 

Thae Brora: leedsme on. 
8re, Follow me thea. 


Thande & jog. 
Eater leties Cola ta te Nee fem, 


Cafar. Nor Heaven, ner Earth, 
Have beene at peace conighe : 
Toncebath Cables ibs Oeepeeryed our, 

Slush . 

Ser. My Lord, 


Caf. Go bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice, 
had Wing ie hele optsione eo bere 


Thendr, 
Zum 


to day. 
Cof. Cafer thail forth; Se hse, thar chresten'd me, 
Ne're look’d bur os my backe: When they thell fee 
The face of (afar, they are vanithed, a 
¢. 
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: ; Taeuer 

Yet now chey fright me : There 1s one within, 
Befides the things thet we have heard and (eene, 
Recounrs mo borrid fights feene by the Wetch. 
A Lionnefic hath whelped m the Rreets, 
And Graues haue yawn'd, and yeeided vp their deed; 
Fercé fiery Watriouts fight vpon the Clueds 
In Rankes end Squadrons, and righe forme of Warte 
Which deizel'd blood vpori the Capitol ; 
The noife of Barcel huctled in the Ayre : 
Horffes do neagh, and dying men did grone, 
And Ghokts did fhuckc and fqueale A as the fireets. 
O Cafe, thele things art beyond all vie, 
And I do feere them. 

Caf. What canbe anoyded 
Whole end 1s purpos d by the mighty Gods 2 
Yet Cafer thall go forth . for chefe Predi@ians 
Arc wthe world in general, 3310 ( afar. 

Cap. When Deg gers dye, there sre no Comets feen, 
The heauens chemielues blerc forth the death of Princes 
Caf Cowards dye many times before thet deaths, 

The valiant neuer cafte of deach bur once ; 
OF all che Wonders cha I yet howe hesed, 
Ix feemes co me moft Arenge that men fhould feare, 
Seeing chat death, sneceffacy end 
Will come, when it will come. 
Enter a Seruast, 
What (ay che Augurers ? 
Ser. They would nor have you to flirre forth today. 
Placking che intre:tes of an Offering forth, 
They could nor hades heart within the besft. 
Caf. The Gods do chis in (hame of Cowacdice: 
Cafe Thouid be a Beall withoar a heart, 
If he thould fay 2¢ home to day (or feares 
No Cafe thall nor; Danger knowes fell well 
That Cefa is more dangerous then he, 
We hesre two Lyons litter’d m one day, 
And I che elder and more ternble, 
And Cefa@r thall go foorth. 
Calp, Alas my Lord, 
Yous wifedome is confum'd inconGidences 
Do not go forth to dey: Calle my feare, 
That keepes you 19 the howle, and not yourowne. 
Wee'l fend Ahark Aarons to the Seha:¢ howfe, 
And he fhail (ay, vow are not weil today : 
Let me epan my knee. preuasie in clus. 
Cf. Mak Antony Thali (ay 1 am noe well, 
Aad for chy bunor, J will thsy 24 home. 
Ester Detrm. 
Heere's Decins Brat he (hall ceil them fo. 
Dees. Cefa,all\ liaiile : Good morrow worthy (efa, 
I come to fetch you ro the Senarc houfe. 
Cef. And you are come in very happy time. 
Tobeare my greeting to the Senators, 
And cell chemrbac | will nos come co day. 
Connor is talie: and chat J dere not,falfer : 
T will not come to day, tell them fo Devrap. 
Cap. Say he is ficke 
Caf. Shall (afar tend » Lye? 
Hage I in Conqueft Rretche mine Arme fo ferre, 
Tobe afear'd to cell Gray-beards the croch : 
Derren go sell chem, (afer will nox come. 
Deck Molt mighty Cefar let me know forme canfe, 
Lefl] be lewghe ot when | tell them fo. 
Caf. The caufe sin my Will, I will not come, 
Thas is enough to facishe the Sensce. 


She dreampt co nighe fie faw my Srawe 

Which like  Fosneaine,with an hundred. 

Did ran pore blood : snd many lefty Romens 

Came f ; ite bashe ches hands in x : 

And thefe does the apply for warnings and 

And euils peateiga! 00 hes knee one 

Hach bege‘d, chat J will fey at home to dey. 
Dee. Fai Dreame is all salle erepeeeed: 

Je was 0 vifion, fae and forcunate : 

Yoar Stawe fpoutme blood m many 

In which fo many failing Romans bath'd, 

Sank shat from you grees Rome thall locke 


: blood, ond tha: great men thall prefle 
@ Staines Reliques,snd Cogndlance, 
This by £elpharuia’s Dreame is fignefied. 


Cef. And this way have you well expounded iz, 
‘Desi. Ihaue, wheo you heard wher I can fay » 
And know it nuw, the hase concluded 
To grue this day,a Crowne to mighty Cafe. . 
Ifyou thall fend them word you will nos come, 
Theis auades may ¢ . Belides.s: were a mocke 
Aptto be cender’d, for one oy, 
Rreske wp the Senare, till another tle : 
sds sai wife Chall meece with bewer Dreames, 
If Cafaer hide himafeffe, Qhail net whi 
Loe Cafar 1s affraid ? Sane ree 
Pardon me Cafar for my deere deere lous 
He ged theres a bids ere tell you chis 


And ¢ path is liable. 
Caf How foolith do your tears feeme now Calpharnis? 
fam sthumed | did psctd fo thea 
Give me my Robc, for 1 will go, 
Eecer Bretus, Ligarien, Adeveln Casha, Trebor 
nthe, aripurparrictaa a 


And looke where Pobiies is come to fetch rar 
Pub, Gondsnorrow Cafer. 
Caf. Welcome Publan 
What Breran are you Rirt'd fo earely too ? 
Good morrow (ake : Cain Ligarun, 
Cofar was ne ce (o much your enemy, 
Aschat fame Ague which hach made yoo leane 
Whae o's 2 Clacke? 
Bre. Cafar,'tis Rracken eighe. 
Cef. pines Yoo von tee aad curtebe, 


See, Aereny chat Rewels Aoriea s-neghts 
Isnorwithfanding vp. Good morrow siatgy. 
As Sotomot Noble Cafer 
Cef. Bid chem prepare withia : 
I sm coo blame to be thus waited for. 
Now Cyrene, now Adevethes : whet Trebentet, 
I haue an houres talke in Bore for yout 
Remember char you call on me co day t 
Be neere me, thac | may remember you. 
Vreb Calo \ ail . and fo neere will ] be, 
That your beft Friends (hall with 1 had beene farther, 
Caf-Good frends go in.and :afte fome wine with me 
And we (like rend pil Araight way f° 7 ia 
Bre. That ceery ke is not the fome,O Cofa, 
The heart of Bratas earnes to thinke vpen. Grams 
Easter Artemederun, 
Cafer, beware of Bromus, take bards of Cafetes, coms ent 
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erere Caska base an eye to Cyana, traf not Trebomas, marke 
well ¢ Abstolins Cyber, Decias Bratus lowes thee wet : Thee 
haft wreeg'd Cates Ligarins, Therew bust ony varnds ww all 
chefe men pond st 00 bon ag amt Cafer : |f thon becft st Im- 
mortal, looks abests you: Secsauty genes way to Confpiranne . 
The meghty Gods defend shee. 

Thy T.ouer, Ariewalores. 


Heere wil J fiend , till Cafar paffe slong, 

And ssa Setos will I pise him this: 

My bears laments, chae Vereoe cannot line 

Our of the ceetl of Ecnulation. 

If chow reade this, O Cefar, thou meyeft hoc 

I foot, che Faces wand Texkors do conuiue. 
Eater Partie and Locens. 

Pav. 1 prythee Boy veo to the Senare-houfe, 
not to anfwret me, ber get chee gone. 
ad Songhai ? 
. To know oy errand Medam. 

Por. 1 would hace had thee there and heere agen 
Bee I can tell chee what thou fhould'tt do there : 
O Cooftancie, be Rtrong vpon my fide, 

Set e huge Mouncaine “rweene my Heart and Tongue : 
I haue @ mans minde, but s womans eight ¢ 
Hew hard it is for wornen to keepe countell. 
Art thou heere yet? 
Las. Madam,what fhoald I do? 
Rum co the Capitoll,and ooching elfe ? 
And (o reuurne 10 you, 30d noching elfe ? 


Par, Yoo bring me word Boy, if thy Lordlooh well, 


For he went Gickly forth : and rake good note 
What Cofar doth, what Setors pretie :o tum. 
Heaske Boy ,whec noyfe is that ? 
Lac. \heare nove Madam. 
Per Prythee liften wells 
Theard abulsling Rumor likes Fray, 
Aad the wiade brings it from the Capirolt. 
Las. Sooth Madam,! hearc noching 
Per. Come hither Fellow. which way haft hoa bis? 
Sesth. At mine owne boule, good Lady. 
Por. Wharis'caclocke? 
Sesth. About the math houre Lady. 
Per, 3x Cafe yet gone co the Capitol? 
Seah, Madam nor yet, | goto take my fland, 
To (ce hin paffe 00 tothe Capiroll. 
Per. Thou haft fome fuite to Cafar,haft thou nov? 
Soothe, Thar Lhcve Lady, il'it will pleale Cafer 
Tabe fo gqodco Cefa.at to beare me :- 
[ (hall befeech hi to befrend himfelfe. 
Per, Why know'tt chon any harme's incended to- 
wards him ? 
Soeth, None chat T know qillbe, 
Much chat I feare may chance : 
Good morrow co you : heere the frees is narrow ¢ 
The throng thst followes Cafar the heeles, 
Of Senators of Przs ors, common Surors, 

: Will crowe a feeble man (almoft) to deach . 
Te gecenc so a place more vogd, and there 

, bpeake 1a great Cafar as he comes atong. 

' Por. Lmuft goin: 

| Aye me. How weake 2 ching 

‘The heart of womanis! O Brera, 

The Heavens (peede thee in thine encerprige. 
Guce the Boy heard me * Aratus hatira (urce 
That Cejar wilinot grant. O,] grow fainc¢ 
Run Luca, and commend me to my Lord, 
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Sey 1 em merry; Come to me agsine 
And bring me word whe: be doth feytother, Eau 





Atlus Tertius. 





Flerdb. 
Euser Color ,Brucas, Caffns, Casha, Decims, Metelles, Tye 
bovias ,C yuna, stony Leprdes. Artemedorns, P ab. 
leas yond the Seothjaper 


Caf. The Ides of Macch are come. 
Seth. 3 (afar, but vot gone. 
ain. Haile Cefa : Read this Scedele. 
Dect. Trebeums doch deface you co ore-resd 
(At your beft leyfure) this his humbte forte, 
An. O Cafe, reade mine firfl: tor wine's a fae 
Thattouches Cefar necrer. Read st grest Caf. 
Caf. What touches vs our felfe,fhall be ist ferw'd. 
Arn, Delay not Cafar,cead it inftendy. 
Cef Whac,ts the fellow mad? 
Pab Sisca,giue place. 
Caf. What,vrge you your Petitions wm the ttresr ” 
Come to the Cepieoll. 
Pop. 1 eit your enterprize to day may thriec. 
Coffi. Whar enterprize PopeBeas? 
Pop. Fare you well. 
Bra. What ford fepslian Leva ? 
Coffi He withtto day our enterprize sughs chr we: 
1 feare our purpofe 1s difcouered. 
Bre. Looke how te makes co Cafar: matke him 
Cafi Caska be fodsine,tor we feare prevention. 
Bretms what (hall be done? If chis be hnowne, 
Caffins ot (afar never (hall curne backe, 
For | will flay my felfe. 
Bra. Caffies becon{tant : 
Pepslne Lae (pcakes not of our porpoles, 
For louke he (miles, and Cafer doth nox chaage. 
Caffi Trebeutes roves bis time : for look you Bra = 
He deawes Aftrk, 4ntoey out of the wry. 
Dees. Wheres Afrsetis Canber\ct him go, 
And prefently preferre hus (urte to Cafe. 
Bru, Hers addret?: prevle neere,and iecond-bim 
Cre. Carka,you are che firft chat reares your band. 
Caf, Are we al! ready? What is now semifle, 
That Cefer and his Senace mutt redreffe ? 
AGrel Moft high,moft mighty,and moh puifent Cafer 
Merelin Crmber chrowes before thy Seare 
An bumble heart. 
Caf. 1 raft prewem chee Cyseber : 
Thefe couchin 4 and thefe lowly courvefer 
Might fire the of ordinary men, 
And eorne precCeduanncesand tel Decree 
Josothe lane of Children. Be not fond. 
Tothinke thet Cefar beores fuch Rebel blooo 
That will be thaw'd from the tree quelhy 
With chat which melecth Fooles, | meene weet words, 
Low .crooked-curthes,and bate Spaniel (awning: 
Thy Brother by decree ss banifhed 
if ge doeft bend, and prey,0d fawne for hm, 
1 fpurne chee hike 0 Curre out of my way. 
Know, Cafe doth not wrong. nov without coyft 
Will he be farssfied 
Matelds where no voyce more worthy then my owae 


The Ts 


° snore (weetly ie Cafers este, 
For the repealing of nf beruff' Brother ? 
Bra, J kifle pre tar er ier a 
Dehring chee, that ? CS 
imanedisne freedome of nid 
Thee new on Pompeyes Balis lye along, 
Necetha Geieads 
Cafi. So oft on thet thal be, 
agrees tbat eae 
Men that gawe chew Councry hberty. 
De. What hall we forth? oe 
Caf. l.every men away. 
Brave tall leade, 20d we will grace bis heeles 
With che moft boldeft.and beft hearts ef Rome. 
Esser o Soruam 


a ° 
Se, is the Werld; Tis furaith'd well wih Men, Bre. Soft, who comes heere? A friend of Astames. 
Aad Men sce Fieth aad Blood,end Ser. Tivos Brusas did ny Mafies bid ene kneese ; 
Yes in chenember, | de know bat Thus did Afark «tareny bsd me fall downe, 
Thee leabie holds on his Ranke, And being proftrace, ches he bad me {ay - 
Breas Noble, Wife, Valiantsad Honeht *; 
Cafar wes Miginy, Bold,Roysil,and Lommg : - 
Sey, 1 love Braran, and J honour hun ; 
Say, | fear'd Cafar, honowr‘d hun,and low’d him, 
If reves will vouchfafe, ther .tutony 
May fafely comme so him, and be refolu’d 
How Cafu hath defer pein dat 
Adark Amery, thal) not lowe Cafar dead 
Se well as Bravan lieing ; but will follow 
They fab Cafar. The Fortenes and Affayres of Noble Braves, 
Caf. 61 Ts Drath tame Then fall Cafar. Dyes | Thorough che hazards of this vacrod Scace, 


Cia. Frosdome ; T: is dead, Wich all crue Faith. So fayes my Mafter 4 
Liberty Fs bavag 6 yes 


Ren hence, prociaime, cry i Bra, Thy Mafler 1s a Wife snd Vals Rows 
cry it tsa ant Romane, 
Cofi. Some to the commen Pulpics,sad cry ous I newer choaghe him worfe : 
Liberty. Eafssechilement. Tell turn, fo plesfe hum come vance chs 
Bre. People and Senators, be not effrighted : He fball be fatiefied : and by ay Honor 
Fly ace, fend fill : Ambuions debt is paid. Depert varoach’d. 
Cask, Goto the Palpic Srasan. Ser, te ferch him prefensty. Exa Seveant. 
De. And Cafisn toe. Bru, | know thas we fhail have him weil co Freend, 
Bra. Where's Publsas? Cai. Lowith we may : Bat yet hove } a minde 
Cen, ipssesh sr phonsreing air yeabes ° That feares hie much oe ips te 
Ada. Seandish together Jeafi fone Friend of Cafarz | Falles farewdly co the purpofe. 
ope Tubs out ot hsadicg: Pdi poe asin, doa: Geslieeec samen ace; 
Brn, Not » Pabli ; comes Antey : 
There is 20 herme incended co pales, Atark Amen. 
Nor to no Roman elfe: fo ceil reer fees Satie Cee. Cafar' Doh chow lye fe lowe? 
Cofi. And tecoue vs Pablaen, leefi thac Are all re rere rierwphes Spoiles, 
Ruflung on 18, thoeld do your Age fone _ | Shrenke co thes Cheater Purdceect. 
Bra. Dofo, and let no man abide this decde, } know nox Gentlemen what you intend, 
Bax we the Doers. Whodfe maf be let blood, who elfe is sanke: 
Gu If 5 my feife, chere 1s n0 houre fo fir 
As Cafars deaths hoare ; aor no infirement 
Of halfe chat worth, as chafe your Swords; mode rich 
With che moft Neble blood of ali thu Werld. 
1 de befeech yer, if you beare me hard, 
Now, whal'ft your perpled hends do reeke ood fmoske, 
Fulfill your pleafure. Live ashoufand yeeres, 
i thall aoe my felfe (0 ape co dye. 
Ne plece will pleafe me [e, 00 meane of death, 
As heere by Cefer, and by you cut off, 
The Choice end Mafter Spiests of chis A 
Bru. O Amony | Begge net your death of vs: 
Though now we auft sppeare Bloody and crurll, 
Asby eur hands, and this our Adte 
Yeu fee we do : Yet {ee you but our hands, P 
An 
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And this, the bleeding bufineffe ma haue dor e : 
Our hearts you fee not, they are pitcitell : 

And pitty co the generall wrong of Rome, 

As fire driues out fire, fo pitty, pitty 

Hath dane this deed on Cafar. For your 


Our Armes in Greagth of malice, snd our Hears 
Of Brothers , do recelue yeu in, 
With all kinde loue, good thoughts, and reverence. 
Cai. Your voyce thall be as ftrong as any mans, 
Inthe difpofing of new Digmiues 
Bre, Onely be patient, ll we have appeas'd 
The Multitude, befide themfelues with feare, 
And then, we will delsuer you the caufe, : 
Why I, thas did love Cafer when I frooke him, 
Hawe thus proceeded. — 
fat. | doubs not of your Wiledome . 
Let eactyman render mc his bloody hand. 
Fitlt cPéarers Brune will I fhake with you; 
Neat Carse Caffine do | take your hand ; 
Now Deciue Brures youts; now yours Aferels , 
Yours Crane; and my valiant Caske yours) 
Though la@, not leaft in joue, yours go00d Trabomss , 
Geaclemen all: Alas,what hall I fay, 
My credit now flands on {uch flippery ground, 
That one of cwo bad weyes you mult conceit me, 
Extser a Coward, or a Flacterer. 
That 1 did love thee Cefar O'ss erve- 
If chen chy Spirit looke vpon ¥s how, 
Shall se not greeue chee deerer then thy death, 
To fee thy Aweny making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingnes of thy Foes ? 
Moft Noble, in che prefence of thy Coarfe, 
Had 1 as many cyes,as thou hafl wounds, 
Weeping as raft. as they ftceame forch thy blood, 
Ic would become me betcer, then to clofe 
La teasmes of Friendfhip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me fulsas, heere wast thou bay'd brave Hart, 
Heere did't thou fall aad heere chy Hunters Rand 
‘dim chy Spoyleand Crimfon'd in thy Lethee, 
O World! chou walt the Forreft to chis Hart, 
And cts indeed,O World, the Hart of thee, 
How like a Deere, troken by many Pnnces, 
Doft thou heere lye ? 
C. mark, Antesy. 
@. Pardon me = . fi 
The Baemies of Cafe, thall fay this: 
Then, in 0 Friend, it us cold Modeftie. 
Caf. 1 blame you not for praifing Cefar fo» 
Bet what comps meane you to haue with vs? 
Will you be prick’d in aumber of our Friends, 
Or thall we on.and not dependen you? 

At. Therefore I cooke your hands, but was indeed 
way'd from the point, by looking downe on Cofar, 
Friends am 1 with you all, end foue you all, 

Vpon this hope, that you fhall give me Reafons, 
Why ,and wherein, Cafer was dangerous. 
Bre Ox elfe were this s Lausge SpeAtacle = 

Reafons are fq full of good regard, 
hat were you Astony, the Sonne of Cefar, 
oa fhould be (acisfied. 

Aa, Thac's all I feeke, 

And am moreouer furor, chat [may 
Produce hit body to the M askes-place, 
And the Pulpit as becomes a Fricod, 
scake in ihe Order of bis Funeral. 

























































The Tragedte o 


pert, 
To you, our Swords have leaden poms Afarke Antesy : 






















us (afar. 
Bra. You thal! Adarte Amen, 
Caf. Brotus,a word with yor : 
You know not whar you do; Donor confeng 
That Astouy {peake sn his Funerall. 
Know you how much the people msy be mou’ 
By chat which he will vetey. ; : 
Bru By yous pardon: 
1 wall ny felfe into che Pulpic firft, 
And fhew the reafon of our Cafes death, 
What Aateny (hall fpeake, I will proceft 
He {peakes by lesuc,and by perunliaion 3 
And that we are contented Cafar (hall 
Haue all crue Rites and lew full Ceremonies, 
Ic Shall aduantage mose, then do vs 
Caf. 1 oe nor what mey fall, 1 like it nor. 
Bra Mark AAotony, beere take Cafars : 
You fhall not mn youl Fastenal asl repos 
Past {peake all good you can deuile of Cajar, 
And fay you doo’t by our perm:(sions 
Elfe thailycunor haueeny hand at all 
About his Funesall, And you thall fpeake 
Inthe farne Pulpit whereto } am going, 
Alter my foeech i8 ended, 
An Beinfo: 
J do detire no more. 
Sre, Prepare the body then,and follows, Esmune, 
Mann Awosy, 
O pardon me, thou bleeding peece of Earth : 
That I am mecke and gene with thele Bucchers. 
Thou art the Raines of the Noblefi man 
That cut lhued in the Tide of Tumes. 
Woe tothe hand that fhed this cofly Blood. 
Ouer thy wounds now do | Prophefie, 
(Whichhke dumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips, 
To begge the voyce and veterance of my Tengee) 
A Curfe thall light vpon che limbes of men ; 
Domefiiche Fury. and fierce Cuuill finfe, 
Shall cumber ail the parts of Italy : 
Biocod snd deftrudiion thal! be foun efe, 
And dreadfull Obsects fo familiar, 
That Mothers Mall but finile,when they behold 
Theit Infants quartered with che hands of Werre. 
eAll pitty chosk’d with cultome of fell deeds, 
And Cafars Spirit ranging for Revenge, 
With Are by his fide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall in thefe Confines with a Monarkes voyce, 
Cry havocke, and let flip the D of Ware, 
That this foule deede, thal frmell tour the earth 
Wuh Carrico men,groaning for Burial. 
Ester O8ann's Sernaxt, 
You ferve Ott ams Cefar, do you not? 

Ser. do Marke Aateay, 

Ans. (afer did write for him to come co Rome, 

Ser. He did recewe hus is COMMIN, 
And bid me (ay to you by word of mouth—— 
OCefa! 

At, Thy hearis Sage pubes ry and weepe: 
Palsron | fee 18 catch mine eyes, 
Seeing chofe Beads of forrow Aand ia chine, 

Begen to water. Isthy Mafter commung > 
Ser, He lies comghs within fewen Leagues of Rome 
Ast. Pott backe wich {peede, 

And cell hem what heth chanc’d : 

Heere is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rone of fafecy for Otlanmms yet, 


Hie hence,and call him fo. Yet Ray a.while, 


The 












‘Thou fhele ect bocke, til! Thave borne this courte 
Into the Market piece: Thore fhali ! try 
ta my Oracion,pow the coke 





Eaner Breven ond gees inte the Palpa 
=, mabaks Mebesinos ee 


ir ee eo nem renee 
¢. base che exher firecte, 
ice 


qa: dexh. 

2- ! will heare Caffen,and corapere cheis Resfons, 
When feverally we heare them rendeed, 

3 The Brenan vs alcended: Silence. 

Bru. Be peceer el! the left. 
Romeas, -men, sad Lowers, heare mee fer my 
caufe, ond be flent, chet yeumay heare Beleeve enc for 
mine Honor, end hauc reipeA to mune Honor, chet you 
may beleeve. Cenisre me in your Wifedom, and ewake 
your Senfes, chat y ou may the berces ludge. Ifchere bee 
say on this Afferndly, sry deere Frsead of Cafars, to him 
I Gy, that Braces love to Cafer, wes no leffe chen ns. If 
then, that Priend demand, why Brarm cole sgsin Ce- 
fa. this my salwer: Not that | lou'd Cafar , due 
that Hleu'd Rome more. Had you recher Cafer were h- 
ong. and dye ail Slaves ; then that Cafer were dead, to 
fiee ali Free-mmen? As Cefur low'd mee, | weepe for tum; 
as he was Furcunsce,! resoyce at st; os he was Vahianc, I 
honour him : Buc, as he was Arebicrous,! flew hin. T here 
is Teases, for his Love . Joy, tor his Fortune : Honor, for 
hes Valour : and Deash, for bis Ambition. Who is heere 
fo bate, that would be 3 Bondman ? If any. ipesk for hem 
hawe | offended. Whois heere to rude, chat would not 
be s Reman? if eny,ipeak, tur hum have | offended Who 
rie _ vile, chae will not lowe his Cownerey ? If pny, 

€, fos here heue | offended. J for s Reply. 

CAL Nowe Starts, none. eas 7“ 

Aratm. Thennone heuc 1 offended. [hese done no 
more to Cafer,chen you fhail do co Bram. The Qyefls- 
0 of hes desth,is mroll'd m the Cepuoll: bs Glory aos 
etenusted, where he wes worthy; oor hes offences em- 
forc’d, fos winch he Suffered deat 


Ena Mai Anan, with Cafar: body. 


Heere comes his Body, mowrm'd by Marky Aatesy, who 
thaugh he had ao hend on hes desth, thai seceme che be- 
arte oftus dying, 2 place mn the Comeawesith, as which 
of you Niall nos. With hus I deport, chat as | Oewe my 
bet Lowes for tbe good of Rome, 3 have the fame Dag. 
Ger fos ey (elbe, when nt thal! pleafemy Cownsry co need 
my death. 

AU Live Bowras lise hve. 

1. Being bien with I rhemph horve voce his hoofe. 

3 Giee han a Stacue wich bis Ancefiors. 

jy. Let him be Cafe, 

@ Colors better pars, 









afar. 


Shell be Crown'd it Brute. P 
Wer'l bring bia co hus Hoole 
With Shows end Clamors. 


oeatrymen, let me d alone 
And (for my fake)ftey beere with pil isi s 
Do to Cafers rice his Speech 
Tending to Cafors Glories,which Marky Antog 
So ese pect fon) 1s allow'd co ronke. 
5 do intrest you,ret aman depect, 
Sauce I alone, till Aateny haue (poke. 
t Scey ho,and let vs hesre Afark Anteny, 
3 Les bem go vp ino the publhe Chaise, 
Wee'lhcare him : Noble Aatey go vp. 
Aa, Foe Brute Gke, 1 am Ocheldog to yoe. 
q Whas does he fay of Arutaf 
He feyes.for Brutus feke 
He Laces himleife beholding to vs all. 
4q ‘Twere beft he (peake no bese of Brataw heere? 
8 This Cefer was a Tyran. 
2 Nay thec’s cerrame: 
Weare bleft chat Rome is rid of him, 
3 Peace. let vs hearewhac Amey con (ay. 
Aa. You gente Romans. 
pe Peace hoe, let vs heare him. 
a.Pisends Romens,Counsrymen lend me yout can 
T come to bury. (afar nos to praife him: ae 
The ewll chat men do, hues ofter chem, 
The goed 1s oft encerred with cher bones, 
So let 1 be with Cafar. The Noble Sraas, 
Hash cold you Cafe was Ambitious 
If were fo, it was s greevoes Fault, 
And grecuoutly hach Cafar snfwer'd ie. 
Heere, under lesue of Bruvas and the ceft 
(For Bratws 1s 30 Honowablte man, 
So are they all; all Honourable mn) 
Come J to fpeshe in Clans Funersil. 
Hewes my Freend. fachfull,end vft to me; 
Buc Araresfayes he wes Amburows, 
Aad Brata: is am Honourable man. 
He hath broughe sare Captrecs home co Rome, 
Whole Ranlomes, did the generall Coffers Gils 
Did ehucin Cafe leeme Ambitious? 
When thas the haue cry‘de, Cofarhath : 
Ambition id be made of ternet one, ne 
Yet Brucas (ayer, he was Ambitious : 
And Bruras ve a Honeerable man. 
You all. did {ee shat on che Lapercall, 
I theice abet ptt hime Kingly Crowne, 
Winch he did thrice refule. Wes this Ambition? 
Vet Bresus fayes, he was Ambitious: 
And fare he 18 an Honourable man. 
3 (peake act co dafprooue what Brazes fpoke, 
Rat heere lam, to fpeake what | do know ; 
You all did lous him once, nor without caule, 
What cule with-holdes you then.co mourne for hime 
O Indgemene! chow are fled co brurith Beatty, 
And Mena hawe lofi their Reafon. Beare with me, 
My heart is in che Cofho chere with Cafar, 
And | nuft pawfe,till 1 come backe co me. 
3. Me chinkes chere is much reafen in his feyings. 
a ifchou conhider rightly of che orarcer, 
Cafe hashed great wrong. 
He's bee Mofters? areas alias ® 
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plece. 
comein 
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122 The Tragedse of afar. 


4. Mask’d ye his words? he would not take} Grown, , Mari the bleod ef Cefer followed st 
Therefore ‘ems certaine he was noc Ambitious. Asru ove of doores, to be reloled 

3. If ic be found fo, Come will deere abide it, If Breen to vnkwncely knock’d,or no : 

3. Poore foute,hes eyes are red os fire with weeping, | Por Braca,as you know,was Cefars Angel. 



















3. There's not s Nobles man in Rome then Jovey, | Iudge,O you deerely Cefar low d hie: 

4 Now marke him, he begins agsine to ipcabe. This wes che mot vnkinde cut of all. 

Aa. Bur yefterdey, the word of C far mgt For when the Noble Cafar (aw him ftab, 
Haue flood ageioft the World - Now lies he there, sealer even, Larter emis 
And none fo poore todo hem reverence, Quite ‘d him : chen burft his Moghty heert, 
O Masfters ' If 1 were difpos'd to Aure And in his . meffiing vp his face, 
Your hearts snd mundes ro Mutiny and Rage, ee 
I fhould do Braew wrong, and Caffian wrongs all che while ran blood) great C afer fell. 
Who (you all know) are Honourable men, what a fall was there,my Countrymen ? 
1 will not do therm wrong : I rather choole Then Land you,and all of vs fell downe, 
To wrong che dead, to wrong my felfe and yeu, Wihil'ft bloody Treafon Rowrdh'd over vs. 
Then I weil wrong fuch Honogfable men. Onow you weepe, and | perecioe you feele 
Bus heere'sa Parc » with the Seale of Caofar, The dint of pitty : Thele are gracious droppes 
I found it in hie Cloffer, ‘ers bis Will : Kinde Soules, weepe when you but behold 
Let but the Commons heare chis Teftament : Our Cofar: Vefture wounded? Leck: ;oaheec, 
(Which pardon me) 1 do not meane co reade, Heere is Hwnfelfe,nerr’d as you {ce with Trakors. 
And they would go and hifle dead Cefars wounds, 8. Opitteous (peAacie ! 
And dip their Naphuns an his Sacred Blood ; 8. ONoble Cefat 
Yes, begge a hare of him for Memory, 3. O eae 

ad dymg, mention st within theirs Wiles, @- OTraicors, Villaines ? 

Bequeaching it as a rich Legecie 3. Omoftbloody fight ' 
Vino their flue. a. We will be reveng'd : Revenge 

o Wee'theare the Will reade te Afarte Aurecy. About. feeke, burne, fire, kill, flay, 






Al. The Wiill,the Will; we will hearse Cafers Will Let nota Traicer hue. 
At. Have patience gencte Friends, mult nor read st, Am. Stay Counery-men 
[ct is nos meece you know how Cafar loe'’d you : 1. Peace chere hesre the Noble 










ou are noc Wood, you are not Scones. bur men. de Wee'l heare hie ,wee'l follow tum, wee'l dy wich 
And being men, hearing the Will of Cafe, hitn. . °? 
t will inflame you. it will make you med; Aa. Good Friende,fweet Priendaler me cochane 
Its good you know not that you are his Hares, To fuch 8 fodaine Flood of Mutiny : 
oy ou fhould,O what would come of 1? They thes have done this Deede,are honosrable, 
q Read che Will,wee | heare st 7 é What prisace greefes chey haue, alas | know not, 
ou thall reade vs the Will, Cafars Wi That made them doi : They sre Wife and Honcersbis, 





Ax, Willyou be Patsent? Will you fey s-while ? And will no doubt with Resfons anfwer you. 


















haue o're- (hot my felfe to cell you of it, ) come not (Friends ) to Reale away your hearts, 
] feare | weong the Honourable men, J am no Orator, as Brasas is; 
ofe Daggers haue ftabb'd Cefar: i dofeare ie, But (as you know me all) a plaine bluns man 
¢ They were Traitors : Honourable men ? That love my Friend, end thet they know full well, 
AL The Will the Teftsmenc. That gape me publike leaue to fpeake of him: 
a They were Villaines,Murderers:che Will, read the | For I have i writ pos words nos worth, 
Will. Achon,nor Viterance, oor the power of Speech, 
Ass. You will compel! me then to read the Will : To fiiste mens Blood, 1 onely ee ke right on: 
Then make a Ring abou che Corpes of Cafe, J cell you that, which you your felues do know, 
And let me fhew you him that made the Will; Shew you fweet Cefars wounds poor poor dum mouths 
Shall { defcend? And will yéu give me leaue / And bid them (peake for me : But were ] Brasas, 
Al, Come downe. And Brasus Antony, here were an Aateny 
3 Defcend. Would ruffle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue 
3 You hhall have leaue. To every W of Cefar, tha: (hould move 
q A Ring, fend round. The ones of Rome, to rife and Mutiny. 
1 Stand from che Hearfe, fend from the Body, ofl, Weel Mutiny. 
3 Roome for Aweny, moh Noble Asten, s Wee'l burne the ‘ec of Brures. 
Au. Nay preflenot fo vpon me, ftand of, § Away chen, come, (ceke the Con{pirsters. 
AQ. Stand backe: roome,beare becke, Aa, Yerhesre me Covotrymen, yet heere me Speake 
At. \fyou have seares,prepare to thed chem now. All, Peace hoe, heare Assen molt Noble Massy, 
¥ ou all do know chis Mancle, I remember “Sat. Why Friends, you go to do you know nox whet: 
The furl came ever Cafar put 3¢ on, Wherein hath Cofer thus deferu’d your loues? 
*T was on s Summer's Evening in hus Tent, rao ead saved erlpl | seec7 
Thas day he overcame the ae Yeouhoue forgot che Will I told you of. 
Looke.in this place ran Caffe Dagger through s AB. Mok tree she Will.ler’s ftay 20d heare the Wil, 





Seg what a renc che er@ious Cake mode ; fat, Heere is che Will.and v oder Cefars Seale: 
Theeugh this the wel-beloved Brava ftabb'd, To ewery Ragen Caizen he gives, 
And ss he pluck’d tia cared Seeele away : Tecwery fever all men, feeenty fue Orachmecs. 








a» Pre. 





Al, Peace 
4s. Moreover de hath leh you ofl his Wellns, 
Hie primase Arbors, and Orchesds, 

On this fide Tybes, he heth left them yeu, 

Aad co your beyres forever : common pleaferes 
Te abrosd,end recreste your felees, 

Heere was 0 Cafart when comes fech enecher 


3.Ple., Newer pover s : 
Weetberne his athe Koby place, 
Noa cuk os Rank Oe dus Teeees eal 
Take vp che ° 

Sk. Serene 

+ Pin, Ptacks downs Fonmeny Wiadowes, thieg. 

bs, 
a Exh Plobocorw 


fat, Now let worke : Mifcheefe chou ert a-foet, 
Take chou whet courfe choe wilt. 
How sow Fellow ¢ 

Eocey Soruan. 

Ser. Sit, OGanian is already cometo Rome 

fw. Whereis bee? 

Sor. He end Lepsden are at Cafars boule, 

; will J Graighe,to vite bie : 

He comes epon a wifh. Fortune is merry, 
Aad w this mood wil! give vs any thing. 

Ser. I beard him fey, Brera sad 
Ase rid like Madmen through the Gaces of Rome. 

st. Belike they had fome ootice of the people 
Bow | hed meured them. Bring me to Offentes, Exams 


Barer Coma vee Post and efter bes the P lcbeians 


Pape I dresrat co night, thar 3 did feaft with Cafer , 
thengs valeckity charge my Fearshie : 
I hase no will co wander foort hof doores, 


4- 1nd wifely. 

§ Lend truly,you were be. 

Cis, What is avy seme? Whether om I' going? Where 
do 1 dwell? Am 1 a wnertied menor a Betchelleur ? Then 
to safwer eucry men, ively and breefely, wilely sud 
truly : wifely I (ay, I ema Betchellor. 

8 Thor's as mechas to lay, they are fooles that mere 
sie: you! beare me s bang fos thet I feare : procecde di 


Ciena. DireAty lem 00 Cafars Panerai, 
t. Dees wae ” 

Comme. Ac friend. 

a That marter ss anfwered dwedtty, 

@ Por your dwelling : breefely. 

Ciwne, Bresfcty.1 dwell bythe Capine 


Conan, 1 oem Comma the Poet,} am Caras the Poet, 
cian ae foe he bed varies, ceare him for his bed 


(far. 123 
Cm, 1 amooct Ciuns the Confpirarer. 
q iets m0 meteer, his name's Cama, plecke bur hig 
nome out of his beare,ead curne hun going. 


»burne all, Somete Dieses Houle, 


end fome co Caske's; fome to Ligartm : Away, 
Ewout af sb. Picbeian, 








Eater Anteuy OC antes aod Leiden, 
Acs. Thele many then thall dre abe paces are pricks 
OGs. Your Brother too malt dye content you Lepideni 
. Ide confent. 
Otte. Pricke him downe Aareny. 
Lap Vpon condition Pabien (hell aor Bee, 
Who ts yoor Sifters fonne, Adarks tua. 
An. He thal not time; looke,with s fper I dem him. 
But Lepeden, go you to Cefars houfe : 
Fete che Will hither,and we thall dererming 
Howto cer off fome charge io Legacies, 
Leap. Whei? thail I findeyou heere P 
Octa. Or heere,or ee the Coptenlt. Exn Loida 
Aa. Thisiss fight vomenreble man, 
Meer co be fent on Errands tis te fz 
The three-fold World divided, be fhould fend 
One of the three to fhare it / 
OGa, So you thougix bim, 
And vooke his voyce who theeld be te 
Io our blacke Sentence ond a ie 


loeds, 
He (hall bur beare them,es the Affe bearesGeold, 
To groane and (wet vader the Befacfie, 
Eicher led of driven,ss we powt the way 3 
And browg te our Tresfere, where we will, 
Thee take we downe his Load, end came himeff 


Icis a Creacure thet I cesch co fight, 
tein ber aa ly ont 
Hie corporal] Merion, gouera’d irie, 
And in tome tafe, is ; bale 
He mefi be ceught, and crain'd,end bid go forth : 
A barren {piriced Feilow ; one that feeds 
On Obiedis Arts,end Imxations. 
Which ont of vfe,and ftal'de by ocher men 
Begin his fathion. Do oor calke of him, 
Bat 20 9 property : and sow Off ante, 
Liften grese thiogs. Bracew and Caffies 
Ase levying Powers; We mufl freight make head: 
Therefore let our ASHance be combin'd, 
Oor deft Friends made, ovr meanes firerche, 
Aad let vs prefently go fit in Councell, 
How comert masters may be deft difcios'd, 
And open Perils fareft anfwered. 

a eee tet wee ee Re, 

8 


Dram. Enter Brutus, Luciliins , andthe Arey. Tani 
and Pindares mncste them. 

Bra. Stend ho, 

Leeil. Git the word ho, and Scand. 

Bra, What now Lacifins, is Cafu neere f 

Lausil. Heis at hand, and Piedaras is come 
To do you falutation from his Mafter. 

Bra, He greets me well. Your Mafter Pasderas 
In his owne asage ot by ill Officers, 
Hath given me fome worthy caufle to with 
Things done, vndone : Bus ifbe be ar hand 
I thal befatisfied. 

Pia, 1 donot doubt 
But thac my Noble Mafter will sppeare 
Such as he 1s, full of regasd, and Honour. 

Bru. Heisnor doubted, A word Lerlan 
How he recein'd you : let me be refolu'd. 

Lucid. With courcefie,and with cefpedt enough, 
But noe with fuch familias saftances, 
Nor with fuch free snd friendly Conference 
Ashe bsth vs'd of old. 

Bra. Thouhaft deferib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling : Ever note Lacifan, 


When Lowe begins to ficken and decay 

Ie vfeth an enforced Ceremony 

There sre no trickes, in plaine and fimple Fach: 
Buc hellow men, like Horfes hot at hand, 

Make gallan: thew,and promife of ther Mettle : 


Lew March withen. 

But when they fhould endure she bloody Spurre, 
They fall cheir Crefts, and like deceifull lades 
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on? 

Lacil. They meane this night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 
The greater pare, the Horfe 10 general 
Are come with Caffe. 

Exner C effin: ond bus Powers 
Bra. Hearke,he is arriv'’d : 


March on co mecte hic. 
2, Stand ho. 


Bru, Scand ho, fpeake the word along. 
Stand. 
Scand. 


Stand. 

Caffi. Moft Nable Brother,you hane done me wrong. 

Bra. ludge me you Gods; wrong | mine Enermes? 
And ifnor fo, ould I wrong s Brother 

Caffi.Bruten, this fober forme of yours, hides wrongs, 
And when you do then ————~ 

Brut. Cafins, be content, 
Speake your greefes foftly, 1 do know you well, 
Before the eyes of both our Armies heere 
(Which fhould perceiue nothing but Loue from yt) 
Lec vsnot wrangle. Bid them moue away: 
Then in my Tent Caffias enlarge yous Greefet 
And I will giue you Audience. 

Caffi. Pudarus, 
Bid our Commanders lesde their Charges off 
A lite from this ground. a 

Bru, Lucilim ,do you the like. snd let nomen 
pine to our Tent, till we have done ous Conference. 
Let Lucia and Titsuus guard our doore E weuse 
Manes Brutus and Caffins. 


afar. 

Caf. That you hewe wreng’d ae,doch : 
You have condernn'd, sodnned Lam Pet 
For taking Beibes beere of the Sardisns ; 

Wherein my Letters,pray ing on his fide, 
Becsufe I knew che maa was fighted off. 
Bre, You *d your felfe co write in fach s cafe. 
Cafi. Infacha tiene as this, 2 isnot meet 
That gy fone offence fhould beare his Commene, 
Bra. me tell you Cafias, you your felfe, 
Are mech condemn'd to haue an itching Palme, 
To fell,and Mart your Offices for 
To Vadeferuers. 

Caffi. 1,0n tcching Palme? 
You know that you sre Brazen that fi chis, 
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laf. 

Bru, The name of Cafias Honors thes 

And Chafticemens doth cherefore hide his head. 
Caf. Chafticement? 
Bra. Remember March, the Ides of March remeber : 
Did oot great /alaw bleede for feftice foke? 
What Villasne touch'd his » thas did fab, 
And not for luftice?, What? Shall one of Vs, 
That firucke the Formoft man of all chs Weald, 
But for fupporting Robbers : thall we now, 
Cohzamuinsce our fingers, with bale Bribes? 
And fell che mighty Space of ows latge Honors | 
For fomuch crafh,as may be grafped ches? 
Ihad rather be a Dogge,and boy the Moone, 
Then fuch a Romsn 
Caf. Brota, baite not me. 
Ne noc indure ic : you forget yous felfe 
To hedge mein. 1 sma Sovldier.t, 
Older sn pradtice, Abler then yous felfe 
To mabe Conditions 
Bra. Gotoo. you are not Cafies. 
Coff. Lam. 
Bre, 1 Gy, you are nor, 
Cefi. Vige meno more, I thall forget my felfe: 
Have minde epon yous heakth : Tempt ae no farther, 
Bra, Away flight men. 
Cafi Is cpofible? 
Bra, Heace me, for} will (peske. 
Muff J give way,and reome to your rafh Choller? 
Sheil! be frighted, when s Madmen Reres / 
Caf. Oye Gods. ye Gods, Matt I endore olf chis 2 
Brn, Allchis? J more : Free ull your proad here be 
Go fhew your Siaues how Choliericke you ere, 
And make your Bondmen tremble, Muft I bouge? 
Malt! obferue you ? Muft I Rand snd crouch 
Vnder your Teftre Humour ? By the Gods, 
You fhall digeft che Venom of your Spleens 
Though 1t do Split you. For.from this day forth, 
Ile vfe you for my Mirth, yea fos my Leughter 
When you are Wafpith. 
Caffi. Isitcome co this? 
Bre. You fey, you are a better Souldier: 
Lec it appeare fo; make yous vaunting crue, 
Andi thal pleafe me well. For mine owne pert, 
} fhall be glad co learne of Noble men, 
Cef. You wrong me cucty way: 
You wrong me Brats: 
I fade, an Elder Souldier, noc a Better. 
Did I fay Bereer ? 

Bre. If you did, I care not. (one. 

Caf. When C fer liv'd he durft not thus have mou'd 

Brut Peace peace,you dur ft not fo haere vempred a 














The Tr 
CH. 1 dash net. 
ire. 


No. 
Co. Whee dark act 
Bra. Fer you life you aot. 
Coff. Door prefiume too auch vpon ay Lous, 
1 ee 
. You have done chat you theuld be ferry for. 
There 13 20 eerves Cafius in your chests: 
Fer I em Arm'd fo {trong ia Henefty, 
Tha by we,es che idle winde, 


Which I refpeft net. I did fend to 
iii, aulecey Sor ro Goel 


him ? 


By ony 

Te you for Gold co psy any Leghene, 

Which you deny'd cme 1 wae thas dont like Cafes ? 
Should | have enlwer'd C cigs fo? 


= 
Telecke Foch Rafeall Councers Frow: his Friends, 
Be ready Gode with all your Thunder-beks, 
veep raerays 
ce Bet, 
cy 
Caf. 1 did noc. Hewes but sFeole 
Thee say aniwer back. Braruy hath rid my hert: 
A Friead beare hie Freeads infircnities; 
Bar Broray makes eine greater then chey ore. 
Ben. 1 do not, till you pradice them on me 
Cafi, You loue me not. 
Bre. | do oot hke your fautes. 
(off A friendly eye could never fe fach fauics, 
Bre. A Flacerers would not, though they do appease 
Ae cae at 
Coffs. Come Auseny, and yong Off anins come, 
Rewenge you: (clucs slone on Cafu, 
For is of the World - 
Hased by one he loves, brau’d by his Brother, 
Check’d hike s bondmen, afl his faules obfere'd, 
Set mo Noce-booke, lesru'd,snd con'd by roete 
Tocsftmomy Teeth. O! could weepe 
My Sprit from mine eyes. Theress my Dagger, 
And beere my naked Breaft: Within,» Heart 
Deeres chen Plase’s Mine, Richer chen Gold: 
B chat thee beef s Roman, eske it foorth. 
I choc d thee Gold, will gine my Heert * 
Serike as AAPA ot Cefo : For iknow, 
Whee thou did't hace him worl, § loved’ him better 
Ll ig heer ei 
‘Bre. Shem : 
Bea shcasee wills hall heve fcope : 
Do whet you will, Difhoner, (hell be Humoar. 
O Cofias, youne yosked with a Lambe 
That carrves Anger, os the Flinc besres fire, 
Who wach forced, Ghewes 2 he fhe Sparke, 
And ftraite 19 cold agen. 
Coft. Hah Coffins tw d 
Tobe but Mirth and Laughter co his Broras, 
‘When greefe and blood itt temper'd. veneth hie ? 
Bre. When I fpoke chet, { was ill rempet’d roo.s 
Caf. Do you confeffe (0 much? Grae me yout hand. 
Bra. And my beast coo. 
Coff. O Brarus! 
Bre, What's che matter ? 
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Caf. Hone not you lowe enough co beere with me, 
since en ls besear Glabey Mane parks 
ae Se Ce ce ere 

When you are over-carneft 
Herl diake your Mother chides ond leove pce fo. 


Buse e Pon. 


They be slone, 

Lacil lr hang ar haly-y 

Pest, Nothing bec deech fhall Hey me. 

Caf. How nor? Whe mene > 

Pert, theme you Generale; what do you ? 
Lowe,snd be Priendsas two fech men thouldbee, 
For { have feene more yeeves I'me fore thea yee. 


Caf. Ha,be,how vildely doch this erieme? 
Bre Get you hence frre: Sawe shence. 
Cof. Beare with him Brovuc ‘cic hic fabrion, 


Bre, Lacan: abowle of Wine. 
Caf. 1 did act chinke you cold haze bin fo angry. 
Bra. O Cafes Jam fiche of soy greefes, 
Caf. Of your Philofephy you make no vie, 
If pou giue pace co accidental guile. 


8re. Nomas beases focrow beens. Portia ts dead. 


Caf. How icap'd I kilfing when J 

Sedat 

— 
mpet Z 

Aod , chat * Ottenias 

Hauc made chemictoss fo Aroog "Foe wit her 


Cafe O ye ienenortall Gods ! 


Sees. 

‘ Noble pledge 
Fill Lacias,till che Wine ore-fwell the Cup s 

I cannot dsinke too much of Bratas loue, 


Ester Titinin and Mefalte 


Brutas. Come m Titioien + 
Welcome good (AGeffale: 
Now fit we clofe sbout chis Taper heere, 
And csfl in queftion our necefhicies. 

Caf. Portes, ort chow gone? 

Bra. No more! prey you. 
Adefala, | have heere eeceived Leceers, 
‘That yong Oevies, and Marky Aueny 
Come downe vpon vs with a mughty power, 
Bending thes Expedition toward Philgpi, 


ti Me, 
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mMef, My felfe hane Letters of che fel 
Bre With what Addition, 
Mf That by profcriprion,and billes of Ourlasie, : 
Otenna, Anon, and A 
Hauc put to deata,an nendred Senators, 
Bre, Thesein our Letrcrs donot well agree : 
Mine fpcahe of feuenty Senarors, that dy'de 
By che:t proferiptions, Cacvre being onc. 
Caffi. Coceve one? 
MefaCacereis dead and by that order of profcription 
Had you your Letters trom your wife, my Lord? 
Bra. No Meffaia. ; 
Meffa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her? 
Bra. Nothing Adcfala. 
Mefa. Thac me thinkes 1s ftrange. 
Bre. Why aske you? 
Heare you ought ofher, in yours? 
Mefa. Nomy Lord 
Bru. Now as you ase 8 Roman tell me crve. 
Mega. Then likea Romen, besre che truth | cell, 
Fos certaine the is dead, and by Rrange manner. 
‘Bou. Why farewell Portia: We mat die Acfala 
Wich meditatiog that fhe moft dyc oace, 
1 haue the patience to endure it now 


















Cafi. Vhaue as much of chis in Art as you 
Bat yce wy Narure could not besre it fo. 
Bru. Well, to our worke alive What do you thinke 
Of ansrching co Phsispps prefently. 
Caf \donot tunke 1t good. 
Bre, Your ceafon ? 
Caf. This ites. 
Tis better that che Enemue fecke vs, 
So thall he wafte his mcanes, weery his Souldiers, 
Doing himfelfe offence, whil'ft we lying Mill, 
Arc full of seft, defence,and nimbicneffe 
Bra.Good reafons muft of force give place co better 
The people ‘ewixe Phusogs, and this ground es 
Do ftand but 10 2 fore'd SifeBion* 
For chey haue grug’d vs Contribation. 
The Se aiong by them, 
By them (hall make 3 fuller namber vp, 
nc on refrefht, new added, and encourag’d 
From which adoantage fhall we cat hin off 
Mac Pbsipps we dotace him there, 
Thefe people ac our backe 
Cafi. Heare me good Brothe: 
‘Bra. Vader yout pardon. You mutt note befide, 
Thac we have eride che veo of our Friends - 
Out Legions are brim full, our caufe ss expe. 
The Enemy encreafeth eucry day, 
We at the height, sre readie ro decline 
There ssa Tide in the affayres of men, 
Which caken at the Flood, leades on co Fortune ; 
Omutced, all the voyage of there life, 
Is bound in Shallowes,and in Miferies 
On fuch a full Sea are we now a-Aloat, 
And we mut cake the currens when it ferues, 
Or loofe our Ventures 
.Cafi Then wich your will go on: wee along 
Our iciues, and meex chem at Pbslsppe 
Bra. The decpc of night is crept vpon our talke,j 
And Nature muft obey itie, 
Which we will niggard with a little reft . 
€¢1¢No More to fay 


“Cafi. No more, good aight, 



































The Tragedieof Fultas ( efar. 


CMcfa Even fo great men, great loffes fhold indure. 






sasly Co morrow will we rife, and hence. 
Dies acl tay nesta 
ra. my ac; farewell good 

Good night Tissier : Noble Noble C vim, ene 
Good night,and goéd repofe. 

Cai. Ory ceere Brother : 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Neuer come fech diuifion ‘cweene eur fouses - 
Let it not Brasa, 

Eator Uwcion withthe Covet 

Bra, thing is well. 

Caf. Good aight my Lord, 

Bra. Geod aighe good Brother. 

Ti. Mefe. Good night Lord Brate. 

Bra, Farwell eucry one. 

Giue me the Gowne. Where is thy Inftrament ? 

Lac. Heere inthe Tene. 

Bru. What. thou fpeak'R drowfily? 
Poore koame I blame theenor, thos art ore-watch'd, 
Call Camdso,and fome other of my men, 

Ue hace chem fleepe on Cuthions in my Tent. 

Lac. Varras and Clandse, 

Ester V arrnu: end Clandeo. 

Var. Calamy Lord? 

Bre. 1 pray you firs, lye in my Tent and fleepe, 
Te may be | fhali raife you by and by 
On bufineffe ro my Brother Caffias. 

Var. Sapleale you, we will Mand, 
And watch your pleafure. 

Bra, L will se not haue it fo: Lye downe good figs, 
Ic mey be I thall ocherwife bechinke me. 

Looke Lecms, here's the booke I fought for fc 
I put icin the pocket of my Gowne. 

Luc, 1 was fure your Lordfhip did not give st me. 

Bru. Beare with me good Boy, am mucn forgerfull. 
Canft chou hold vp thy heauie eyes 2-whule, 

And couch thy saflnaweet a Rrayne or two 

Luc, Ymy Lord, an’c pleafe you, 

Bra, Ic does my Boy : : 

I crouble thee too much, but thou art willing, 

Lac, Icistmy duty Sit 

Brat. 1 Chould not erge thy duty paft thy gee, 
U know yong bloods looke for a time of ref 

Lac. \haue flepr my Lord already, 

‘Brau. <¢ wa» well done,and thou thal Ocepe againe: 
I will nochold thee long. IfI do ue, 

I will be good to thee. 
Mupcke, and a Song. 
Thisis a fleepy Tune: O Murd'rous ler! 
Layefi thoa thy Leaden Mace vpoo my Boy, 
That playes thee Muficke ? Geatle knave good rughs : 
I will oot do thee fo much wrong to wake thee : 
If chou dof aod, thou break’A thy Inftrument, 
Ne take ic ftom thee, and ( good Boy)good aight 
Lec me (ce, lec me fee: 1s not the Lesfe tusn’d downe 
Where I left reading ? Heere ais L ehunke. 
Euter the Ghoft o Cefar. 
How ill chis Taper burnes. Ha | Who comes beere ? 
Ichinke ic is the weakenefle of mine eyes 
That (hspes this monfrous Apparition. 
It comes vpon me : Art thou any chung ? 
Art thou fome God, fome Angell, or fome Dive, 
Thas mak & my blood cold, snd my beire to fare ? 
Speske to me, whac cbou ert. 
Gbef Thy cuill Spiric Bruton ? 
Bru. Why com'‘tt thou? 


Exons 


Chef. 








To cell thee chos fhals fer me st Philipps. 

Well : chen I thall fee thee sgaine ? 

° 1 pt Phakeppe. 
Bros. Why | will fee chee ot Pho/ippr chen: 

Now I hove taken heert, choa vaai{neft. 

Il Spicis, | would bold more talke with chee. 

Boy, Lam ,Varw, Clause, Sus s Awake: 

Clandes 


Lac. The (teings my Lord, are falfe. 

Bre. He chankes he thil es ac bis Intrursent. 
Loca, ewake. 

Las. My Lord. 


Ghef. 
Bre. 
Gheff 








Lae. My Lord, I done: know that I did ery. 







Clan, My Lord. 

Bra. Why did you focry out fre,in your laepe? 

Bah, by satel Lord? 

Bre. 1: any thing? 

Va. pose Lod, 1 fio nochung 

(tan. Not | wy Lord, 

Bre. Go, and commendae te my Brother Caf 3 
Bid ham fer on his Powres betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Beh. it fhallbe done my Lord. 









Excme 







Atus Qusntus. 






Eacer Ol anien , Antony ped shetr Aruy. 
084, New Antony, our hopes are aniwered , 
You (aid the Bnemmy woald not come downe, 
Bat keepe the Hilles and vpper Reg rons: 
It prouesnot le : theis bartailes are ax hend, 
he Lacon orabgseh/apehenr i 
pbrigh epi demand of them. 

. Tut fem in their bofomes.and | know 
Wherefore they do it : They could be concent 
Te vifit ovber and come downe 
rehearses thinking by this face 
To faften in our thoughes tha: they howe Courage s 
Bur'tis not fo, 


















Exar a Meffeuger. 
: you Generals, 
The comes on in gallant thew : 
Their figne of Bercell 1s hung out, 
Aad ing to be dene xomediately. 
fet, Offense, \esde your Bettaile foftly on 
Vpon che lef hand of che ewen Field. 





Ofte. Vponthe night hand I.keepe thou the lefs. 
Am. Why de you croffe me wn this exigent. 
Oe. 1 do not croffe you ; but | will do fo. 








March. 





Dram. late Brau, Cofa gs ther Arag. 
Bra. They Rand,and would have parley. 
CF Stand aft Tiras, we mutt our sad talke. 
. Adark Actony, Chall we give figne of Barraile ? 
fat, No Cafar,we will aniwer on chet Charge. 







Dru, Ord’ thos dreeme Laces, that thee fo eryedit 


Bre. Yesthas thou did hf ; Did'ft shee fee any ching ? 


ea 














(fa. 2 


Make forth, che Generals woeld h ane forme words, 
O@. Scirre noc varill che $i 
Bu. Words before blowes : 11 i fo > 
O08. chopra ached eto one 
bra.Geed words ase better then bad ficokes Ollamea 
Aa.jn yout bed firokes Braves, you giur good werd 























Witneffe the hole yoo made in Cafars heart, 
Crying long live, Haske Cf. 

Cofi. Amey, 
The of your blowes sre yet vnknowne ; 
But for yout words, uney rob the Hable Bees, 
And leave them Hooy-leffe. 


And 
Am. Villaws : you 
Hocks one snocher in the ides of C for - 
You fhew'd yous teathes like Apes, 
And feven’d ike Hounds, 
And bow’d like Bondmen, kiffing Cafars feats : 
ety damned (aske, like 3 Cure, behinde 
rooke Cafar onche necke. O you Flacteress, 
Cafi Flatcerets? Now Braces thanke your felfe, 
Tare congue had not offended foro day, 
If Coffe roight have ral'd 
Ofte.Come, come, the cau(e. If arguing make vs fwet, | 
The proofe of it will cwrneto redder drops : 
Looke, | draw a Sword sgainft Confpirazors, 
When chinke you thes the Sward goes vp egasne ? 
Never till Cefavs three and thirue wounds 
Be well sueng‘d; of till snother Caf 
Have added (laughter to the Sword of Traitors. 
Bret. Cefer, thou canh not bike Traitors bands, 
Voleffe thou bring 0 chem with 
Offa. Sof hope: 
1 was not borre to dye on Brava Sword. 
Bra. O ifehou wer’ the Nobleft of thy Sereine, 
Yong-man, thou could’ not dye mere honourable. 
Cafi. A peeuith School-bey,wurthies of fech Hanes 
loynd with a Masker,end s Reuelles, 
Aat, Old Caffine fell. 
Oita. Come efateuy : awsy: 
Dehance Trastors, hurle we w your teeth, 
If you dare fight co dey. come tothe Freld 4 
1f net, when you haue flomaches 
Exvt Olan, Anton, end Arey 
Caffi. Why now blow winde, {well Billow, 
And (wimme Barke : 
The Scorme Is vp,and all is on che hazard. 
Bru. Ho Lacilis, hesike, a word with you. 
Lucshim and Mofale fiead forth. 
Lee My Lord. 
Cah Mefala. 
Miffa. \W har fayes my Generall ? 
Caffi. Meffdla,chis ismy scala : as chis very doy 
Was Cafias borne. Give me chy hand Meffala 
Be thou my wuneffe, that agunk my wil 
As Pompey was) am | compell’d co fet 
pon one Bartell all our Liberties 
You know, that Iheld Epereras Arong, 
And his Opinien . Now I change my minde, 
And partly credit things thas do pretage. 
Comming from Sardis, on our former nhgne 
Two ps i Eagie sfell, aad there they os 
Gorging and feeding fromovr Soldiers ; 
d 
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Whe to Pibilippd beese vst 


The Tragedie of Fulsus (afar. 


on Ol axis, 
Tooke it too cagerty : his Soldiers fell co 





This Morning ere they Bed away end ' = 

Aad ia cheis Reuens,Crowen and Kices Whiff we by deceny ace oll incles’d, ; 
Fly ore out hesds,and dowoward looke on vs 

As we were fickely prey ; their thadewes (ceme Eutrr Panda, 





A Canopy moft fatal, vnder whith 
Our Aring lice, ready Fee he hon: 





Pind. Fly farther off my Lord : lye farther off, 
ord: 









Let's reafoo with che worft thac may befall. 
If we do lofe this Bateaile, then is this 
The very left time we thall fpeake cogecher + 
Whiat ere you then decermincd to do ¢ 
Bru. Euenby the rule of that Philofephy, 
which I did blame (ate, for che death 
Woneh he did give hicfelfe, | know aot how - 
But 1 do finde it Cowardly, and vile, 
For feare of what migh: fall, fo co preaent 
The time of life, srming my felfe wich patience, 
To fay che providence of fome high Powers, 
That gouerac vs below. 
Cafi. Then, if weloofe this Bartaife, 
You are contented co be Jed in Triumph 
Thorow the fireets of Rome. 


Whether yond Troopes, are Friend or 





Cafi Go Porderns, her on char hat 
My fight was euer science Téwin, 
And cell me what thownot'f shout the Fi . 
This day f breathed firft, Time is come 5 
Aad where J did begin shere thall I end, 
My life iscun his compatfe, Sitra, what pewes ? 

Pind. bene. Oy Lord. 

Coffi. What newes? 

Pend, Tétinms is enciofed rovad abow 
With Horfemen, thae make to him onthe 
Yer he (perteson. Now they sre almoft on hie ; 
Now 7isaiu, Now fome light: Ohe lights too. 
Hee’s cane, Sheet, 
























Bra. No Caffims,no: And hearke, they fhout for ioy, 
Thinke not thou Noble Romane, Cof. Come downe, behold no more ; 
Thet cuer 3rasen will go bound co Rome, © Coward chat I am, to liue fo long. 
He beares too great aminde. But this fame day To fee my beft Friend cane before my face. 
Muft end chat worke, the Ides of March begun, Easer Pindar. 





And whether we fhall meete againe, I knowaot ¢ 
Therefore ouc eucrlafting farewell take : 
For ewer,end for ever, farewell Caffies, 
If we do mecte aguoe, why we thall {mile ; 
Ifnot,why then this parting was well msde. 
Caf. For ever,end for ever, farewell Brarnst 
If we do mecte againe, wee'l {mile indeede ; 
If not, ‘cis crue, this parting was well made. 
Bra. Why then lesdeon. Othataman might know 
The end of this dayes bufineffe, ere ic come ;: 





And then | (wore thee, foumg of thy life, 

That whacfoener § did bid thee da, 

Thou fhould'f actempc it. Come now keepe thine 
Now be a Freeman, aad with this good Sword 














Scand noc ro anfwer : Heere, cake chow the Hile, 
And when my face is Cowes'd,as ‘tis now, 








Euen with the Sword thas kill'd 






Bus it (ufficech, chac the day will end, Pi. So, lem free, 
And chen che end is knowne. Come ho,away. Exemse.| Yet woaldnor fo hase beene 
Durft I haue done my will.O Cafe, 





Aleram. — Eater Bruins end Meffala, 





Farre from this Councry Pixdaru: thal run, 
Where neuer Roman fhall take note of him. 






Bra. Ride,cide Afefale, ride and giue chefe Billes 





Varo the Legions,on the other fide. Emer Titinian and Mefala. 
Lewd Alarum, Ada. \cis bue change, Titmem : for Ollenian 
Let them fet on st once : for I perceiue Is overthrowne by Noble Brava: power, 





But cold demesnor in Ol enio’s wing: As Cafes Legions are by Aa 
And fodaine puth gives them the ouerthrow 5 


Ride, ride aéeffela, let them allcomedowne.  Exeamt 
Alawn:, Enter Cafes and Titinim. 


Caf. Olooke Tiinisn, looke, the Villaines fige: 
My felfe have to mme owne turn'd Enemy ; 
This Eofigne heere of mine wascuming backe, 
1 flew the Coward, and did take st from him. 

Tos. O Coffin, Brutus gee the werd too early, 






Tim. All difconfolae, 
With Pindarns bis Bondman,on this Hill. 
A&ifa. Is 000 that he that lyes vpon the groond? 
Tito. He lies not like the Lining. O my heart ! 
A&Ga. Is noe chat hee ? 
Tam. No,chis was he Mefala, 
Bat Cafies is no more. O fetting Sunne : 
Asinthy red Reyes ches doef fake co night 5 

















Ahefa. Beleewe nor Mark Asses y1s 10 your Tents my L 

Caf. I bus beleeve it partly, Flye therefore Caffen, fiye ferve off. 
For I em freth of {pirit and refolo’d Caf. This Hillis farre cnoegh. Locke, look Taina 
To meete all perils, very conftently. my Tents where I perceine the fre? 

Bra. Even fo Lecibion. Tu. are, my Lord. 

Caf Now mofi Noble Bratus, Caffi. Tesnien, if thon loucft me, 
The Gods to day Aand friendly, that we msy Moun thoe my horfe, and bide thy {purres in hie, 
Louersin ¢. leade on our deyes to age. Till be haue broaghe thee vp te Troepes 
But ince the sffeyrea of men refts (till Mcertaine, Aad here agsine, thas I mey afles’d 





Ti. Iwill beheere spaine,ewen witha thoughe. Enis. 


Come hither firrah :Jo Parthia did I take thee Prifener, 





That rsn through Cafers bowels, fearch chis bofome, 


Guide thou che Sword ——— Cefar.chow att reucng'd, 
thee, 















rd ak 


The Sanne of Rome is fer, Our dey is gone, 


ee eee ‘ 
Moja. of good faccefe hath done this dead 
Ohecefull Estos, Childe: 
Why dof chon thew co che apc thowg hes of men 
The things chat ore aot ?O Esrer foone conceye'd, 
Thee ngetr com fi voto a hsppy byrth, 
Bar kiPA the Mother thet thee. 

Te. Wha Padam? ant thee Pinda m? 
















be as welcome to the caresef Braver, 
As of this 
Ta. yee . 
And | will ocke for Pondarms tha while 
Why did't thon fend me forth brane Cafsiem ? 
Did J oot mest thy Feoends, and did aot they 
Puc onmy Browes this wreath of Vidorie, 
Aad bed ave grace x thee > Did'ft chee not heare thale 
Alas, thou haft mifconfirwed every chin (hows 
Bar holdthee, take cbis Gerlead on thy Gow: 
Thy Brasas bid ene gave it chee, and | 
Will de his . Brges, come space, 
And fee how I regarded Cain Cafuss 
your leaue Gods: Tins 1s 2 Romans pert, 
Cofsam Swvetd, ond Gade Tormens hart 

















Dies 


Alaram. Eater Bratas, Mofais jong Cato, 
Serato, Velmmuia: , and Lacilms. 

Bre, Where, where Afeffala, doch his bady lye ? 

Mefe. Loe yonder, and Tams mourning x. 

Bre. Tasvens face is vpwatd, 

Cero Hers {lace 

Bro. O lateu Caja, thon ot mighty yet, 
Thy Spurs walkes sbroad, and turnes oar Swords 
in ovr owne proper Encrasles, Lew Alou. 

Cao. Berowe Titrann, 
Looke where he haue not crown’d dead Cafstas. 

Bra. Are yet wre Komen huang fuch as thefe P 
The taft of aii che Rossans, fas thee well 
lc 18 wnpothble, chac ever Rome 
Sheald breed chy fellow. Friends I owe mo teares 
To this dead man, then you thall fceme pay. 
I fall fade time, Cafsens : | fhall finde time. 
Come therefore, and to Tharfas fend his bedy, 
I fis Funerals thal aot be in our Campe, 
Leaft ¢ dilecomtort vs. Lasdigu come, 
And come yong Case, tet vs ro the Freld, 
Lches and Flame tet owt Bactailes on : 
"Tis three a clocke, and Romans yer ere aight, 
We thal ery Fortune ina fecond fighs. 


















Exoam 


Alawm, Enter Rravns, Mefala, Cate, Lacillne, 
aad Flamens , 
Bra. Ver Country-men . O yet. hold ep your heads. 
Care What Baftard doth nos ? Who will go with me? 
J will proclaeme my name sbout the Freld. 
J am the Sonne of Afarcas Cate, hoe. 
A Poe to Tyrants,snd my Counties Friend 
lam che Soune of Afercas Cate,hoe 
Ener Sentdesrs and figia. 
Aad | em Bruve:, Marcas Brau, |, 









ace l gay. 829 
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her dat dyeft, a0 braeely as Tirana, 
mey'ft be honcer’d, bein Case's Seant. 
Seid, Yecid, or thou dpett 

Lau. Onely I yeeld to dye: 
There is fo rnuch, chat thos wilt kill me firaighe: 
IGE ‘Bratas, end be bonousr'd wm his death. 

Sold. We meft noc: a Noble Prifoner, 


Suear ofutesy. 

Seid, Roome hoe : cei] stereys, Brera: bs tone, 

t Sold Ite eft chee apwes, Heexe comes the General, 
Brases 1s cone, Brava; is tone my Lord. 

Aa Whereis hee? 

Luc Sele Aatesy, Brora: is (ale enough . 
( dere s@ure thee, that no 
ee eee ee resteas 3 
The Gods defend bim fo sthame, 
When soda Gade bud arse or Oca 
He will be found like Brarns, like himfelfe, 

fn. This ts net Brava: (rend, ber | affere you, 
A prize no leffe in worth ; keepe this men fale, 
Goes bie all kindnefle, I hed racher have 
Sechasen ay Friends, then Enermes. Ge on, 
And (ce wheod Srasas be alive of dead, 
Aad bring vs word, ento Oana: Tent: 
How curry ching is cheuce'd) Sze. 


Ema Bretes, Dardacas, Cit, Strate, 
asd Ueluneen. 


Bree, Come poore semaines of friends, reft 00 this 
Recke. 


Cit. Scatiien thew'd the T but wy Lord 
Pi puciectoy wor ber esparalcpoy aa os 

‘Bree. Sit thee downe,Citan : (sying is the word, 
It is 3 deed in felbion. rie age 

Clit Whee I ey Lord? No,nec fer all the Woeld. 

Bra. Peace then,no werds, 

Che. Ie ragher kill uvyfelfe, 

Brut Hearke thee, Dardenm, 


. 


bard, Shall ! doe odecd? 

Cla. O Dardount. 

Dad. O Clitm. 

Cla. Whae ill did Bracas make to thee? 
Ned. To kill biat (iiras : looke he medatotes. 
Cie, Now is thee Veffell full of griefe, 


That st runnes ower enen at his eyes. 
Are, Come hither,good Usiaumnien, UA a werd. 
Usinas, Whst (ayes my Lord? 
Brat. this, Mohamnien : 
The Ghoft of Cefar hach appeer’d co me 
Two feuerall times by Nighs : ot Sardisence ; 
And this lat? Night, here ia Philippi fields 
} know my houre is come 
_ Yelam. Not fo,my Lord. 
ive Gowler amr anor 
} the World J’chunnim how kt geet, 
Ovr Enenues hove beac vs te che Pic: Lew Alarm. 
kc 18 more worthy ,to leape in our felves, 
Then carry rl chey puth vs. Geod Veleamin, 
Thou know'fi,chas we two went to Schoole together: 
Euen for thet oar leue of old,] prethee 
Hold chou chy Sword Hiles, whileft } renee en R. 


Vd. a atcha! | Loed. 
Alarm a 
C 


































Cly | fiye my Lord, is No tarrying ¢. 
Bru, Farewell to you, and you,ard you Velanmeum. 
Stvare,thou halt bin ail chis while alleepe : 

Farewell co thee, (0 Srr.ste, Cocatrymen: 

My heart doth roy, that yer in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was crue to me. 

I fhail have glory by this loofing day 

More then Oemss 203 Afarke efatosy, 

By this vile Conqueft (hall artaine vito 

So fare you wel) at once, for Brarm congue 

Hath almoft ended his fiucs Hiftory - 

Night bangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would refi, 
That bave but labour'd, ro atraine chis houre. 


Alaum = Cry wathen, Flye, fre fie. 

Clr Fly my Lord, Aye. 

Bra. Hence: I will saves : _ 
I prythee Strate, ftay thou by thy Lord, 
Thea arta Fellow oe ood refpe . 
Thy life hach hed fome fmatch of Honor init, 
Hold then my Sword,and turne away thy face, 
While I dorun vpon it. Wilt thou Strate ? 

Sera, Gine me your hand fir. Fare you wel my Lord. 

Bre Farewell good Strate, —-——Cafar,now be fill 

J kill'dnot thee with halfe fo good a will. Dyes. 


Alsram. Retreat Enter Amouy,Oit amine, Afefale, 
Lucillees and the Army 
Os. What man 1s thar ? 


The Tragedse of Fulius (2[ar. 


To part the glories of chis happy day. 





é. i alters man. Strate,where is thy Maer? 

Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in Meffala, 
The Conquerors can but meke a fire of him - 
For Brstaw opely ouercame himfelfe, 
And no men elfc hath Honor by his death. 

Lacil, So Grate (hould be found.I thank thee Brarse 
Thst thou haft prou'd Lecilias faying true, 

Oita. All chatferu'd Braray,] will entercaine ther. 
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy ume with me? 

Stra. 1,if Meffala will pteferreme to you 

Olle. Doflo,good Meffala. 

CMeffa. How dyed my Mafter Strate? 

Stra. Lheld the Sword,and he did rua ont 

Me§z. Ottanm’ then take him to follow thee, 
That did che lateft feruice to my Matter 

At. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all, 
All che Confpirators {auc onely hee, , 
Did thar they did, in enuy of great Calor 
He, onely in s general] honeft thouphe, 
And common good to all, made one of them, 
His life was gentle,and che Elements 
So mixt in hum, thar Nature might Alana vp, 
And fay ro all the world; This was a man. 

Oda. According cohis Vertue, let ys vée him 
Withall Refpedétand Rites of Burial. 
Within my Tent his bones to night fhall ly, 
Moft like a Souldier ordered Honourably. 
So call che Ficld to reft, and let's eway, 


Execmt exgnes 





















Thander and Lightomg. Enter there witches, 






%Hen thall we three mect ageine> 
In Thander, Lighcning,or in Raine? 

2. When the Hurlcy- burley’s done, 
A When the Battaile’s loft,and wonne. 
3- That.will be ere the fcc of Senne. 
1 Where the place? 

2. Vpon the Heath. 

3. Thereto mect with Macher 

a I come. Gray-Adaikra. 

AL Padeck calls anon: faire is foole,and foule is faire, 
Hower through the fogge and filthie ayre. Exemt. 








Scena Secunda. 


Alarm wale, Enter King Malcome, Dewal- 
baine,Lenex with atrendants, sweet ong 
a Heading Captame. 


King. What bloody man is that ? he cam repors, 
As feeincth by his phighs,of the Revolt 
The neweft flare 

Mal. This is che Serieane, 
Whe like a good and hardie Souldier foughe 
"Gant my Caprice: Haile braue friend ; 
Say to the King che knowledge of che Broyle, 
As chou didft feauc #t. 

Cap. Doubrfull « Rood, 
Asewo [pem S winamers,chac doe cling together, 
Andchoake ther Art. The mereilcflc dtacdeowald 
(Worthie to bc a Rebell for to char 
The muluplying Villames of Nicure 
Doe twarme vpun him ) from che Wefterne Ifles 
Of Kernes and Gallowgroffes is (upply'd, 
And Fortune on his damned Quarry filing. 
Shevwe'd hke a Rebetls Whore . bor all's coo weake: 
For brave Macberl’ wcll hee deferves that N 110) 
Dildaynmy Forcune. ath his brandithe Secele, 
Winch fmoak'd with bloody exerution 
(Like Valours Minion) caru d out his pafisge, 
Till hee fac'd the Stauc : , r 
Whack neu's thouke hands nog bad farwell to him, 

tI he wnfegmn’é him froca the Nave cach’ Chops, 

And trx‘d lus Head vpon our Batslements. 





















MACBETH. 


eA dus Primus. 





Scena Prima 


King Ovalisar Coufin,worthy Gentleman, 

Cap. AswhencetheSunne gins his reflechon, 
Smpwracking Stormes and direfull Thonders 
So from chat Spring, whence comfort feem'd to come, 
D:feomfor (welts: Marke King of Scocdand, marke, 
No fooner luftice had with Valour sem'd, 
Compelt'd thefe skappmg Kernescorreft their heeles 
But the Norweyan Lord, furweying vantage, 
With furbothe Armes,and new fupplyes of men, 
Began a freth aflaul 

Keng. Oifmay'd nor this our Captames, A¢echerb sad 
Banquel ? 

Cap. Yes,3s Sparrowes,Eagies ; 
Or the Hare, the Lyon: 
If T fay footh, I mult sepore they were 
As Cannons ouer-charg ‘d with doable Cracks, 
So they doubly redoubled (troskes vpon the Foe: 
Except chcy meane co bathe in recking Wosnds, 
Oc memorize another Gelcetha, 
Jcannotteil buts om faint, 
My Gahhes cry for betpe. 

King. So well thy words become thee,ss chy wounds, 
They linack of Honor boch: Goe get tum Surgeons, 


Eater Reffe and Augus. 
Who comes bere ? 
Mal, The worthy Thaw of Roffc. 
Lenox. What 2hafte lookes through his eyes? 
So thould he looke, that fecrocs to fpeake things firaage. 
Roe God auc the King, 
King. Whence cam’f chou,worthy Thane / 
Roc. FromFiffe, great King, 
Where the Norweyan Banners flown the Skie, 
And fanne our peopte cold, 
Nerway timbelfe with terrible nombers, 
Affitted by chat moft difloyall Trayeos, 
The Thane of Cawdor, began a ditmall Conf, 
Toll thac Beflewa’s Bride groome,\apt m preofe, 
Confronted hie with felfe-compacifons, 
Poine againft Point, rebellious Arase ‘genfi Arme, 
Curbiny his lausth (pret - and co conchude, 
The Vidone fell on va 
King Great bappineffe. 
Rofo. Thatnow Sweve, che Norwayes King, 
Craves ‘compofition 
Nor would we dergne him boriai! of his men, 
Till he dusburfed ec Saint (o/mes ynch, 
Ten thoufand Doilars.ro our general vie. 
King No 
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Exe, 


Scena Tertia, 


Thander, Eater the three Waches, 


1. Where haft cbou beene,Sifter ? 

3. Killing Swine. 

3- Sifler, where thou ? 

2% A Saylors Wife had Cheftnats in her 
And mounchr,& mouncht,and aouncht : 
Give me, quoth J. 

Aroyne thee, Witch, the rumpe-fed Ronyoo cryes. 
Her Husband's co Aleppo gone, Mafter o'th’ Tye: 
But in a Syue Ile thither feyle, 
And like a Rat wichowr a cayle, 
Bs dee, lie doc,and Ile doe. 

a. Sle gine chee s Winde. 

g. Th’art kinde. 

3° And I another. 

t. Teny felfe haue all che othe:, 
And the very Ports they blow, 

All che Quarters chat chey know, 
I'th’ Ship-mans Card. 
Ile dreyne bim drie 23 Hay: 
Sleepe thall neycher Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Pent-houfe Lid : 
He Eau live 3 man forbid : 
Wearic Seu'nights nine cimes mine, 
Shall he dwindle.peake, ond pine : 
Thongh his Barke cannot be loft, 
Yee it thell be Termpeft.rof, 
Looke whar I have, 

3. Shew me, thew me. 

1. Here I haue s Pilots Thambe, 

Wrackt,ss homeward he did come. Dram withes, 
3. A Drumme,s Drumme: 
Macbeth doth come. 
AE. The weyward Sifters, band in 
Pofters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus doe goe, abour, about, 
Thrice to chine and thrice to mine, 
And thrice x ety make vp aune. 


Pesce,tbe Charme’s wound vp. 
Ester Mache and Banque, 


Lappe, 


Mab. So foule and faire a day I have not feene. 
« How facre is’t call’d to Sons? What ore thefe, 
50 wither'd, and (o wilde in their artyre, 
That looke not like th Inhabitants o'th'Esrth, 
And yer are on't? Liue you,or are you aughe 
That man may queftion ? you feeme ta yndes(tand me, 
By each at once her choppie finger laying 
pon her skinnie Lips: you fhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me co interprete 
Thaz you are fo, 


The Tr. : die ¢ Macbeth. 
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Keag. No more that Thew of Cawdor thal! deceiue 
Our Bofome incereft : Goe pronosace his prefent death, 
vee cae 
fe. Ne kee ix ; 3+ All hale Adacherd that Grit be X heres(eey 
King. Wher be hah lof, Noble A¢achers hath wonne. Bang. Good Su, why doe you Whats aadtcae to feare 






ound fo faire ? 1th’ name of truth 





You ‘pee wich 

Of Noble hauing and of R 
Thac be feemes wrapt wit 
If you can looke ito the 
And Gay ,which Grane will Brow,and which will wee, 


) then tome, who neyther be 
our fauors, nor your hate, cen 





oe 
- tome you {peake bor, 
Seedes of Time, aes 








































er then Adacheth,ond greater. 
2 Lit (a happy. se rauch happyer, 
3- Thou {halt ger Kings though ¢ : 
So all haile Mabeb snd : ree 
3. Banquo,and Afecheth, ail haile. 
Mach. Stay you imperfeQ Speskerscell me more 
By Sreeits death,! know | am Thene of Glanus 
Bur how,of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor hors 
A profperous Gentleman: Andtobe K 
Scands not within the profpe of beleefe, 
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this Acange Incelligeace,or why 
Vpon chis blafted Heath you Rop our way 
ich fuch Propherique greening? 
Speake, ! charge you Witches vanfp. 
Bang. The E arch hach bubbles as the Water he's, 
And thefe arc of them : whither ase they vanifh'd? 
Mash. Inno che Ayre. and what (ecm é corporal, 
Melred,as breath into the Winde, 
Would they had ftay'd 
‘Bang Were (uch things here,as we doe fpeake sbowe ? 
Or hage we earen on che iniane Root, 
That cakes the Realon Prifoner ? 
Mach. Yous Children thal! be Kings. 
Bang. You thall be King. 
Mach And Thane of Cawdor too wens it not fo? 
Bang. Toth felfe-fame tune and words. who's here? 


Eater Refe ad Mogens, 


Roffe. The King hach happily receiu'd, Macherh, 
The newes of thy (ucceffe. and when he reades 
Thy perfonall Vencure in che Rebels fight, 

His Wonders aad his Prayfes doe contend. 
Which fhould be chine,or has; filenc'd with chaz, 
In viewing o’re che reft o'th'felfe-fame dey, 

He findes thee in the Qouc Not weyan Rankes, 
Noshing afeard of what thy felfe uidft make 
Strange Images of death,ss thick as Tale 

Can poft with pol, and every one did besre 

Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence, 
And powr'd them downe before him. 

Mog. Wee ae fen, 

To gue thee from ovr Roysl! Matter chanks, 
Oodly to harrold chee saco has fight, 
Not pay chee. 

Roffe. And foran carneft of » greater Honer, 

He bad me, from bim, call thee Thane of Cawdor : 
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The Tr. of Macbeth. ! 
worthy Th, 


For ic is thine. 
Ban. What,cea che Dewill (peake true? 
Atach. The Thane ot Cawdor lees : 
Why dee you dreflc me m borrowed Rebes? 
Aug. Whe wes the Tew, lives yet, 
Bax vader heauie ludgermenc beares chee Life. 
Which he deferves co loofe 
Wherhes he was combin'd with chofe of Norwey, 
Ge did lyne the Rebel: with hidden helpe, 
And vantage ; of that with hoch he labous’d 
In his Counsreyes wracke, J know noe 
But Treafons Capiealll confels'd and prow'ds 
Haue overthrowne him. 
Mab. Glamys.and These of Cawdor: 
The greateft isbehinde Thankes for eg paines, 
Ki 


Doe you not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 
When thofe cha geue the Thase of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd 0 leffe to chem. 


Barqg. That teufted home, 
Mighe yet enkiadle you vnto the Crowne, 
Befides the Thene of Cowdor, Buc ‘tis ftrange: 
Aad oftentimes,to winne vs co our harme, 
The Inflruments of Darkneffe cell vs Trachs, 
Winne vs with honeft Trifles,co berray’s 
In deepeft confequence. 
Coufins, 2 word, | pray you. 

Afach. Two Treths aretold, ‘5 
As happy Prologues to the (welling A 
Of the imperiall Thesme. I frouke you Gentlemen» 
This fupernacurall follsciting 
Cannot be si! ; cannot be good 
If Wl? why hath st given me earnest of facceffe, 
Commencing ma Trpcth? | am Thaw of Cawdus. 
Jf good? why doc J yegid to thar fuggeftion, 
Whote horrid Image doch vnfixe ny Here, 
And make my (cated Heare knock at my Ribbes, 
Againf che vic of Nature? Prefent Feares 
Are leffe chen pe a Imaginings 
My Thoughe, whofe Murther yet ss bur faataflicall, 
Shakes fo my fingle flare of Man, 
That Fun&tson is fmocher'd in Currfe, 
And noching ts,buc what 13 nos 

Raw l.coke how our Partner's tape 

Afach. If Chance will have me King, 
Why Chance may Crowne me, 
Wauhour my Mirre 

Rawqg New Honors come vpon him 
Like our Mrange Garmencs.cleaue noc co cher mould, 
Bue with che aid of vic : 

Mech Come what come may, 
Time, and the Hourc,runs through the rowg heft Day. 

Beoq Wouhy Adechrh, wee (tay vpon your ley 
fuse 

Mace Guise me yout faaour . 
My dull Braine was wronghe wich things forgotren 
Kinde Gentlemen, your paines are repifired, 
Where every day I curne the Leafe, 
To reade them. 
Le: vs coward the King: thinke vpoo 
Whac hach chanc’d: and at more tome, 
The Jacer1m hauing weigh'd 14, let vs (peake 
Ous free Hearts each to other 

Bary. Very gladly. 

Afach Tillcheo enough ; 
Come frends 


Scena Quarta, 





Flearye. Enter Kung ,Lenox, Maleclme, 
Desahhatne, and Attendans, 


Keng. {s execation dene on Camder? 
Or noc thofe in Commiffion yet recurn’d ? 

fd’. My Liege, chey are not yet come back, 
Bax I have (poke with one that faw him dies 
Who did repore,that wery frankly bee 
Confefs'd his Treafons smplor'd your Highneffe Pardon, 
And fet fortha deepe Repentance: 
Nothing mm his Life became him, 
Like the leaving 1. Hee dy'de, 
As ove that had beene fludied 10 his death, 
To throw away the deareft thing he ow'd, 
As Ttwcre acaselele Trifle. 

Keng. There's 0 Art, : 
To finde the Mindes conttradtion in the Face : 
He was a Gentleman,on whom i builg 
An abfolure Truft , 

Eater Macbeth, we, Rofe and 4: 

O worthyeft Coufin, aera =< 
The finne of my Ingratitude even now 
Washeaue onme. Thou art fo facre before, 
Tha (wifteft Wing of Recompencc is flow, 
To overtake thee. Would thou hedft leffe deferts'd, 
That the propor tren both of thanks,and prymene, 
Mighe haue beens mine : oncfy f haue left co fay, 
More 1s thy due, then more then all can pay. 

Alach The ftruice,and che loyalese 1 owe, 


In doing i, psyes ic felfe 


Yoar tighneffe pert is to secenoe our Duties : 
And ous Duties are co your Throne,and Seate, 
Children, and Serusncs; which doe but whac they fhouid, 
By doing every ching fafe toward your Love 
And Honor 
King. Wetcoone hither : 
T have begun to plant thee, and will labons 
To make thee full of growwg, Noble 
Thas haft no !effe deferu’d, nor mutt be knowne 
No leffe co hawe donc fo - Let me cnfold thee, 
And hold thee o my Heart. 

Bang There if i grow, 
The Harve ts your owne 

Kuag 3 A an a loyes, 
W ancon in fulneffe,feeke to hide chemfelucs 
Indcops of (arrow Sonne:,Kinimen, Thawer, 
And you whofe places are the acareft, know, 
We will eftablifh our Eftace vpon 
Our cldeft, Afatcolme, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: which Honors mutt 
Not vraccompanicd,inucf him onely, 
But Ggues of Nobleneffe,hike Scarves, thall thine 
On all deteruers. From hence to Envemes, 
Aad binde vs further to you. 

Macb. The Reft is Labor which is noe vs'd for yous 
Ue be my felfe che Herbenger,and make toyfull 
The heacing of my Wifc,with your approach : 

So hambly take my leaue. 

Kug. Myw Cander, 

Mach. The Prince of Comberiaod: thar {sa tep, 
On which I maft fail downe,or clfe o'se-beape, 

mm For 





Let 





Ic isa Banquet co me. Let's after him, 
care is gone before,to bid vs welcome : 
wngfaner. Flare. 





ise Ext. 





Scena Quinta. 





Enter Machers Wife alow with a Letter. 


Lady. ech ahaa chs Casbah and 1 bane 
beara d by the pevfol?’ E seore in theus, then 

j pill poiedge. Liar p ae pera ag ton them 
ber, shey meade themfeloes Ayre, mre winch ther verg{h'd. 
pare 1 feed rape in the wonder of st, came Mifives from 
the King, whe al-baild me Thane of Cawdor, by which Tith 
before, thefe weyward Sefer: folated me, and referr'd me te 
the commaning on of tome, werk hase King that foals be. This 
bane f goed so delanav shee ( my dearoft Partner of 
Groasmeffc) that chou mug he'St wet leofe the dues of revepcong 


Fe 4 enigele Pan a ws promes'd shee, Lay 


Gleroys chou art,and Cawdor, and thalt be 
Whar chou srt ‘d: yer doe | feare thy Natere, 
Ic is :00 full o'th’ Mitke of hamane ki 
To catch the neereft way. Thou would’ be greae, 
Asc not without Ambition, but withoue 
The ilineffe fhould attend it. What thou would’ highly, 
Thet would'R chou hokly: would‘ft not play falfe, 
And yer would’ft wrengly wiane. 
Thould'ft baue, grear G that which cryes, 
Thas thou auft doe, if thou haue it; 
And chat which rather thew do’A feste to doe, 
Then withett thouid be vadane. High thee hucher, 
That I may powre my Spirits in chine Bare, 
And chattife wich che valous of my Tonge 
All chat impeides thee from she Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metepbyficsll ayde doth (eeme 
Te howe thee crown'd-wichall, Emer Adefengar. 
Wher is your tidings? 
Me, The King comes bere co Nighe. 
Ledy, Thow ct mad co fey it. 
ie not thy Mafter with hrm? who,wer's fo, 
Would haue toform’d for ation. 
Mc4.So plesle you. it is tue: our Thaveis comeing: 
One of my fellowes had the (peed of him; 
Who almoft dead for bseath,had {earcely mere 
Then would moke vp bis Meffage. 


- - Gmue tum cending, fe 
¢ brings greac newes, Exe Me ° 
The Rewer hienfelfe is hosrfe, a 
That croakes the facall entrance of Dewees 
Vader my Bartlements. Come you Spirits, 

Thar rend on meorrall choughrs,vnfex me hese, 
And fll me from che Crowne to the T0e,top-fall 
Of direft Couclsie: make chick m » 

Stop vp ch’accefe.and paffepe ce ened: 

That no compundious vifttings of Navare 








That my keene Knife fee not the Wound it makes, 







Nor Heauen through the Blanket of the derke, 
To or Luar AMachesh. 
Greater thea bath by the al-haite bereatcer, 
be i hase trenfported me 

I feele 
ot to 





Mash, My deareft Love, 

Disncas comes bere to Night, 
Lady. And when goes ’ 
Macb. To morrow,ss he perpofes. 









- Oneuer, 

Shall Sunne thar Morrow fee. 
Your Face,my Thannis 03 a Booke, where men 
May reade Atrenge maccers,to beguile the uve. 
Looke like the tame, besre welcome in your Eye, 
Your Hend,your Tongue: looke liketh innocent Hower, 
Bur be the Se - He that's comming, 
Mult be prourded for : and you thall put 
This eC grest Bafineffe into my difpetch, 
Which thall to all our Nighes,end Da to come, 
Give folely fouersigne fway,snd A 

pr We will i farther, 

. Onety loo cleare : 

To alter fanor,euer is co : 
Leaue all the ref come, 















Exemt. 














Scena Sexta. 














Hoboyes,and Torches. Eater King, Malcolas, 
Donathesm, Banque At. 
Roffe, Angus ,and Atvendan;, 
King. This Caftiehath a picafent fear, 
The yre nimbly end (weecty recoasmends ic felfe 
‘Varo out gencle fences. 
Bang. This Gueft of Semmer, 
The Temple-haunting Barlet does spproue, 
By bis load Manfoary, that the Heaneos breach 
Smeils wooingly here: no Jutcy frieze, 
Bartrice,nor Coigne of Vancage,but chis Bird 
Hach made his pendent Bed,and pg pcresat Cradle, 
Where they muft breed,and haunts: I haue obferu’d 
The ayre is delicete. Suter Lady. 
King. See, fee, our honor'd Hoftefle : 
The Loue that followes vs, fornetime is our trouble, 
Which fill we chanke as Leue. Hercin I teach you, 
How you thall bid God-cyld vs for yearpaines, 
And thanke vs fee your trouble, 























fngle 
Again® thofe Honors deepe,and broad, 
herewith your Maieftie losdes. our Houfe : 
For shole of old, and the late Dignities, 


Heap'd vp co chem, we ret pour Ecmices. 















Wr cerithien va the beckes, sad bed » perpote 
To be bis Perucyor : Bot he rides well, 









And hie Loue es hes Spurre Jaath holp him 
And bi gest Love (Oops oi ole othe” 
We are your geeft to night, 

Le. Your Serusnts cuer, 
Hse theenfelucsand whas is theirs la compt, 
To make thew Audit ot your Highnefic 5 
Sill to reterne your owne 


King. Gree me your band : 
Conde wero mine Hoft we tout him highly, 
od thall comione, ens Graces towards Me 





































ener the S:age. Ther cater Masha. 


Mad.Ifu were done when ‘tis douse, chen ‘twes weil, 
Ic were done quickly : Ifely Alathoedion 


Might be the be all,end the end all. Heere, 
chis Banke sad Scheole of time, 
Wce'ld immpe tae life co come, Bar ia chafe Cafes, 


















And Pitty, like 2 nsked New-borne-Babe, 
onion S03 blaft, or Heavens Cherubin, hors’d 
Gpluleffe Carriors of the Ayre, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in eg ee 
ude. I hane no Sperre 


Vealting Ambition which ore-leapes ix 
And falles on th‘other, Easer Lady, 
Hee now ? What Newes? 

Le.He has almoft (apt: why hase you left the chambef? 

Adas, Hach be ask’d for me ¢ 

La. Know younos,be hs's? 

Mas, We will proceed no further in this Bofiseffe : 
He hath Honowr’d me of tace, ead | have boughe 
Golden Opinions from sli forts of people, 
Which wastd be worne now in their neweft gloffe, 
Not caf sfide fo foone. 

Le. Wasthe hope drunke, 

Wherein you dreft your felfe ? Hath it {lepe Gnce ? 
And walres it now to looke fo greene, snd pale, 
Ac what it did {0 freely > Fron this time, 


















And wee'le not fayle: when Daseas 1 ; 


Which chou ellecen fi che Ornament of Life, 
And fue s Coward in thine owne Efteere? 
Letting I dare nec, wait vpon I would, 


Mach. Prythec peace : 
I dare do all chat mey become s man, 
Who dares 00 more, us none. 
Le. What Beaft was’ chen 
‘That made pou breakechis 
When do it, chen you were 2 man! 
And to be more chen what you were, yeu would 
Be fo much more the men. time. nor place 
Did then adhesey and yet you would meke both : 
They have made themfelues, and chet ther Greefic sow 
Do's vamake you. I haue groce Secke, end know 
Hove tender ‘tis to love the Babe that milkes ac, 
1 would, while it was {myling in my Face, ; 
Have plecke ay Nipple from his Bonelefie Gommes, 
And dafhs che out, had J (o fworos 
As you haue donc to this. 
Adach. Vf we fheuld {sile? 
Leds. We faile? 
Bot {crew your courage to the Ricking 








we co me > 


(Whereto che rather (hall his deyes hard Journey 
Seandly inuite him) his two Chamberlamnes 
Wil | wah Wine,and Wallell fo conumece, < 
Thee Memone,the Warder of the Braine, . 
Shall be 2 Fume,aad the Receie of Resfon whe 
A Lymbeck onely : whea bo Swinith 
These drenched Nacares lyes as ins 
What cannot you and J performe vpon 
Th’vnge: Dances? What not pot vpoe 
Hus (pungie Officers? who fhall beare the guile 
Of our great quell. 

Afecb. Bring forth Men-Children onelys 
Por thy vndauned Mertic (Loald compofe 
Nething but Males. Will it not be receia‘d, 
When we have mesh’d with blood thofle fleepie two 
Of his owne Chamaber, and vs'd thers very Daggers 
Thar they have don’: ? 

Lady. Who dates receive it other, 
As we hall make our Gricfes and Cammor core, 
Vpon he Death? 

Mab. Vem feccled, and bend + 
Each corporeal! Agent to clus terrible Fess. 
Away,aad mock the rune with facet (how, 
Feile Face amuft tude what the (alfc Heart doch know. 

Expunt, 





Adus Secundus. Scena Prima. 





Esser Banque sud Fleance wah a Torch 
bun. 
Bang. How goes the Negh«, Boy ? 
Fleance. The is dowoe: I base net heard ube 
Clock. 
Bang. And the goes downe ot Twelus. 
Fleevce, \coke's, cls lecer, Sir. 
Bang. Hold, cake m Sword; 
There's Husbandry in Heanca, 
Their Ceodics are all out: take chee chat too. 
mm 2 


136 The Tragedie of «Macbeth. 
A heauie Suaimons lycs like Lead vpon me, got,and it is done: the Bell inuices me, 


And yet | would not fleepe : 
Mercifull Powers,reftraine in me the curled thoughts 
The: Necure gives way to in cepole. 


Enter Machoth,and 4 Serauant with e Tord. 


Giue memy Sword : who's there? 
Baap Whar refl?che King’s a bed. 
Bang. What Sir not yet at ges 
He Kath bees in vnufuall Pleafure, 
And font forth Largeffe co yous Offices, 
This Diamond he greeves your Wife withall, 
By the rime of moft kind Hofefic, 
And fhuc vpin meer content. 
Mac. Bein epar’d, 
Our will cane te erases to defe&, 
Which elfe fhould frec hase wrought. 
Bang, All's well 
I decaroc la(t Night of the chree weyward Sifters 
To you they haue fhew'd fome trath. 
Afab, Ldunke not of them . 
Yer when we can entreat an boure to ferve, 
We would (pend it in (ome words vpon char Bufinefle 
If you wavid graane the time. 
Ruma. Ac your kind’ leyfare, 
Alsab. Lf you thal! cleaue to my confers, 
When ‘tis,ic ihall make Hooor for you. 
Bag, Sol lofe acne, 
In feckiag to nx, bar ftill keepe 
My Bofome franchis’d,and Allegeance cleare, 
I foil be counfail’d. 
Mab Good cepofe the while. 
Bang. Thankes Sir: thefiketoyou.  Exw Banque. 
AJcb Goe bid thy Miftreffe,when my dnnke ts ready 
She firike vpon the Bell. Get thee co bed. Exts. 
Is this aDagger,which I fee before me, 
The Handle toward my Hand? Come let me clutch thes 
[ hance thee not,and yer [ fee chee (till, 
Arc thou not facalt Vi fon, fenible 
To fecling,as to fight? or art thou but 
A Dagger of the Minde,s falte Creetion, 
Procecding from the heac-oppreffed Beaune ¢ 
I {ce thee yct, in forme ss palpable, 
As this which now | draw, 
Thou marfhall'ft me the way thet I was going, 
And (uch an lofirument I was to vie. 
Mine Eyes are made che fooles o'th’ocher Sences, 
Or elie worth all the ref: I feethee fill; 
And onthy Blade, and Dudgeon,Gouts of Blood, 
Which was not fo before There's no fuch thing: 
Icis che bloody Bufine Te,which informes 
Thus to mine Eyes. Now o're the one halfe World 
Nature feemes dead, and wicked Dreames abufe 
The Curtain'd fl-epe: Witcherafe celebrates 
Pale Fleceats Oftrings: and wither'd Murcher, 
Alsrum‘d by his Centincli,the Wolfe, 
\Whofc howle’s his Watch, thus wich his ftealthy pace, 
Wath Targams rauithing fides, cowarcs bis defigne 
Moucs sikea Ghoft. Thou fowre and firme-fet Earth 
Heare not my Reps, which they may walke, for feare 
Thy very ftones prate of my where-abour, 
And take che prefent horror fromthe time, 
7hich now futes with i¢ Whiles] threat,he lives: 
Words to the heaz of decdes too cold breath giucs. 
tt Ech rings. 


Hease 1¢ not, Dances, for itis « Knell, 
That f{ammons thee 


to Hesnen.or to Hell. Exe. 


Scena Secunda. 


Ester Lady, 
La.That which hath made ché drunk hath made me bold: 
What hath qaench’d chem hath gwen me fire. 
Heorke,peace: tt was the Owle ther fhrick d, 
The facali Bell-mman, which pieces the fern’ good-sig 
Hes about ic, the are Open : 
Aad the furfeted Groomes doe mock their charge 
With Snores. I have dregg'd thei: Poffers, 
That Death and Nature doe contend about them, 
Whether they liue,or dye. 
Enter Macbeth 

Adah Who's there? what hos? 

Ledy. Alack,! am afcasd they have awak'd, 
And ‘1s not done: th’atcempr.and aor the 
Confounds vs: heatke: i lay d their Daggers seady, 
He could not miffe ‘em. Had he not eefembled 
My Father as he flepr,I had don’t. 
My Husband > 

Afacb, Thaue done the deed: 
Didft thou not heare a noyfe? 

Lady.I heard the Owle {chreame,aad the Crickets cry. 
Did not you fpeake? 

Mach. When? 

Lady Now. 

Mas. Ast defcended? 

Lady. I. 

Mach, Hearke,who lyes ith’ (ccond Chamber ? 

Lady, Denalbame. 

Mac. Thisiva forry fight. 

Lady. A foohth choughce,co fay a forry ight. 

Atach, There's one did laugh in’s fleepe, 

And oue cry’d Marther chat they did wake cach other. 
I fis0d,and heard chem ; But chey did fay ther Prayers, 
Aad eddreft them againe co ficepe. 

Lady. There are cwo lodg.’d together. 

Mtasb, One cry'd God bieffe vs,and Amen the ober, 
As chey had fecne me with thete Haugmans haids: 
Liftrung their feare,i could not fay Amen, 

When they did fay Ged bleffe vs 

Lady. Conhider s¢ not fo dcepely 

Mae. But wherefore could noc | pronounce Amen? 
Thad moft need of Blefiing,and Amen fuck in my throat. 

Lady. Thefe dceds mult noc be choughe 
After thefe waycs: fo, it will make vs mad. 

Mach Me chought | heard a voyce cry, Sleep 20 more: 
Macbeth docs mucther S‘cepe, the innocent Sicepe, 
Sleepe char knits vp the rauel'd Sleeue of Care, 

The dessh of cach dayes Life,fore Labors Beth, 
Balme of hurt Mindcs, great Natures fecond Courfe, - 
Chiefe nourither in Lite's Feaft 

Lady What doe you meane ? 

Afach Scill i cry'd, Sleene no more to afl the Houfe : 
Clans hath marther'd Sieepe,anJ therefore Camder 
Shall leepeno more: Afacherd hall fleepe no more. 

Lady. Who was that chus cry‘d? why worthy Thewe, 
You doc vebend your Noble ftrengih,tothinke ° 
So bra:ne-fickly of chir.gs: Goe get fore Wacer, . 

And 














TheTr 
thes hab giana) dacgh rae 
Mic fated jreahds dept, Pe the place? 







. The goe no more : 
Tam ofaid co chinke what Ihsve done : 
Looke on’t a yl dare not. 
Lady. 1 of purpole : 





Giwe me the Dag gers : the fleeping,and the dead, 

Are bat as PiGtures : °:ts the Eye of Child-hood, 

Thac feares a paineed Devil If he doe bleed, 

Tle guild the Faces of the Groomes withall, 

Foe x melt feeme theit Guile. Exn, 

Reecky within, 
Adech. Whence is that haocking ? 

ied art At ht aren 

What Hands ere bere? bah : they ou mine Eyes. 

Will all Ocesn wath this blood 

Gos eany and? no:this my Hand will racher 

The mulzitudinous Sees incernardine, 

Making the Greene enc,Red. 













Eater Lady. 
My Hands are of your colour: but } theme 


To weares fe 







Hew eshie is ie then ¢ your Conftencie 
Hath left you vastreaded. | 


Heotke, more kaocking. 
oghe-Govwne.lceft ecraGon call vs, 
an Oe Worchess: be not lof 
pate nine heap 
were bel noc eh hoor 





Kaoekg. 























Emer 2 Percer. 





Keockjug within, 
Porter, Here's a knoe indeede : if a man were 
Portes of Heil Gate, hee fhould have old cerning the 
Key. Keech, Knoch,Knock,Knock. Who's there 
ith’ neme of Belacbed f Here's a Farmer, ther hang’d 
himleife on th‘expeAstion of PlentiecComme in time have 
Napkins enow ebour you, here you'le fweat for's, Kaork 
Knock, knock. Who's there in th’ether Dewils Name ? 
Paich here's an Equivacacor, that could fweare in both 
the Scales egeint eyther Scole, who comreitted Tresfon 
enough for Gods (ake, yet could nos equieacace te Hes- 
ven: oh come ia, Equvocator. Kaock, 
Knock,Knock, Whe'stbere ? Peith here's on Bagti(h 
Taylor come hither , for flesling ow of a French Hofe : 
Come in Taylor, bere you may r0ft yourGoole, Keect. 
Kaock Keech, Newer ot quiet: Whee sce you? bur cus 
lece is t00 cold for Hell. Ile Deusll-Porter it no forther: 
hed choughs co hae let in forne of al] Profefhons, chet 
goe the Primeofe way co ch'everiofting Bonfire, Kaerk, 
Anen 20n, | pray you remember the Peres. 


















of Macketb. 
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Encer Bach sred Levin. 


Adacd, Wes it fo ime, friend cre you weat to Bed, 
That you doe lye fo lace ? 2 
Pore Faith Sir, wee were carowfing till che fecond Cock: 
Aad Drinke,Sir,:s 8 grest of three 
Ataed. What theee thangs docs Drinke efpecially 
prosoke? 


Merry, Sir, Nof-psiaring, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lecherie,Sir,it prosokes,end se reat 

the defrre, but ic takes sway the performance, 

taach Drinke may be faid to be sn Equinocsror with Le 
cherie: it shakes Nica and ic marres hien ; ic fers bien on, 
end it cakes hem off ;_ it perfwades him, snd dif-heartens 
him ; makes him ftend coo,end not ftend too : in tancle- 
pase elgg bim un a fleepe, sad giving him the Lye, 
leaves him 


Adacd. Ubelecee Drinke thee the Lye ist Nighe 

Pers. That it hd Sir, he very Theost oa met bor J 
ab ag him ee Lye, and (I thinke)}being too 
or hi, ¢ tooke fometime, 
een eee him, Ueretes ie 

Eww Macherb, 

Macd. \s thy Mafter Nirring ? 
Our knockiag he’s sewek'd hem: here he comes. 

Lewex. Good morrow, Noble Siz. 

Mach. Good morrow both, 

Macd, 13 the King ficring ,worhy Thaw? 

Mech. Not yer. 

Macd. He did commend me te call thanety en him, 
eT ee 

Ala b. tle bring yeu to hie, 

Afacd, 1 know this is a ioyfull trouble to you: 
vr heak tee bows delighs in, Pb 

Mab. we delighe in, Phyficks ; 
This is che Dowse, - . egies 

Macd. Vie anke fo bold co call, for 'tis my limicred 
fervice Ext 


Levex. Goes the King hence to dey ? 

Adah. He does: he did appoi ra 

Lenox. The Naght bes been varuly: 
Where we lay ows Chimneys were blowne downe, 
And (es they fay) lamentings heard ith’Ayre, . 
Strange Schreeaes of Death, 
And swith Accents terrible, 
Of dyre son,2ad confar'’d Evens, 
atl beer wofell cime. Nghe 
The obfcure Bird clamor'd che lise-loag 
Some a the Earth was feworous, 
And . 


Mend. Confehien now heth mode bis Maftes-peece: 
lp Marther aa vps oe 
The Lords Temple,s 
The Life vu daldieg, 

Mach. Whar it’t you fey,the Life? 

Lewex. Meone you his Maseftic? 

Mad. Appcoch the Chamber, end defiroy your fight 


With s oew Gergen. Doe not bid me fpeake : 


—~AM 3 
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of Macheth. 


se e€ your : Fed our Pres oan saguee 
Exean Alaheh and Lewee. ruth,and ? 
Ring the Alsrum Bell: Murther,snd Treafon, On taieien is Acealnatad 
‘Bangas,tnd Densibaine: Adaicolme sweke, Ad. Not oer Sorrew 
Shake off this Downey fleepe,Deschs Vpon the foot of Motion. 
copay Lebar at yy —. fee Age tothe Lady: 
As from your Graves rise vp,end walke Ike Sptighes, Thstke Desstee tee _ 
To countenance this horror. ia And quefticn this moft bloody piece ef werke, 
Bell rings. Enver Lady. To know is farther. Fesres and thake vs: 
Lady, Whu's the , In the Hand ef God I thence, 
Tha fach a hideous T. calls to parley A the d fight 
The fleepers of the Houle ? (peake,ipeake. Tresfonses batho 
Aasd. 2 gentle Lady, Aacd, Kod fo doe 1. 
telah dearth cag AL So all. 
pausing @ Wemens care Mash. briefely tmanly rendimedic, 
Ww pee e ts : hedeace Pa tiak . - 
7 Pi 48. Wail comened, Eun. 
°o Ope Royall Molter’ courther’d Addie, What will you doe? | 
Lady.W ce Let's not confort wich them: 
Whee, in ous Houle? To thew an vnfelt Sorrow,is an Office 
Bas. Teo cracil,evy where. Which the falfe man do's ese. 
Deare Daf, prychee conradia thy felfe, lle to Engtend, 
Aad Gy,ic is not fo, Dea. To Ireland, 1: 
feperaced fortune thal vebech the 
Raver Macbeth, Lencx and Refs. Where we sre,cherg’s Degpertis sosenda 
The neere in blood, the nesrer 'e 


The Wine 
Is lefe chis Vaek, co brog of. 


Enter Adalcolme and Denatbaine. 


Donal, What is smiffe> 

Mach. You sre,anddoe net know’: ; 

The Spring, the Head,the Foantaine of your Blood 
Isftopt, the very Source of it is Rope. 

Adacd. Your Royall Father's musther'd, 

Atal. Oh,by whom? 

Lenox, Thole of his Chamber,as it feem'd,had don't; 
Their Hands snd Faces were all badg’d with blood, 

So were their Daggers, which vawip'd,we found 
Vpon theic Pillowes: they {tard and were difsaGed, 
ag vss x ebay trufted with them, 

Mach, O, yet I doe repent me of my furie, 

Thea! did bill chem, za 

Macd. Wherefore df you fo? 

Macb.Who caa be wife sener'd,cemp'rate,& furions, 
Loyell end Nestrall,in a moment? No man: 
Th'espedicion of my violent Love 
Ost.run the pawfer,Resfon. Here lay Dancas, 

His Siloer sieinne,isc’d with his Golden Blood, 
And his gafh'd Stabs ,look'd like » Breach in Nature, 
For Rumes waftfull entrance: there che M 
Seeep'd in the Colours of their Trade; their Dag gers 
Vamssnnenly breech'd with gore: whe could ig 
That had a heart to love; and in chet beast, 
Courage,to mske's love koowne ? 
. Helpeme hence hos, 
Mel. doe we hold our 


Thee mofi may ci chis ar fer curs ? 
Dead, Whit theald be Spoben bese, 


And let vs noc be dsintie of 
Bet (hift away : there's werrenc in thet 
Which Beales it rife, when there's no ntercie left, 





Scena Quarta. 





Enter Rofe with an Old man, 
Old mas. Thecefcore and tent can 


in her pride of ; 
Was by a Mowe, Owe nawhe or ood V4 
(ating not emge deca) 
Besurcous,end (wift,the Minions of cheir Race, 
bebet ican ator p- hea scape out, 
rege Lore irr asi 
Old man. ‘Tis {2id,chey ence each other. 


Beffe. They did fo: 


TheTr. eM acheth. 139 
To th'emazement of mine eyes ther Whuch fill and pref per ous ) 


look'd vpon'e. 
Enter Macdaffe, 
Heere comes the good Macdeffe.' 
How the world Sir new ? 


acd, Why fee you not? 
Ref. 1s't known who did this more then bloody 
Macd, Thole that Adecberb hath fistoe. 


deed ? 


. Alss che day, 
What good could they etend? 
Adacd, They were fubborned, 


DMalcolae, atv Denalbaive the Kings two Sonnes 
Are ftolne ewsy and fled, which puts vpon then 
Sufpision of the deed. 

Rofe. Gainft Narere fill, 
Theiftieffe Ambition, ther will ragen vp 
Thine owne lives meanes : Then ‘tis mot like, 
The Soueraigney will fall vpon Adacberb. 

Maced. He is already namm’d, and gone co Scone 
To be inuefied. 

Rofe. Where is Duncans body ? 

Macd Carried so Colmekill, 
The Sscred Store-houte of lus Predeceffors, 
And Guardian of their Bones. 

Rofe. Will you co Scone ? 

CMasd. NoCofin, Ilevo Fife. 

Refe Well,S will thither. 

Macd.W ell may you fee tinngs wel done there:A dieu 
Leaft our old Robes fit eafies chen our news 

. Farewell, Facher 

Old Ad. Gods beny fon go with you, snd with thofe 

Thec would make good of Bid and Friends of Foes. 
E cewat capes 





Atlus Tertius. ScenaPrima. 





Euter Banque. 

Bang. Tho haf it now, King, Cawdor ,Glamis,all, 
As the weyard Women promis’d, end I feare 
Thea plsyd'ft moh fowly for'c . yet it was forde 
Te fhould not Rand in thy Pofenty, 

Bar thar my felfe thould be the Rooce, sad Farher 
Of many Kings If there come cruth from them, 
As vpon thee CAdecberb, their Speeches fhine, 
Why by che verures on thee made good, 

May they not be my Oracles os well, 

And fer me vp 10 hope. Bus heth,no more, 


Seust founded, Enter Macheth as King, Ledy Lenex, 
Rofe, Lords and Attendants. 


Mash Heere’s our chiefe Gueft. 
La. ifhe had beene furgotten. 
It had bene as 9 gap in oer gresc Feat, 
And oll-ching vnbecomming. 
Mach. Tonight we hold s foleane Supper fr, 
Aad Iie requeft your prefence 
Bang, Let your Highneffe 
Commend vpon me, to the which my dedes 
Are with amoft wndiffoluble rye 
For ever knit. 
Mah Ride you this afternoone ? 
Ba, [, my Bee Lord. 
Mab Wefhould heue elfe defir'd your geod seduce 


grave 
n this dayes Coancell: but wee'le take to morrow. 
le’t farre you ride? 
Bas. As farre wy Lord,as will ill vp che chene 


*T wizt this,and Seppes. Gee not my Horfe the better, 
I mult become borrower ef che Night, 
For a darke hovre,or twaine, 


Mach, Faile nec oot Feaft. 
Ban, My Lord, will noc. 
Mach, We heare ovr bloody Cozens are beflew’d 
In Englend,sad in Ireland,nor confefsing 
Their cruel] Pasricide, filling theis hearers 
With ftrange invention. But of chac to morrow, 
When there withall we thall have cou of Scace, 
Craving vstoyntly. Hye you ro Horfe : 
Adiev,till you rewmne at Night. 
Goes Fleece with you? 
Bas. I,my good Lord: oac teme does call vpan's. 
Macb | wilh your Hortes faift, and fure eb tees : 
And fo I doe commend you to theie becks. 
Farwell. Exnt Banque. 
Let cucry man be mafter of ns time, 
Tul fewen at Night,co make fociene 
The fweetes welcome: 
We will keepe our felfe till Supper time slone 
Whilethen God be with you. Exeont Lerd:, 
Sirths, a word wich you : Atcend thofe men 
Our pleafure? 
Sernan, They are, my Lord, without: the Pailsc. 
Gate. 
Mach Bring them before vs. Exa Seragn:, 
To be chus,ss nothing, bur to be fafely thas . 
Owr feares in Rangue Ricke deepe, 
Aad in bis Roysitie of Neture reignes that 
Which would be fear'd. ‘Tis much he dares, 
And to that deuncleffe cernper of his Minde, 
He hath a Wifdome thar doch gurde bis Valoor, 
To adi infefetic. There is none but he, 
Whole being I doe feare . and vnder him, 
My Geavesss rebuk'd,ae itis (eid 
Mak Authenes was by Cefar. He chid che Sifers, 
When firft chey puc the Name of King vpon me, 
And bad then fpeske to ham. Then Prophet-Bke, 
They hay!'d him Father co a Line of Kings 
Vpon my Head they plac’d a fiviniefie Crowne, 
And put a barrea Sceprer in my Gripe, 
Thence co be wrenehe with en valinesl! Hand, 
No Sonne of mine fucceeding : if « be fe, 
For sasqew's \flue have! fil'd ny Munde, 
For them, the gracious Dancan heuc 1 marthes‘é, 
Put Rancoers in the Veflell of my Peace 
Onely for chem,and mine eternal] Jewell 
Guuen to the common Enemie of Man, 
To make them Kings, the Seedes of Banque . 
Rather chen fo,come Fore mto the Ly@, roe 
And champion me coch vicerance. 
Who's there? 


Enter Seraant and two Mariborars. 


New goe to the Doore, and ftey chere cil we call. 
Ext Servarw 
Was it noe ye ferdey we fpoket > 
adorn ig eho ighneffe, 
Attach, Well then, 
Now heue you confider’d of my (peeches : 
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Kaow, thes ic was chimes pet, 
Which heid you fo vader fortune, 
Which you be had beea eur ranocen (elfe, 
This | ade good te you, in our lafi conbercace, 
Pah in probauce wish yor : 
How you were borne mn bend, how crofi : 
The Jaftrececots; who wroaghe with chem: 
Aad all chengs effe,chec might 
To a Soule,sed co a Nonoe craz‘d, 
Say, did Banque. 
1. Aferth. You meade i knowne to vs. 
Adah, | dad fos 
Aad went ferther, which is now ' 
Our potas of fecond meetmg. 
Doe you finde your perience fo predominant, 
Ja yous aatore, thar you can let this poe? 
Are you fo 'd,£0 pray for this good man, 
And foe his Ife, whofe hease hand 
Nach bew’d yes ro the Grase, sad begger'd 
Yours for ewer ? 
3. Adarsh, We are men, my Liege. 
Adach. Lia the ae ye gor for men, 
As Hoands,snd hounds, Muagrels,Spemels Curres, 
Sbowg bes, W ater-Regs,snd Demy-Wolves are clipt 
All by the Nome of 2 che valued file 
Dittingvifhes the (wift, the Gow,the fubsie, 
The Howfe-keeper, the Hunter, eucry one 
to the gift, witch bounteous Narere 
Hoch in hime cloe'd: whereby he does recerag 
Particular addition from che Bill, 
That verices them all al: ke: and fo of men, 
Now, 1f you haue a ftasson in the file, 
Not i‘th wort ranke of Manhood, fey'r, 
Aad I will pus chat Bofineffe in your Bofomes, 
Whole execution takes your Enceie off, 
Grapples you co the heartand lowe of vs, 
Who cin oie Healch but Gchly w bus Life, 
a. Adare, | on onc emy Liege, 
Whee the vile Blowes sod Buffers of the Werld 
ga eocene‘d,chat I sm recklefle whax | doe, 
To fpughe che World. 
ay ‘Liarth. Aad | anonber, 
So weane with Difefters.rege'd with Fortune, 
Thes I woeld set ory Life on any Chance, 
Te mead itor be tid ons, 
Af ech, Boch of you keow Basque was your Enemue. 
Adwth. Troe Lord 
- Adach, So is be eine: end in fech hloody diftance, 
Thac every minuse of his 
ol nape abil aan I could 
ith bare-fac'd power {weepe him tny fighe, 
And bid my will evouch it; yet] mat net, 
For cesteine friends char are both his, 20d mune, 
Whofe loves 1 mey nor drop, but wayle his fall, 
Who | my felfe Rruck downe : and thence it 19, 
Thar I co your sffiGance doe make louc, 
Masking the BuGoeffe from the comnon Eye, 
sghee Reafees. 
. We thall,my Lord, 
Petforroe what you command vs. 
Te a Though our Lives. : 
Adach. Y our Sparus (hune 
Wichin this Sanit it mol: ees 
I will edusfe you where ro pia your felwes, 
Acquaint you with the perfe@ Spy eth’ dene, 


TheT: of Mi acheth. 


moment oo t,for'e maf be dene to Night, 
And fometbing from the Pallace: alwayes choughe, 
Thas J reqecre s clearencfic ; and with hen, 
To leave no Rebs ner Borches in the Worke : 


Of chet darke houre : relolee your (elses epart 
Ile come to you anon. al 

Mar. Ba ere refole'd my Lord. 

Mab. call fraght : abide within, 
te concleded : Benges th Selif. 
If it finde Heaven rauft womcoNight, LExvaus. 


Scena Secunda. 


Eater (Marbeets Lady, and a Serene. 


Lod. a rar: from Court ? 
Sernan. 1,Madaune, bet revurnes agesne to Nighe, 
Lady. Say to the King, | would atrend his leylare, 
For a few words. 
Exx. 


18 oe without conrens t 
Tis (ofer.co be chat which we deftroy, 
Then by deftredtion dwell in doubtful iey. 

Enter Macbeth. 
Hew cow. my Lord why doe you keepe alone ? 
Of forrycft Fancres your making, 
Vhing thofe Thoughis,vwhich fhould indeed hawe dy'd 
With them they chinke on: chongs without ail remedse 
Should be mithour cegard: what's done,1s done, 
Mach Webaue (corch d che Snake noc kell'd 2; 

Shee‘le clole and be her (etfe, whilef our poore Malle 
Remasnes in danger of her former Tooth. 
Bur it che frame of things dif-oynt, 
Both the Worlds feffer, 
Ere we will eate our Meale mn feare,and fleepe 
lathe affliction of chefe termble Dreames, 
Thac thake vs Nic hely: Beteer be with the dead, 
Whoin we,co gayne our peace haue fem to peace, 
Then on che torrere of the Munde co lye 
In ceftlee extshe. 
Dene ane 14 1 hes Grove . 
Afcer Lifes ficfull Fewer, he fleepes well, 
Tresfoa la's done his worft : nor Stecie nor Poyfen, 
Malle domeftique, forrame Lemé, nothing, 
Can couch him further. 


Let. on 
Geode my Lord. Deeke ote your regged Lookes, 
Be bright and lowall among xpath! tare co Niche. 
arb. So (hall 1 Loue,and fo} prey be yoo : 

Let yous remembrance apply to Bengus, 
Prefenc hin, Eminence, both wish Eye and Tongue : 
Vafafe the while, thar wee moft lave 
Our Honors in thefe Maccering Rreamnes, 
Aad make our Faces Visards to ow Heats, 
Difguihing whas they ere. 

Lady. You muft icaue ches. 

deasb. O full of Scorpions 18 my Minde,deare Wife : 
Thou hnow’ft ,chac Basque and his Fisens wes. 

Lets Bur 








paw a ee Tel plese 
; » cormfort ycr,chey are sflaileable 
Then bethouiocund : ere the Sat hath flowne 
His Cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Heecass (aramons 
The fhard-borne Beerle,with his dcowhe hums, 
Hath rang Nights yawning Peale, 
There thall be done a deed of dreadfull note, 
Lady, What's to be done ? ‘ . 
Mab Be innocent of she knowledge, deareft Chuck 
Til chow applaud the deed: Come, feeling Night, 
Skarfe wp che ceader Eye of pitesfull Day, 
And with thy bloodie and inuifible Hand 
Caneeil and reare co pieces that preac Bond, 
Which keepes me pale. Light chickens, 
And the Crow makes Wing oth’ Rookic Wood: 
Good things ef Dsy begin co droope.and drowfe, 
Whiles Nighes black A genes co their Prey's doc rowle. 
Thou mareelf'A at my words: but hold chee Mill, 
Things bad begon.make trong chem/{clues by il! : 
So prythee goe with me Exe. 
















Scena Tertia. 





"Enter three Meartherers. 


t But who did bid thee soyne with vs? 

3. Marder, 

a. Heneedes not our miftruft,fince he deliuess 
Our Offices, and what we bave ro doe, 
To the direAion iuft 

1 Thea Rand with ve 
The Welt yet glimmérs with fame Areakes of Day. 
Now {purres the fated Traveller space, 
To gayne che uumely inne, end neere approches 
The fuine of oar Warch 

3- Hearke,! heare Horfes, 

Baugqno witha, Giue vs 3 Lighe chere,hos, 

2. Then ‘cs hee: 
The rcft, chac are within the note of expedtation, 
Aleeadiec ace i'ch’C over. 

t. His Horfes goe sbour. 

3. Almofl a mile: bot he does viusity, 
So all men doe.from hence coth’ Pallece Gate 
Make sc chess Walke, 





















Enter Banque and Fieaut witha Torch, 


2. A Light, a Lighe 
3 ‘Tis hee, 
3. Stand too't, 
Ban. tewillbe Rayne to Night. 
9. Let it come downe. 
Baw. O, Trecherse! 
Flyc good sicanr, flye. tlye, ive, 
Thoa may ‘ft revenge. O Slave! 
3. Who did (trike our the Light? 
s. Was not the way ” 
3. There’s but onc downe: che Sonne fs fled. 
2. WehaucloR 
Beft halfe of our Affaire 
3. Well, let's away, snd fay how mech is done. 
Exemi 








The Tragedie of Macbeth. 
















Banquet prepar 4. Exter (Macher, Lady, Rofe, Lean , 
Lords, and whttendant: 
Mash. You know your owne degrees fis downe - 
Acfirft and Laft,che hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thankes to your Maieity. 
Mach. Our {elle will mingle with Society, 
And play the hamble Hoff . 
Our Hofteffe keepes her Scare, bar ib bet time 
We will requite her welcome. 
La. Pronounce it for me Siz, to all ous Friends, 
For my hear fpeakes they are welcome. 
Enser firft Aduribarcr. 
bfacb See they encounter thee with cheir harts chanks 
Both fides are euen : heere Ile fic i'th'mid’, 
Be leege in mirth,anon wee’ drinke a Meafure 
The Table round. There's blood vpon thy face. 
Mar. "Tis Bangue's then. 
Afach. Tis bercer chee withont, then be wishin. 
ss hedifpacch'd 2 
Afar. My Lord his throae 1s cuc, that ] did for him 
Mac. Thou art the beft o’th’Car-throacs, 
Yet hee's pood chat did the like for Finexs: 
If thea did’ft it, chou are che Non-paicill, 
Mar. Moft Royall Su 
Fleaas is (eap'd. 
Mack. Then comes my Fic ag asne © 
Thad elte beenc perfe& ; 
Whole as the Marble, founded 8s che Rocke, 
As broad, and general, ss che cafing Ayres 
But now I am cabiod, crib‘d, confn'd bound in. 
To fawcy doubts, nd feares. But Baongue’s fate? 
Mar. 1,my good Lord : (stein a ditch he bides, 
With ewenty trenched gsthes on his hesd ; 
The leat s Death ro Nature. 
Mach. Thankes for chet: 
There the growne Serpent lyes, che worme thar’s Bed 
Hath Naeure thac in tame will Venom breed, 
No ceech fos ch’prefene. Gee thee gene, tu morrow 
Wee'l heare our {ebees againe. Exit Murderer 
"Lady. My Royall Lord, 
You do not giue the Cheere, the Fealt is fold 
Thac as not otten vouch'd, while ‘1s smaking ! 
Tis gruen, wich welcome: to fecde were beft ax home : 
From thence, the fawce to meate 1s Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without i. 


Enter the Ghoff of Bavque, acd fits en Ad acharhe place. 


Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now good digeflion waite on Appetite, 
A..d health on both 
Lenox. May't pleafe your Highneffe fic. 
Mach. Herehad we ne our Ccugtiies Honor,roof'd, 
Were the prac'd perfon of our Bavgue present - 
Who, may | ra:her challenge fos vakindnefle, 
Then prety for Mifchance. 
Re§e. His abfence (Sir) 
Layes blame vpon his promife. Pleas’t your Highoeffe 
To grace vs with your Royall Company,? 3 
Meas. 


y TheT7 
Bah. The Tebdle’s full, 


Levex, Heere is a place referu’d Six, 
Adah. Where? 


Leds, What, ood Lord? 
Mad. Thou coc Anat fey I did ic: newer fhake 


Th lockes st me. 
Rafe. Gentlemen cife his Highneffe is not well. 


Lady. Sit worthy Friends: my Lord is often chas, 
Aad hath beene from his youth. Pray you keepe Seat, 
The 6 is momentary, vpon a thoughe 
He will againe be well. If much you oore him 
You thail offend him, end excend bis Paffion, 

Feed, and dbimnot. Are you s man? 

‘Aterb. Irand sbold one, that dere looke on thes 
Which mighs appall che Divell. 

La. O proper fiaffe : 

Thus is che very painting of your feare : 

This is che Ayre-drewne which you faid 
Led youto Dancas, O, thefe flawes and ftarts 
mpoftors to erue feare) would well become 

A womans tory, 3¢ 8 Wiorers fire 
Awzhoriz'd by her Grandem : theme ic felfe, 
Why do you mske fach faces ? When all’s done 
You looxe hut on 2 floole. 

Mach, Prychee fee there : 
Behold, looke, loe, how {sy you: 
Why what care I, if chow cant nod, (peske coo. 
If Charvell boufes, and our Graves muff fend 

hofe thst we bury, becke; our Monumenss 
Shall be che Mawes of Kyces. 

La, \Whas? quice vnasan’d ic folly, 

Adech. If 1 Qaad heere,I few him. 

Le. Fie for fhame. 

Atacb. Blood hath bene thed ere now, i'th’olden time 
Eze homane Scatare purg'd che gentle Wale: 
1,s0d Gince too, Murthers haue perform’d 
Too cerrible for the eare. The times has bene, 

Thee when the Srasnes wereosr, the man woald dye, 
Aad there 20 end : But now they rife sgaune 

With cwency orcall surthers on their crownes, 
And puth vs from our fooles. This is more firange 
Thea fuch a murcher is. 

La. My westhy Lord 
Your Noble Friends do lacke you. 

Adach. 1 do forger: 

Do not mafe st me my moft worthy Friends, 
Thave a firange infirmity, which 1s nothi 
To chofe chac know me. Come, lowe and health to afl, 
Thea Le fx downe : Give me forme Wine, fill full : 
Enter Ghef. 
I driake co th’generall ioy o'th'whole Table, 
Ando our deere Friend Basque, whom we miffe : 
Would he were heere : to all, nd hin we thirft, 
And all to ell. 
Lords. Ovt daties, and the pledge. 
CBler. Avant, & quit Bghs tec the earth hede thee: 
are marrow thy blood is cold : 
Thow haf ne (peculstion in chofe eyes 
Which thoe defi gisre with. 

La. Thinke of chis good Peeres: 
ee. (of Cuftoree : Tixno ocher, 

€ tpoyles the the aimee, 
nar =! dal aa 





eM acheth. 
A chou like the Beare, 
The aem‘d octe Huscas 
Teke any Ghape bec chs, and any Grae Nicvacs 


Shall newer tremble. Or be alive ogei 

Aad dareme to the Defort with thy Sword : 
if Iiebsbit chen, protefl ce 

The Baby of a Gicie. Hence horrible thedow, 
Vareall mock'ry bence. Why fo, being gose 


lem smen : fe fall. 
i Youkos dif che id, 

et meeting, with meft admiu’d diferder, 
Pc path Can fach + 

coercome vs like s Sommers Clowd 

Wethou our fpecisll woode:? You wake me freoge 

Even co the difpofition that I owe, 

When now I thinke you cen behold (ech 

ota te nsturafl Rube of yous 

Wheo is blanch’d with feare. 

Refe. What fights,my Lord ? 
La. | preyyou {peake oor : be growes worfe & 

Q ‘ftioo enrages him : at once, goodnighe, 

Stand not vpon the order of your going, 

Bur go at once. 

Lea. Goodnight, and betterrheakb 

Acend his Maieffy. 

La. Akinde goodnight ce all. Ezs Lok 
Macb. ke will bane blood uhey fay 

Blood will have Blood : 

Stoves hane beene knowne to moue, & Trecs to (peake : 

Avgures, sad vaderfteed Relstions, have 

By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes,& Rookes br ; 

The fecret'ft man of Blood. Whar is the night? 

La, Almoft at oddes with morning which is which. 

Mach. How iey'(t thow that Adesdeff denies his perle 
Ac our grese bidding. . 

La: Did to him Sis? 

Adach. 1 hease st by the way : Bat ! wil) fend: 

There's not a one of them but in his houfe 

I keepe a Seruan Feed. | willce morrow 

(Aod betimes I will) co the weyard Sifters. 

More thal! they {peake: fer cow | am bent co know 
the worft mesnes, the worft, for mine owne geod, 
caufes (hell giwe way. ] am inblood 

Stepe ia fo fasre, that thould 1 wade no more, 

Rerarning were as cedsous 6s go ore : 

tolls, hate J have in head, chee will co bend, 

Which muft be ated, ere they may be (cand. 

La. You lacke the feafoo of oll N 
Mash.Come,wee'lco fleepe: My ftrange & feil-sbufe 
Is the snatiace feare,chat sea hard vie : 
We ate yet but yong indeed. Exvne, 





Scena Quinte, 





Thunder. Baser the shroc Wieches, morteng 
Hea. 


3 Why how now Herat, you lookg angerly? 
He dae I not reafon (Beldems) 29 you are? 
Sawcy,and ouer-bold, how did you dare 
Te Trede, and Trofiicke with Aachesh, 
In Riddies,and Affaires of death ; 











TheTi 


The clofe coneriuer ofall harmes, 
Was newer cail’d co beare my patt, 
Os thew the glory of oar Art? 
Aad which is werfe, sll you heve done. 
Hath bene bet for a weywerd Senne, 
Spight fall,end wrathfull, whe (os echers é0) 
Leues for his owne ends, not fer yeu. 
But make amends new : Get you gen, 
And ec che pit of Acheron 
Meete me i'th’ Morning : thicher be 
Will come, to know his Deftinie, 
Your Veffels, and your Spels prowide, 
Your Chereves,end every thing befide 5 
I am for th'Ayre: This night Ile {pend 
Vato a difmell, and a Forell end. 
Great befinefle meft be wrought cre Noone, 
Vpoa the Corner of the Moene 
¢ hangs e vap Yous drop, profoend, 
Ble catch ic ere ic come to ground ; 
Aad thac diftill’'d by Magicke (lights, 
Shall reife fach Artificial] Sprights, 
Asby the firengch of their illohion, 
Shall draw him on co his Confufhon. 
He fhall (parne Fate, fcorne Desth, and beare 
His hopes ‘boue Wifedore,Grace,and Feace: 
And you all know, Security 
is Morcals cheefeft Enemic. 
_  Mafeke end a Seng. 
Hearke, I am call’ : my licele Spisis fee 
Sits in 2 Foggycloud,end Aayes ferme. 
Song within. Cone avay, come anay Ge. 
1 Come, let's make hait, thee'l (eone be- 


Becke sgeine. Exot. 


Scena Sexta. 





Enter Lewex ped another Lord. 


Lewex. My former Speeches, 
Hane bus his your Thoughts 
Which can ieerpret farcher : Ovely I fey 
Things hee bin ftrange’ - borne. The gracious Dawran 
Was pictied of A¢acherb : rnacry he wes dead: 
And the righe valiant Bangus walk'd too late, 
Whom you mey (ay (ift pieale you) Fleass kill'd, 
For Fleas: fled : Mea maf not walke too lace, 
Who cannot want the thought, how monfirous 
Ie wes for Adelcelane, snd for Denatave 
To bill cheit gracious Father ? Damned Fe, 
How ic did greene Af atherb ? Did he nos ftraighs 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tesre, 
Thac were the Slawes of drinke, and thralies of fleepe ? 
Was not thar Nobly done? },, sad wifely roo : 
For ‘would heue snger’d any heart alive 
Toheare che men deny't. Sothss I fay, 
He ha‘s borne all shings well, and J do chinke, 
That had be Damcase Sonves vader his Key, 
(As,2nd's pleale Heaven he thall not) they fhould finde 
What ‘cwereco kill s Father : Se thould Fisaw. 
Bat peace ; for from bread words,and cenfe be fayl'd 
Hie preCence ac che Tyrancs Feaft, | heare 
Masdoffs lives in dilgrece, Siz,con you cel! 


of «Macbeth. 


143 
Where ? 

Lord. The Sonnes of Descour 
(Prom whem this Tyrant holds che due of Bieuh) 
Liwes in the Englifh Court,and is receyu'd 
Of che moft Pious Edvard, with fuch groce, 
Thas che malevolence of Fortune, neching 
Tekes from his high re(pe@. Thicher Adardadfe 
Is gone, co pray the Holy King, vpen his syd 
To wake Northemberlaad sad warlike Seyward, 
Thee by the helpe of chefe (with him above ) 
Te recifie the Worke) we may egaine 
Giue to our Tables meate, feepe co our Nights: 
Free from ove Feaftt,and Banquets bloody knsugs 3 
Do fasthfeli Heeseree receive free Honers, 
All which we pine fornow. And this 
Hoth fo ezafperate their King, chac hee 

for fome stcermpt of Warre. 

Lm. Sent he to Aacdaffe ? 

Lord, He did : and with an abfolete Sis,net I 
The clowdy Meffenger turnes me his backe, 
And hues; 2s who fhould fay, you"! ruc she time 
Thacclogges me with this Anfwes, 

Lever. And that well might 
Adwife him t0 8 Caution, « hold what diftence 
His wifedome can provide, Some holy Angell 
Flye tothe Court of England,snd vafold 
His Meflage ere he come, thac 8 (wift blefing 
May foone recurne co this our fuffering Country, 
Vander s hand accurs'd. 


Lard. Ile (ern my Preyers with him, } yw 





Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Tbender. Ester the three Wuches, 
a Theice che brinded Cot hath mew'd. 
a Thnce,end once the Hedge-Pigge whia'd, 
§ Horprer cries, ‘tis time, ‘cis ume, 
 Rovnd sbeec the Caldron gos 
In che poy fond Enerasles throw 
Toad, chet vnder cold flone, 
Dayes and Nights, he's thirty one : 
Swelired Venom fleeping get, 
Boyle chooficft th’chaemed por. 
Al. Double, double, toile and trouble 3 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 
3 Fillet of a Fenriy Snake, 
Inche Cauldron boyle snd bake : 
Eye of News, and Toe of Frogee, 
Wooll of Bar, and Tongve e: 
Addets Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sti 
Liz acds legge, and Howlecs wing : 
For a Charme of powcefull trouble, 
Like a Hell-brorh, boyle and bubble. 
eff. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne, snd Cauldron bubble. 
$ Scale of Dregon, Tooth of Wolfe, 
Witches Mummey, Mow.and Gulfe 
Of che rauin’d fale Sea fharke ; 
Roote of Hemlocke, digg’d sth 'daske: 
Liver of Blafphemmg lew, 
Gall of Gonte, end Shppes of Yew, 
Sliver'd in che Moones Eccliple: 
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-naredearaicerep tl aid lo tae 
Ieeensiog chee YL anda Sag. Dla Spits, Or. 


3 the of ry 
Senatg wiht aw comes: 
Open who ever knockes. 


dah Hi sa (oones ac midnight Hoge? 
ow gow F 3 : 
What ts’t-you do? iis 

Al. A deed whhout s neme. 

Adacb. \ coniare you, by that which you Profeffe, 
(Howere you come to know it) anfwer me : 
varye che Windes, and let them ight 

: Though the yefty Waves 

Confound and {wallow Navigstion vp : 
Though bladed Corne be lodg'd,& Trees blown downe, 
Though Cafties topple on cheir Warders beads : 
Les ees char Hk Ped 
Their heads to their Foundations: Thavgh the ceafere 
Of Nacures Germeine,cumble alogesher, 
Even till deftrudtion ficken: Aafwer me 
To whae f aske you. 


deafily thow. 
3. Appaeratsenyn Arwed Head. 
Adech. Tell me, thos bore baled 
t Heknowesely $ 
Heare his {peech, bry thos nought, 
1 Apa. Mahab, Macbeth, Adacbeb: 
Sewere 


Beware the Thane of Pife : diimiffe me. Eoougb. 
Mac What erechos uv for thy good caaciondeaaks agree 
one word more. 

: heere’s another 


© Apa. Alacteh , 
Adeeb. Had | ubsee eares, I!'d heare chee, 
3 Appar. Be bloody, bold,t refolee : 
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et irae tile, and our hi 'd Mabeth 
liue the Leafe of Naecen his bresth 
Cuftome, Yer 





Hact 











Reigne io chis K ? 
All, Secke to know no more. 
Adacb. 1 will be Catisfied. me this, 
Wi Gingac me know! 
ou Pee 
seen, Galdrtn # & what noife is this? Eebuzes 
2 Shew. 
TAM, Shew bis 
and his 
Comelihe radews inastne =e 
meer tis Kings, avd Banque laff with 0 glee 





Afach. Thon ast too like the Spirit of 3 : 
Thy Crowne do's fare caine Bye' bul Aadtiy hese 
Thou other Gold-boond-brow, is like the Sr8 ; 

A third, is like the former. Filthy Hogges, 
Why do you fbew me chis? A fourth ? Scart eyes ! 
Whar will che Line firctch out to’ch’cracke of Doome ? 
Another yet ? A feauench? Jie fee no more ; 
And yet the eight eppeares, who besres 3 glaffe, 
Which esme many more: and fore { fee, 
That two-fold Bales, and ercbble Sceptess carry. 
Horrible fight : Now I (ce'tis true, 
For the Blood-boler'd fmiless 
And poinss st them for his. What? is 
8 1Siz,ali this isfo. But why 
(Aéacherb chus ? 












ce, 
is fo? 







Lever. Ne indeed ny Lord. 

Adech. lakebied be the Ayre 
And decso'd all thole chaccteft them. 1 did 
The gallepping of Horie. Who was't came by? 
waar eh pet rain Locd,thet bring you werd : 
Atacdedf vs fled co 

Adtech. Fred co England ? 


side, 








Laser Machefjes Wife joer Senand Reffe, 


wife. Wher hed he done,to make him fly che Lead? 
Youmel haze Madem. 
Wee. Hehed none : 
His flight was msdneffe: when our AGtiens do nce, 
Our feares do make vs Treizors, 
Ref. Yon know not 
Whether it was bis wifedome,er his fesre. 
we. Wiledow? to leaue bis wife,to leaue his Babes, 
His Monfion,and his Titles, in a place 
From whence himfelfe do's ye? He lowes vs nor, 
He wants the neturali touch, For the poore Wren 
pe ook dimin:tive she & Ueda) wll gh, 
ex ones in sgsink che Owls s 
Ali theFeare 


Aad do not know ovr felues : when we hold Remor 
From what we feare, yet toow not what we feere, 
Bet fleace vpon s wilde eed violenc Sea 

Esch way.end move. I take my lesue of you: 

Shall not be long bar isd seeds gre 

Things at che worft will ceafe.or elle climbe vpweed, 


Teo whee were before. M 
they y pretty Cofne, 


fe. Vasher be 


Wile. 
And yes hee’s Father-leffe. 


? 
Ses. Wich what I get I meant ead (As they. 
wife, Poore Bird, 
Theu’dft never Peare the Nez, nor Lime, 
The Picfall, oor the Gia. 


How wile thou do fore Father? 
Sen. Nay how will you do fora Hesband ? 
» Why I can buy metwenty at any Marker. 
ce Then you are co fellagasne. 

Aad yet I'feich wich wit enough for thee. 
Son. Was my Focher o Tranor, Mecher 
we. 1, iat he was 
Sea, What iss Traitor? 

Wefe. Why one chat fweares,snd lyes. 

Sew. And be all Traicors that do fo 

Wife. Every one that do's fo, is a Traitor, 
And cok be a, ; 


Sem, And avelt they all be hang'd, thet {wear and lye? 
wife. Every one, 
Sew. Whomeft theme 


wwe. Why che hocttnen 
Ses. Then the Lises snd Swearers ere Fools:for chere 
ere Lyars aad Swesrers enow, tobeate the honeft men, 
efeN God helpe thee, poore Monk 
e& NOw thee, te: 
Pt wile thou do for 3 Father ? 
Son, if he were dead, you!'d weepe for him : wie 


would not, it were a good figne, thac I thould quic 
bases new Father. 


Wife, Poore praclet, how thou calk'ft ? 
Enter a Meffenge. 
Me/-Blefle you faire Dame : t am not to you known, 
Though in your Race of Honor | am perfe&; 
1 doabs fome vig taka *pproach you necsely. 
If you will take o ly mans sduice, 
Be not found here : Yence with your line ones 
To fright you chus, Me thinkes | am too feunge: 
To do worfe to you were fell Cruelty, 
Which is teonie your perfon. Heaven preferve you, 
I dare abide no longer, Ex Mefenger 
Wife. Whether thould T Aye? 
Ibave done no barme. But I remember now 
T amin this earthly world: where co do harme 
1s often pact to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. then (alas 
Do I pur vp thet Sommelp clea, ae 
To fey | bane done no herme? 
What ase chefe faces ? 
Enter Mertherers. 
Mar. Whereis your Husband ? 


Ses. Thou ly'ft thou thagge-ear'd Villaine. 
Mar. Whelpos Egge? 
Yong fry of Treachery f 
Soa, He ha’s kill'd me Mother, 
Run away Toray you. 


w & 


Exit crying Marthe, 


14.6 TheTra 


‘Scans Tertia. 


user Matcolme and Mandoff. 


ns Ae eehs ome Sores Sree nee, © See 
our bofomes empty. 
aed Let vs cecher 


Hold fait che mortall Sword : and like ene, 


Astfic feh with Scorland, and yeild out 
Like Syllable ef Dolcer. 

Adal, What I beleeve, fe waile; 
Whar know, betecue ; and whes | ces redreffe, 
As I thall finde che tiene to friend 3 wil. 
What you hone (poke, ix asy 
This Tyrene, ; 


caramels enree Wik and Childe? 
—. 8 A bird . 


precious Motives, thofe ftrong knots of Love, 
Without lesve-taking. J prav you, 
appari selevin teas vbe ghuly aft, 
mine ewne $ n j 
WhereecrT allthis , 
Adact Bieed, oore Country 
Great Ty:sany, lay deeuthy bafis fure, ; 
For Ae dare not check thee : west Jiby wrongs, 
The Tile, 1s affear'd. Far chee well Lord, 
Ncareleeeechcal drieieipriat andere 
whole Space chat’s in che TysanesGrafpe 
Aad che rich Est co boot. : 
Mal, Benor offended : 
I Speake not ac a absolute feare of you : 
I thinke ou rrp pon ee 
Ie , t bleeds, and new days 
téaddedto her'egnds. Ichinke “a 
There would be hends vplifted in my right: 
And heere from gracious En haue | offer 
Of goodly thoutands. But for all shes, 
perhaps tarlyat demas mee 
Weare kon ord; yet my poore 
Stall hae more ees the kbd befae 
More feffer,sed nore fuadsy weycs then ener, 
By him ches fhall (ecceede.. 
Dard. Whee fhoald be be ? 
Atal. itis my (elfe Tencene : ia whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 


tof M acberb. 


That when they thelibe open’d, bleche Agashech 
Will feeme os pure 0s Soow, aod che poore Sine 
Bhteeme hun os 8 Leanbe, being compar'd 
Whh my confinelefic hermes. 

Maol Nos in the Legions 
Ofbbeond Hell, con come s Dinell more doan'é 


Sodeine, Maliciows sof ewery Gane 

, curry 

yi resonant: geese ao 

n wy Velepraceiacie : Your Wises, pour Deoghters, 
Your Metrons, end your Maides, const vet Gill vp 
The Cefleme ofany avy Defire 

Tien Seth soiauete eclgee. 

Macd, Boundlefle mrcmpersnce 
JaNease ic 9 T yrenny : 1¢ hath beene 
Th'vationcly ng of the hoppy Throne, 
Aad fell of many Kiogs. Bur feare not yet 
To cake vpos you whet is yours : you aay 

in 8 ipeci 


fo many 
As wil) to Greacnefa dedxase themfclues, 
Finding it fo metinde. 

Ma With this, chere growes 
Ta wy moft tll-compos d Affeion,fech 
A ftenchlefle Auarice, that were } King, 
1 should cut off che Nobles fos theis Lands, 
Defire bis lewels, and thiserchers Hoole, 
And my reore-baning, would be as 8 Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that | Qhovld 
een rene 
Deftroying chem tor wealth. 

Matd, This Ausrice 
Aickes deeper : growes with more pernicious 
Then Semmer-fceming Loft: and 1 beth bre 
The Sword of ew flan Kings: yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Feyfoos, to All your will 
Of your meere Owne. All thetrere portable, 


Web ag Graces weigh'd. 
Ad. Ibawe acac, The King: becoming Graces, 
As luftice, Verity, Temp'rance, Se . 
Bounty, Perfcversace, Mescy, Lowimeffe, 
Druouion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 
1 have no rellith of chem, but sbound 
Io ee of each fewerall Crime, 
AGing ic ws Ney, hed I powre, I thould 
Pouresbe {west M the of Concord taro Hell, 
Vorore the vniverfall peace, confound 
All voicyeon carth. 
Mad. O Scouland, Scotland. 
Add. \ffuchs one be fir co goweme, fpeakes 


1 em as I haue (poken. 
abet ore iad apes 
t, Se 
When Boal the fs cy chcllcere doves agies? 
Since chet the croc I flue of | beter 
SCOOT, 








Hath bemth'd me from Scotiend. O my Breft, 
Thy hope ends heere. 
Mal. Macdaff, bus Noble paffioe 
Childe of pani ad bath from my foule eet 
Wip‘d tne blacke Scruples, reconcil'd my 
To thy good Truth, end Honor, Divellith cACecheth, 
By many of chefe traines, hath fought to win me 
Iaeo his power : snd mode Wilcdome plockes me 
From oucr-credulous haft : bar God aboue 
Deale betweene theeand me; Far even now 
J puc my felte co thy Diredtion, and 
Valpeake mune owne detradtion, Heere abiure 
The caints,and blame I laide vpon my telte, 
For firengers to my Nature. J ae yet 
Vrnknowne co Wornan, newer was forfworme, 
Scarfely have coucted what was mine owne, 
At notime broke uy Faith, would ooc berra y 
The Deui!! co his Fellow, and delight 
No leffc in cruch chen life. My firft falfe {peaking 
Was this vpon my felfe. Whar 1 am truly 
Ischine, and my poore Countries to command : 
Whicher indeed, before they heere appre; ch 
Old Seward with ten thoufand warlike men 
Already at a point, was fecting foorth: 
Now wee'l cogether, aad the chance of goodneffe 
Be Ike oue werranced Quarrell. Why are you Glent ? 
Macd Sech welcome, and vowelcom chings at once 
Tis herd to recorcile. 
Emer a Deller 
Addl. Well, mote anon. Comes the King forth 
{ pesy you? 
Dell, J Sit : there sre a crew of wretched Soules 
That ay his Cure : their malady conwnces 
The great offay of Art, Bar at his touch, 
Such fanGrry hach Heauen given his hand, 
They prefently amend. 
Mal. 1 thanke you Door, 
Adacd, What's the Difeafe he meanes ? 
Adal. Ts call'd the Evil}. 
A mofl myrsculous worke in this good King, 
Which often fince my heere remaine in England, 
T have feenc him do : How he fohates heaven 
Hirnfelfe beft knowcs: but ftrangely vifitcd people 
All (woloesnd Viccrous, prttiful tothe eye, , 
The meere sel pd of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging 8 goldeo {tampe sbout their neckes, 
Pucen with holy Prayers, and tis fpoken 
To the fucceeding Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benedi@ion. With this ftrange vertue, 
He hach s heavenly gaift of Prophefie, 
And {undry Bleffings hang about his Throne, 
That fpeake him full of Grace, 
Emer Rofe. 
Macd. See aha comes heere, 
Male, My Countryman : bat yet ] know him nos 
Adced. My ence gensle Cozen,welcome hither. 
Male. 1 know himnow. Good God betimes remoue 
The meanes thecnakes vs Srangers.: 
Roffe. Sit, Amen. 
Macd. Stands Scouland where it did ? 
Roffe. Alas Countrey, 
Almoft affraid to know it felfe. Ie cannot 
Be csll'd our Mother, bu: our Grave ; where nothing 
Bat who knowes nothing, is once feene to (mile: 
Woece fighes,and grosnesend fhricks thac rene the ayte 
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Thefe Euils thou repess P vpon chy feife, Are enade, noc mask'd : Where violent fostaw {cemes 


A Moderne extaGe: The Deedmans knell, 
Is chere fearfe ask’d for who, snd good mens Liues 
Expire before the Flowers in the Caps, 
or ere they Gcken. 
acd. Oh Relation; too nice ,2nd yer coo erve. 
Atak, What's the neweft priefe ? 
Feffe. Thatofen boures age,doch hiffe the (pesher, 
Each minute ceemes anew ove. 
Muacd. How do's my Wifet 
Refs. Why well. 
(Macd. Aod all my Childeen? 
Reffe. Well too. 
Macd. The Tycaru he's nor barter'd at their peace ? 
Refs No,chey were wel at peaceywhen J did leave ‘em 
Macd, Be noc s niggard ahyeet {paech : How gos’t? 
Refe. When} came hither ro wrenfpore the Tydings 
Which I heue hesuity berne, there ran a Rurnour 
Of many worthy Fellowes, rhat were ouc, 
Winch wasto my beleefe witnef the racher, 
For chat I faw the Tyrancs Power 2-foor. 
Now is the cime of helpe. your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiours, mske our women fight, 
To doffe theis die diftreffes. 
Male, Bee's their comfore 
We are comming thither : Gracious England hach 
Lent vs good Seward, and ten thoufsnd men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriftendome gives our. _ 
Reffe. Would! could enfwer 
Thus comfort with the like. Bur I have words 
That would be how!'d our in the defers syre, 
Where hearing fhould not larch chem. 
CMacd. What concerne they, 
The generall caufe, or is ita Fee-griefe 
Due co forme fingle bret? 
Reffe. No mande that’s honcft 
Burin it (hares Some woe, though che maine part 
Pertaines to you alone. 
Atacd, ithe be mane 
Keepe it bg from me, quickly let me heue ie. 
Reffe. Let not your cares difpife my ¢ for ever. 
Which thall poffeffe them sib th heaulefl found : 
That euer yet they heard. 
Adocd. Huroh: 1 gueffe ac it. 
Reffe, Your Cafilc is furprie’d: Wife,and Bebes 
Savagcly flaeghter'd : To relace ihe aoake 
Were on che Quarry of thefe murther'd Deere 
To adde the death of you. 
Mak. Merciful! Heauen: 
What man, ne're pull your hac vpon your browes: 
Gwe fottow words ; the gtiefe thar do’s not fpeske, 
Whilpers the o'ce-fraught heart, and bids # breake. 
Macd. My Childtentoo? 
Re. Wife,Childsen,Sermants,all that could be found. 
Mecd. And | mutt be from thence?My wife kil'd too? 
Reffe. Vhaue {e\d, 
et's make vs Med’'cines of our great Rewenge, 
-To cure this deadly greefe. i 
(Mad, Hehs'snoChildeen. All my pretty ones ? 
Did you fay AU? Ob Hell-Kice! All? 
Whar, All my pretty Chickens, and cheis Damme 
At one fell (woope ? 
Mak, Difpuce ic likes men, 
Macd, \ hall do fe: 























































No 3 


8 


Buc I maft alfo feele ic a8 9 man ; 

I canner but cemerabes fuch things were 

That were oft precious ce mc . Did beauen looke on, 

And wosld noc take their pare ? Sinfoll Afecdeff, 

They were all ftrooke for thee : Naugin that | am, 

Not for their owne dements, but for mine 

Fell flaaghcer oa there foules : Heaven ref them now. 
Add. Be this the Whetftone of your (word, let gnefe 

Conuert co anger: blunt not rhe heart,enrage it. 
Macd. O1 coald play che woman with aune eyes, 

Aad Braggert with my tongve. Bat gende Heavens, 

Cae Qhort all intermiffion : Frons to Front, 

Bring chow this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe 

Within my Swords fengeb fet him, ifhe {cape 

Hessen him too. 
Add. es pon meet 

Seal eso ing, oor Power is ready, 

Our lacke 1s nothing but ourlesse. Marberb 

Is ripe for (haking, and che Powres aboue 

Put on these iaftruments : Receive what cheere you may, 

The Nighs is long, chac newer findesthe Dey. 9 Exeam 


Scena Prima. 


Aélus Quintus. 


Enter a Deller of Ply fcie, ada Datu, 
Geutlowcanan. oe 

De8. Theue too Nights watch’d with you, but can 

sate ee trush 10 your report, When wasit thee laf 
‘a? 

Gear. Since bis Maicfty went into the Pieid, J] have 
feene her rife from her bed, throw her Night-Gown yp- 
pon her, volocke her Cloffer, take foorth paper, folde st, 
write vpon'r, read it, afterwards Seale i, and againe re- 
curne to bed ; yet all chis while in s moft fait fleepe. 

Deft. A great perturbation m Nature, to receyue at 
once the benefis of fleep, and do the effeéts of watching. 
In this flembry agration. befides her walking,and ocher 
aca | pesformences, what (at any time) have you heard 
ber fay? 

Cou. That Sir,which I will nocrepere after her. 

De, You msy to me, and ‘tis mot meet you thould. 

Gene. Nenher to you, nor any one daving no wineffe 
toconfisme my fpeech. Enter Lady.with a Taper. 

Lo you, heere the comes : This 1s her very gosfe,and vp- 
on my hfe felt afleepe : obferue her, ftand close. 

Do. How came the by chat light? 

Cou. Why it flood by her: the ha’s lighe by her con- 
tinually, ‘tis her command. 

Dott, You {ce her eyes are open. 

Gees. I but their fenfe are Chur. 

Deft. What is 1 fhe do's now? 

Looke how the rubbes her hands. 

Gent. Itisanaccuitom’d aGion with ber, te feeme 
thus wafhing her hands : I heue knowne her continue in 
this 3 quarter of an houre. 

Lad, Yer hcere’s a (pot. 

Dell. Heack the (peaks, I will fet downe what comes 
from her, to facishe my ecmembrence che more ftroogly. 

La Gadeaned Gt: oul fay. One: Two: Why 
then ‘1s ime to doo'e : Hell is murky. Lord,fe, 
a Souldier and sffear'd? what need we feare? who knowes 
at, when none can call our powre to accompt : yet who 


would haus choughe the olde manto heue had fe mech 
bleed in hun, 

Def. Do vou merke chat? 

Led. The Thane of Fife, had 3 wife : where is the new? 
What will thefe bands ne re be cleane ¢. No snore o'that 
my Lord, po racre ethst : you marre all with thes fac. 
ting. 

Def. Go too, gotoo: 

Vou haue knowne what yoe fhoald sor. 

Gent. She ha’s fpoke whar fhee (hoald nor, I sen fure 
of that : Heaven knowes what fhe ha’s knowne. 

La, Heere's the feneil of che blood full: all the pes. 
furnes of Arabia will noc fweceten chis lite haad. 
sare wh figh forely 

‘ ta Ischere? The hart is charg’d 
Gens. I wovld oot haue fech s heart in my bofome, 
for the digony of the whole bedy. 

Dell. Well well,weill. 

Ded This dilestclsbevoadany praBice 

. This difesfets bg hewe 
knowne chole which bauc walkers aire hae 
dyed bolily in their beds, 

Lad. Walb your hands, pet on your Night-Gowne, 
looke not fo pale: I ret you yet egaine Bacgue’s buried ; 
he cannox come out on's grouse. 

Deft, Even fo? 

Lady. To bed, to bed : there's knocking ss the 

come, come, come, give me your hand : ‘3 
done, cannoc be vndone. Te bed,to bed, to bad. 


Ext Lab. 
Defi. Will the go new to bed? 
Geet, Dicey, 


To cheirdeafe pillowes will difcharge chew Secrets : 
More needs the the Diane, chen the Phyfiuan : 
God,God forgive esail. Looke after hes, 
Remove from her the meanes of all annoyance, 
And ftillkeepe eyes vpon her : So goodmugix, 
My muinde fhe hs's mated, aad amaz‘d my fight, 
Ff chinke, bur dare nog {peake. 

Gee. Good aight good Dodlor. 


Cxean. 


Scena Secunda. 


Drom aud Colours. Eater AMenterh, Catbees, 
AA agus, Lenox, Soldervs. 


Aten The Enghth powre ss neere,led on by Malrate, 
His Vakle Seyward, and the good Mardeff. 
Revenges burne in chem : for their deere coules 
Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme 
Excite che mortified aso. 
Avg. Neere Byrusn wood 
Shall we well meec chem, chet way are they comming 
Cath, Who knowes if Denaiheue be with his brother? 
Len. For certaine Sir, he is noe : havea File 
Of ali che Geoery ; chere 1s Seywards Sonne, 
And meny voruffe s, that cen now 
Proteft their frft of Manhood. 
Mear. What do's theT 
Carb. Great Denfinane he Arongly Forifies: 
Some fay hee's mad: Ochers, that leffer hare hum, 
Do call x vabant Fury , but fos cersasce 





| The Tragedie of «Meacheth. 
He canooc bockis his ditemper’d conte Giue me any Armor. 













W:riia the belc of Rate. See. not needed yer, 
Awe. Now do's he fecle Mash. Tie pet koa: 
His Secret Marthers fticking 00 hie bends, Sead out noe ekirre the Country 
Now minutely Reuoles vpbraid his Feich-breach : Hang thofe thet calke of Fesre, Give me guine Armer: 
Thofe he commands, moue onely in commend, Hew do's your Pstient, Doctor? 


His pefter'd Senfes to rcecyle,and ftarc, Can’h choa not Mibaifter to s miride difess’d, 
Wheo all chat ts within him, do's condemne Ptocke from the Memory 3 roored Sorrow, 
It felfe, for being there. Raze out the writren crosbles of the Braing, 
Cath. Well, march we on, Aad with fome fweet Oblisious Antidote 
To gree Obedience, where ‘tis erely ow'd : Cleanfe the ftefft Dofeme, of rhat perilous Raffe 
Mees we the Med’cine of che fickly Weale, Which weighes vpon the heare ? 
And with ham poure we ta oar Countries purge, Dek, the Patient 
Each drop of vs. oft reinifter co himfelfe. 
Leen. Or fo moch as 4 acedes, Alat. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, Jlenoneotie. 


To dew che Seseraigne Plower,and drowne the Weeds: psannd seahoned: cereale’ tee me my Seaffe t 
Make we our March towesds Birnan. Exemt marcheg. | Septes, 





Scena T ertia. 





Cuter Masher, Delicr svt Ancedute, 


Alach. Being ne no more Reports jet them Ayes): | Mokes vs heare 
Till Byraane wood remoue to Dunfiazac, Ad ash. ie after me: 
] cannot taint with Feare. Whet's che Boy (Makes? | I will not be of Deach sad Bene, 
Was be ce bares of women |: Spices meee Tip Welt aD akeas ae sd 
All moctail ‘deme ches: . Were Deahoane a cleere, 
feuenet ACababcoaeschers berecofwemen | Probreguloe Gnould hardy devw me bee 








Scena Quarta, 


















Drea aed (elem. Emer Mellin Scpward, 
Sayward: Sewn, Afema, Carknes, Angus, 
Ser, Souldiers Su. and Seldeers Atarching. 
Ada, Go thy face, and over-eed thy feare 
Thoe Lifly-liwer'd Boy. Whet Soldiers, Pesch ? Ada. Colas,! hope che dayes srencere ot hand 
Death of thy Soule, thele Linnen cheekes of thine Thac Chambers will be fale. 
Are Cosofalers co feare. What Soldiers Whay-face ? Man, We doubt kx nochiag. 
Ser. The Eagti th Porce,fo plesfe you. Seew, What wood is chis before vs? 
Mach. Take tby face hence. Seton, J arn fick st hace, Aden, The wood of Birosoc. 
When I behold : B fay, this path Alale, Lev every Souldier hew bien downe 8 
Will cheere me ever, or dif-eate me now. Aad bess't before him, thereby thall we thadow 
I beve lio'd long enoegh. rey wey of life The numbers of our Hoeft, and make difcoucry 
Is falne into che Seare, the yellow Leafe, Erre in ceportof vs. 
And that which thoald eccompeny Otd-Age, Seid. 1c (hall be done. 
As Honor, Love, Obedience, Troopes of Sy. We lesroe no other, bur the confident Trane 
I aw not looke co have : bur in chete Reed, Keepes Ql! in Danfinene,sod will indare 
Carfes. not lowd bus deepe, Mouth-honer, breath Our ferting downe befor'c. 
Which the poore heart would faine dewy aad derenge. Adaic. “Tis his maine hope: 
Seyeon? For where chere is eduancege to be gisen, 
Ewer Seton. Boch more and leffe hove given tim che Rewole, 
Ser. Wher's your gracious pleafure ? Aad neac feree wich bim, bus conftrained things, 
Mad. What Newes more? Whote hearts are sbfent roc, 
Ser. Allis confirn'd my Lord, which was CMecd, Let our ich Cenferes 


Merb. \'e fight,ull fom my bones my fleth be hackt | Acrend the crue euenc, end purwe on 
an » 





But certaine idee, flroakes auf 
Towards which, eduance the wasre. 


Emer Adachah, Seyten, & Senidior:, with, 
Drum avd Cobar: . 


tAlesb. Hang onc owt Banners on the outward walls, 
The Cry is Gill, chey come: our Caftles ftrength 
Will laugh » Siedge co (corne : Heere let them bye, 
Till Fernune and che Ague eate them vp : 
Were they not forc’d with thofe that fhould be ours, 
We mighc haue met them darefull, beard to beard, 
Aad beate chem backward home, What is chat poyfe? 
A Cry wibin of Women. 
Sey. Icisthe A of women, my good Lord. 
Mach. Vhaue almoft forgot the tafte of Feares : 
The ewe ha’s beene, my fences wopld hase cool'd 
To heare a Nighe-thrieke, and my Fell ofhsire 
Woald at a dilmall Treatile rowze, and ftisre 
As life were n't. T have fupt fall with horrors, 
Direneffe familiar to my flaugtierous thoaghes 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was chat cry? 
Sey. The Queene (rey Lord) is dead. 
Mach. She fhould heue dy‘de hereafter ; 
These would have beene 8 ome for fuch a word: 
Te morrow, and to morrow, andro morrow, 
Creepes ia chis petty pace from day to day, 
To the laf Syllable of Recorded tsme : 
And ail our yefterdayes, have lighted Fooles 
The way to dufty death. Out, out, breefe Candle, 
Life's but « walking Shadow,s poore Pisyer, 
That Aruts and frets his houre vpon the Scage, 
Aad thenis heard ne more. Icis a Tale 
Told by an Ideot, fell of found end fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter a Mefeager. 
Thou com’ft to vie thy as di sthy Story quickly. 
Alef. Gracious my Lord, 
I fhoald repore that which I fey I few, 
But know not how to doo’. 
Mach. Well, fey fxr. 
Mf. Avt did ftand ny warch vpon the Hill 
T luok'd coward Byrnane, end anon me thought 
The Wood began to moue. . 
Mach, Lyar,aod Slaae. 
Mef. Lec me endure your wrath, it be not fo : 
Within chis chree Mile may yoo fee it comming. 
i fay, 3 moning Grove. 
Mach. If hoa fpeak’f fhife, 
Virsniheness Ue Oe eae alise 
Till Famioe cling thee : If thy fpecch be footb, 
[care nox ifthoo doft for mess mach. 
] pull in Refolucion, snd begin 
To doubr th Equivocation of the Fiend, 
That lies like cuth, Feare noz,till tr Woed 
Do come to Dunfinane, and now e Woed 


Scena Sexta. 


Pear Dremae and Colsurs, 
; Abe fare ne ae: 


py ot! Skreenes throw dowse, 
An hike thofe you ares You Vv 
Shall with my Cofin your right NobkSoae 
Leade our fir Bartell, Worthy dtacdaffe, and wee 
Shall cake vpon's wha elfe remainesto do, 
According to our ord=r. 
es Noe you well: 
we nde the Tyrsats power to night 
Les vibe beaten if me cannen igh. : 
.Make all owr Trumpets {peak pine the all breach 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers ef Biood B Death Exsant 
Alarum: conaued, 


Scena Septima. 


Ester Macbeth. 

Mach, They have ccd me ros Rake, I canaas Aye, 
But Beare leke ] muft fight the courle. What's he 
Thac was not borne of Woman Such sone 
Am I co feare, or none. i 

Emer a? 

TY. Sey. Whatisthy pea St 

Atach, Thou’ be affraid co heare it. 

T. Sey. No: though thou call'ft thy felfe s hoces meme 
Then any is in hell, 

Atach. My name's Macberh. ; 

7.Se7. The dwell himfelfe could aot pronoences Ts 
More hacefull co mine care. 

Mach. No: not coore fesrefull. 

T.Se. Thon lyeft abhorred Tysene,with my Sword 
lle prove the lye thou iaigs ft. ae 

Fighs, and young Seyward 

Mass. Thov wit cberce of woman; 
But Swords } fmile ar, We lough to fcarne, . 
Breadi(h'd by men tha:’s of 3 Woman borne. Exit. 

Alarvms. Furr Masteffe. 

Afacd, Thar way the noife is : Tyrant thew thy face, 
If chow beet Maine, and wich no Aroeke of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haune ane fill : 


| Jeannot Rrike ot wretcbed Kernes, whofe acmes 


a di to beare their Sroves ; either thou A¢arberlo, 
Or elfe my Sword with sn vabettered ed 
I heath sgaine vadeeded. There chou fhould'A be, 


By this greas clacter, one ef greateft nore 
Seemes 








Seemes bruised. Let me finde bin F 
And more I begge tet. Eat. 


Bator Malockne and Sqyxmard. 


. This Lord, the Caftles gronly rentreds 
oe eas fag both fides do fight, 


Aleream:. 


atach. Of sil men eife I have 
But get chee backe, my Soule is too auch charg’d 
Wr blood of thine already. 
Stard. I have no words, 
My voice isin my Sword, thos bloodier Villeine 
Then tearmes can give chee owt. Fight: Alarse 
Mad loofeft labour 


thee: 


Life, which amaft noe yseld 


Charme 


pipers thoa &.1! haft feru'd 
: was from his Mothers womb 
ly ripe. 
Atach. Accurfed be that congue chat tels mee fo 5 
For ichath Cow'd my detier pert of man : 
Aad be thefe Iugling Friends 90 more belees'd, 


That palcer with vs in 8 double fence, 
That keepe che word of promife to our eare, 
Aad breake it co oar hope. Me not fight with the& 

Macd. Then yeeld thee Cowarc, 

Aad live to be the thew, and gaze o'ch’time, 
Wee'lhave thee, as oac carer Monfters are 
Painted vpon a Seite endcrownit, 

Heere may you fee the Tyrant. 

A 
Tok ound et, 
Aodto be beited withehe Rabblescuste. 
bers, slat base wood be come to Duafinane, 
Aad chou oppos’d, being ofno woman borue, 
Yer sl willesy che ls. Before my body, 

Ichrow env warlike Shield : Lay un AMdscdafe, 
Aad decan'd be him, chac fisft cries hold,enough. 
Exenut fighting. Alarmus, 
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Raver Figheing, and A acheth faine. 


Rarea pad Floris, Bator wth Drnmme and Claws, 
swe miffe, were fafe arrin'd 
Sez. Some ausht go off : and yet by chefe I fee, 
So great a dey as chis is cheapely boughr. 
xe : is peer and yoer Noble Sanne. 
ous fea na’s paid sfouldiers 
He ooely lin bur till be was oe — 
The which a0 fooner had his Proweffe confirm'd 
lo ther ing Ration where he foeghe, 
Bat likes man he dy’de. 
Roped od brooghe off chef 
Ind brought eld: coufe of forrow 
Mu Dot be eseaSar d by his warib tor thes 
Ichath no end, 
Ser. Had be bis hurts before? 
Refs. I,on the Frone, 
Sa. then, Gods Soldier be he : 
Hed I as many Sonnes, as 1 have 
I would not with chere co 0 fairer death: 
And io his Kaell is knoll'd, 
Adal, Hee's worth rocre forrow, 
And chat Ile {pend for hie. 
Sq. ous seep a : 
aac ord is feore, 
eloed with hm. there comes wewer comfort, 
Enter Macdafewith Macherks bead, 
Adacd. Haile King, for fo choe art. 
Behold where itands 
Lites er para the time is free: 
¢ Kin es Pearle, 
seeeeareer ean 
Whole voyces J defire slowd wich mine. 
Haile King of Scorland. 
Al. Haile King of Scotiend. Floor, 
Adal. We thall not fpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your f loues, 
And make vs even with My Thanes and Kiafmen 
Henceforth be Esries, the firft chaz ever Scocland 
$a fuch en Honor nam'd ; What's moreto do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad, 
Thar fled the Soases of watchfull Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruelf Minifters 
Of chis dead Betcher,snd bis Fiead-like Queene ; 
Who(as ‘ris thought) by felfe and violent hands, 
Tooke off her life, This and what ocedfall elfe 
That cél?’s vpoo vs, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will ¢ inencafure,time,snd place: 
So thankes to all a¢ orice, and to each one, 
Whom we :nuite, to fee vs Crown'd at Scone. 
F Exeuns Ommnet. 


FINIS. 
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HAMLET, Prince of Denmarke. 
eA dus Primus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Barearde and Prascifce two Contunals . Where now ic bumes, Adareathen snd my Lele, 
The Bell chen one. 
Bavwde Mar. Peace,breake chee of : Buter the Giff 
RG, Ho's chere ¢ Looke where tt comes egaine. 
Fras. Ney anfwer me : Scand & vafold Barn, lache fame like the King chee’s dead. 
Afar, Thoe arts {pecke to in Hoarates. 





. You come mokt carefully your hoere. 
pages now frvok ewelse eee bed Prassyfee. 
Free. Puc chis releefe much Svankes: Tis buter cold, 
And I am ficke at heart. 

Barn, Hsue you had qaies Guard? 

Bran. Not a Moule faring 

Bae. Well, goodnight. f you do meet Heratve end 
Bharehen, che Risals of ny Warch,bid chem make heft. 

Enter Heretic and Marcellen 

Prov. Uchinke I hease them. Scagd: who'sthere? 

Hor. Friends to this grownd. 

Ada. And Leige-menco a Dane. 

Fran. Gise ood night. 

Mer. O farerel' tone Saldier, who hath refieu'd you? 


Fra. Barnardeha's any place: gies you =e 


t, 
Fras. 
Ada. Holla Bervarde. 
Bar. Say what ss Horatio there? 
He. A peece of him. 
Bar. Weicome Horata, xclcome Marcets. 
dla. Whar,hs's this ching sppear’d againe to oigtst. 
Ba. Ihave feene noching. 
Mar. Her aie (aies.’tis but our Fantshe, 
And will not ict beleefe rske hold ofhim 
Touching this dreaded fight , cwice {ene of vs, 
Therefore I have iocrcared him along 
With vs, te watch the minutes of chis Nigbe, 
Thas ifa this Apparition come, 
Hemay ese our eyes, end (peske coke. 
Her, Toth,coh, ‘cwill not sppeare. 
Bar. Sit downe 8. while, 
And let vs once sgaine affaile your esres, 
Thac sre fo fortifved ageinf our Story, 
What we cwo Nights have feene. 
He. Weil fx we downe, 
And lex dope sielprtes {peake of chis. 
Barn. a 
When yond fuant Stare that’ Weftward from the Pole 
Hed made his conrfe r'illume chat part of Heaven 





Bare. Lookes it not lke the King? Morke it vue. 
Hore. Moh like: It harrewes me with fess & woade 
Baers. \¢ woald be {poke too. 
Ma. Queftion s Horasie 
Her. What ert chow thet vfarp'f this time of nighe, 
Together with thac Feice end W arlike forme 
Ll code allt Agha 
id fomerimes merch : By Heaven I thee 
Ma, iia otra a ade ca 
Bara. See,it ftelkes sway. 
Her. Stay: (peake; (peake : I Charge thee fpeake. 
Ext rhe Gheff. 


Adar. ‘Tis gonc,end will not anfvecr. 
Bare. How now Horace? You tremble & look pale : 
1s not this fomething mote then Paneafie ? 
What thinke you on’ ¢ 
Ber. Before my God, I might nor this beleewe 
Without che fenfidle and tre suowch 
Of mine owne eyes, 
Adar. 13 \c not like che King ? 
Her. Asthou art to thy felfe, 
Such was the very Acmous he bed on, 
When c’Ambitions Norwey comberved : 
So frown'd he once, when in an angry pasie 
He {evo the fledded Pollax en che Ice. 
‘Tis Rtrange. 
Mar. Thats cwice before,snd tuff et this dead heure, 
With Morriall fislke, hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hela what paruculas thought to werk, | know not : 


But in che groffe and {cope of my Opinon, 

This bods: fone range exreption co oer Ste. 
Ma, Good cow fx downe,& veil me hethet knowes 
Why chus farve firid ond moh obferusat Watch, 

Se raghxly 


coyles the (ubre& of che Land, 





The Tragedie of Hamlet. 
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At leaft che whifper goes fo : Our lat King, Se hallew'd, end fo gracious is the time. 


Whole image even but now appear'drovs, 
W as(as you know) by Forrsebr as of Norway, 
(Thetero prick’d on by a moft emulace Pride 
Dac'dcoche Combste. In which, oor Vslient Hauler, 
(For fo this fide of var knowne world eftcem'd na) 
Did fley chis Fortanbras : who by 2 Seal'd Comped, 
Well ratified by Law, and Heraldrie, 
Did forfene (with his life) afl thofe hes Lands 
Which he food ferz'd on, co the Conqueror 5 
Againtt che which, a Moity competent 
Was gaged by our King : which had return’d 
To the Inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he bin Vanquither, as by che fame Cou'nant 
Aad carriage of che Article defigne, 
His fell to Hamler. Now fir, young Fortiabras, 
Of vnimmproeed Mertle, hor and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Norway, heere and there, 
Shark'd vp e Lift of L ¢ Refohutes, 
For Foode end Diet, to forme Enterprize 
That hath a ftormacke in’c which is no other 
oa it doth well dd bao vnto our Stare) 

to recover of vs by ftrong hand 
Aad termes Compulfauiue, thofe forefsid Lands 
So by bis Father foft : and this (I the it) 
Is chemaine Motiue of our Preparations, 
The Sourfe of this our Watch, and the chcefe head 
Of chis poft-haft, aod Romage in the Land, 

Eater Ghoft agemt, 

But (oft, behold: Loe, where it comes againe : 
The croffe st, though it blaft me. Stay Ilufion: 
If chou haft any found, or vfc of Voyce, 


Speaketome. Ifcherebe | good thing to be done, 
8 


That may to thee do eafe. and grace to me ; [pesk to me. 
Mfchou art privy to thy Countries Fate 
(Which happily foreknowing msy ssoyd) Ob fpcake, 
Or, if chow haft vp-hoorded in thy life 
Extorced Treafere in che wombe of Earth, 
which, they Gy, you Spirits oft walkcin death) 
ake of it. Stay,end {peake. Stop it Marcvius. 

Adar. Shall 1 Onke at ir with my Partizan ? 

Her. Do, if ic will not ftand, 

Bare, Tisheese. 

fer. ‘Tis heere. 

Ater, Tis gone. 
Wedo it wrong, 
To offer it the 
Fos it is as the Ayre, invainerable, 

And our vaine blowes malicious Mockery. 

Barn, Ic ves about to (peak 

Her. Avdchenic Aarted, like a guilcy thing 
Vpon a fearfull Semmons, I hauc hear 
The Cocke chat is che Trumpet to the day, 
Doth with his lofty and thrill-foending Tbrosre 
Awake the God of Day: and at bis warning, 
Whether in Ses, or Fire, in Earth,or Ayre, 
Th extravagant, and crring Spirit, byes 
To his Coafine. Aod ofthe cruch heerein, 
This prefens Obie made probatien. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 
Some (ayes, chat ener’ that Seafon comes 
Wherein our Seulours Birth is celebrated, 

The Bird of fingeth all night long : 

And chen (they fay) no Spiris can walke sbroed, 

The nights sre wholfome, then no Planets firike, 

No Faiesy telkes, nor Witch hath powcr to Charme : 


Ext Gief. 
sne fo Maiefticall 
tolence, 


ec, when the Cocke crew. 


Ofchis bis Nephewes p 


Her, So have I heasd, snd do in part beleeue it. 
But looke, che Morne in RoSer mantic cled, 
Walkes o're che dew of you high Esfterne Hill, 
Breake we our Watch vp, and by my advice 
Let vs impart whee we haue feene co night 
Voto youg Hawles. For vpon my life, 

This Spisit dumbe to ve,will fpeske co him ; 
Do you confent we thall acquaint bim with ie, 
As ocedfuil in our Loues, fitting our Dety ? 

Adar, Let do't | pray,and I thus morsinghnow 

Where we fhall finde him moi conseniently.  Exnne 


Scena Secunda. 


Eater Clandsns Keng of Dtansarkg, rhe Queene, 
Harwlet, Polonsns, Leertes, and bus Sfter Q- 
pacha, Lords adtteudant 3 


King Though yet of Hamlet our decre Brothers death 

eet be greene : oe that ic vs beficted 

0 beare our hearts in greefe, and our whele Kingdome 
Tobe contraGed in oar brow of woe: 
Yet fo farre hath Difcrecion fought with Nasuce, 
Thar we with wileft forrow chinke on bim, 
Together with remembrance of our felues. 
Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th'Imperioll loyncreffe of chis warlike Seace, 
Have we, as cwere, with 3 defeated ioy, 
With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping 
With arch in Fanerall, and with Dirge in Marriage, 
In equall Scale weighing Delight end Dole 
Takcaco Wife ; nor hsec we heerein barr'd 
Your bercer Wifedomes, which beue freely gone 
Wich chs affeire along, for all our Thankes. 
Now followes, chat you kaow young Fersinbras, 
Hiding a weake oy ar of our worth ; 
Or thinking by our late deere Beochers death, 
Our Seace to be difioysit, and oat of Frame, 


- Colicagued with the dreeme of bis Aduanrages 


He hath aot fay!'d to pefter vs with Meffi 
Importing the furrender of chofe aase . 
Loft by his Father : with af! Bonds of Law 
To ou mof valiant Brother, So much for him. 

Esser Vol: mand and i. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting 
Thus much the bufineffe is, We have heere writ 
To Norway, Vacle of young Fertiabras, 
Who Imporenc snd Bedrid, Pee | heases 

fe, toluppreffe 
His farther gace heerein. In chat the Leuies, 
The Lifts, and full p tions sreall made 
Ouc of his fubied : and we heere difparch 
You good Ceraclins, and you Voltemand, 
For bearing of chis greeting toold Norway, 
Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more then the (cope 
Of chefe dilated Articles allows ics 
Farewell and let heft commend yoor duty, 
Welt. In thatpod al things, will we thew our duty, 
Keg. We doubt ic noching, heartily farewell. 
Exit Voltemand end Cornebe 

And now Lasrtes, what's the newes with you? 
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en told vs of forme Seize, Whee is’t Lesrtes ? 
Yea cannot fpeeke of Resfon to che Dene, 


The Head more laftrumentall co che Mouch, 
Théo is the TLronc of Denmarke co chy Pachere 
Wha weuld'f thow haue Lerrses ¢ 
Leer. Dreed my Lord, 
Yoor teaue and favour co reverne to France, 
From whence, chough willingly | came to Desanarke 
To thew my duty ia your Coronation, 
Yet now I east confeffc, chat duty done, 
My choughts and unthes bead ageine sowerds France, 
And bow then to your Nias aa 


a, | Houe you your Fachers icaee ? 
bile 3 Pelemen? 
P 


. He bath “7 Lord 
I do befeech you give him leaue to go, 
Xiog. Tekethy faire hourc Lerrees, time be chine, 
And hy beft graces fpend it at chy will : 
But now my Cofin Haselet sad my Sonne ? 
Haw, A licde more then kin, and leffe chen kinde. 
Kreg. tlovwe is it chat the Clouds flillhang on you? 
Han, Not fo my Lord, I amtoo mach i‘ch’Sun. 
Quem. Good Hamict caft thy nightly colour off, 
And le thine cyc looke like a on ke 
Donat for cuer wich chy lids 
Seeke for thy Noble Father in the duQ; 
Theu know’ ft'tis common, sii hat ]nues auft dye, 
Paffing through Nature, te Ecernity, 
Flam, 1 Madam, it is common. 
Quere. Ifizbe; 
Why feemes it fo particular with thee. 
Ham Secracs Madam? Nay,it is : | haow not Seemes: 
"Tis not alone my Inky Cloeke (yood Mother) 
Nor Caftormary (uices of folernne Biacke, 
Nor windy iiaden of forc'd breath, 
No, noc che fraicfull River in the Ere. 
Nor the deieAed haviour of the Vi age, 
Together with all Formes, Moods, flewes of Griefe, 
That can denote anc teuly. Thefe sndeed Seeme,, 
For coey sey ooat es een : 
Buz I have chat Within, which paffeth how; 
Thefe, but the Trappings and che Suites of woe. 
King. ‘Tis (weet and commendable 


In your Nature Hasslet, 

To gue thefe mourning duties to yous Pathes: 
argh d-iaral eeie) beady aFecher, 
That Pecher lof, loft his , and the Suruives bound 


ihe will oR income to Hew 

A Heart wnfert ry ismpanbens, 

An Vader tending fiaple, aad enichoold: 
Format we know an be, end is as commen 
Asany the moft vulgar ching to fence, 

Ou icdiecsee ceuifh Oppoften 
Take x tohbeert ?Fve, tis a fault to Heeucn, 


Is demb of Feathers, end who fill hath cried, 
From the fir Coarfe,ritl he that dyed co day, 
This molt be fo. We pray you threw to earth 


hie of Hamlet. 


| rep eeeeTtes wot, snd thinke of vs 
Asef a Father ; Por bes the world cake note, 
Youare themoft imepedisse to our Throne, 
Aad with nolefe Nobility 
Then that 


Cofmn,end ear Sonne. 
Mz, Let nor chy Mother lofe her Preyers Hemi : 
I prythee tay with vs, go nos te Wi 


Ham. 1 theilin all my bef 
Zag. Why ‘tis fleeR 
e a e 
Be ss our felfein Dadam carte?” 


This ead vnferc'd sccerd of Hamia 


Sits to ay heart ; in grace whereof, 
Nomen iene to de, 
Buc the great Connon to the Clowds thali ceil, 


And che Reuce,the Heauene fhall bruite 9g ..2¢, 
Thender, Come swey. Exere 
Henle. 
Ham, Qh ther this ceo too fulid Ficth, would mel:, 
Thew, and refolue it felfe into a Dew: 
Or chat the Everiafting had aor 
elise oc te ae OGod, OGed! 


hap hla cheba ety 
to Seed: s cank, end grofie lo Nacare 
Pedicle cere. Tht en come to this 3 


But twe months dead :Ney,not fo much, set cwe, 
oe eee ve 

perim toa Sayre ; fo to my . 
Thet he mi sibs Dioccars dart pr sean 
Vifit her face oo roughly. Heauen sad Earth 
Meft I remember : why fhe would hang oa him, 
As if encreafe of Appetite had growne 
By whee i fed on ; and yet withm a monch ? 
Let me not thinke on’ : Frailty, thy come is women, 
Alitde Month, or ere thofe thooes were old, 
With which the followed my poore Fathers body 
Like Niche, oll tesres. Why the, even the. 
(O Heaven 1 A besft thac wants difcourle of Resfon 
Would heue mourn’d tonger) married wih wine Velie, 
My Fathers Brother : bus no more like wy Father, 
sealed tigre Withia s Moneth? 

al of moh varighteous Teaces 

Hed lef the ip cioaa, sl her gsuled cyes, 
She married. O wof wicked (peed, to pol 
With fach dexcerity co Inceftuous theets: 
It is eet, nor it cannot come te good. 
But breake my heart, for I elt hold my teages. 


Bete Horatio, Barcerd, and Maren, 


Her. Haile to yous Lordthip, 

Ham, 'om gtad co {ce you well: 
Heraie,or I do forget my Self. 

Her. The fome ay Lord, 
— Seruamt eves. 

ly my good friend, 

The change thar name with yos : 
And what make you from Wittenberg Marase? 


The Travece of Homl 


Af arcetus. 
Mar. My good Lord. ; een 
Ham, 1 am very gisd to fee you: ence Sir. 
Gat what in faith eons you from Ptcemberge? 
Her. A crea difpofcion, good my Lord. 
Ham. | would not hawe your Enemy (sy fox 
Wor thal! you doe aioe care chet violeace, 
To make 1¢ trefter of your owne report 
Agaoft your felfe. Ikoow you srene Treent : 
But what is your affasrein Elfonsar ? 
Wee'l teach you co drinke decpe,ere you depart. 
Her. My Lord,I came to fee your Pachers Funeral. 
Ham, | prey chee doe not mock me (fellow Sradent 
I chinke ic was to fee my Mothers Wedding. 
Her. Indeed my Lord,n follewed hard vpon. 
Ham. Thnft,thnife Horatio: the Punerall Bake -aneats 
Did coldty faraith forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Woeld } hed met my deareft foe in heaven, 
Ere I bed ewer feene chat day Horatio. 
My facher, we thinkes I fee my father. 
Her, Ob where my Lord? 
Bam. le my minds eye (Heratie) 
Her. 1 (owlum once; he wees y King. 
— Pacheco eng rte all in oll ; 
7 hell cox wpoa bi ageine, 
Her, My | ard, I chinke I {aw hin yefteranghe. 
Ham. Lew? Who? 


bad chefe Genclemen 
(Atarecias wad ) om chels Warch. 
ba the dead waft snd middie of the sight 
Beene chasencoonsred. A figere like your Fother, 
Aran’d 2¢ all points cxaGly, Cape Pe, 
before theta, and wish follewne march 


By 
Wiehin tus ameaarigrapty.¥ wrbalf chey beftil’d 
Almoft co Jelly with the AQ of fesre, 
Scand deeobe sad fpeeke norco bie. This to we 
In dreadful fecrecie wmpart oy ot 
And I wish chem che third Nighe kept che Watch, 
Whereas chey had deliver'd beth m time, 
Rarme of che thing; esch word meade true and 
The Appericion comes. ] knew your Facher : 
Tide diucanmcika ; 

Ram. Bat where was chis ? 

Alar, Uy Lord.vpen the platforme where we weech 


ooo 


Bet sefwere made «t none: yet once we though 
Jc Bfced vp it head and did sddreffe 

Ic felfe to motion, like ss i¢ would {peake: 

Bat ewen then, che Morning Cocke crew lowd ; 
Aad ac the found ic fhrunke 1s heft away, 
gia pripiam meh Jay 

Ham. Tis very firange. 

Her. As I doe live ny honaard Lord ‘tis true: 
And we did thiake 1 wre downe io out duty 
Toler you know of x. 

Hew, Indeed, indeed Sica, but ches roubles me 


Hold yeu the watch to Nigace 
eat We doe my 
Hem. Arend, fey 
Bork. Acie'd, my 
Ham. From top to toe? 
Desh, M Lord, from heed to foote. 
Ham. Thea fw guard 
He. Oyes, he wor hie Beazer 
Ham, Wheat, he ? A 


Her, A councensnee more in forrow chen in anger. 
. Ney very pele, 

Her. Mott m 

Ham. I would I hod chere. 

Ha. 1 would heut mech emet’d you, 

Ham. Very like, very bke: fisid ie leag? 

Hor. While one with moderete hat might tell a ban. 

eth. i arene 

Ha. Not wheal . 

Ham. His Beard was fe. 

Ho. ke was, 06 l have is in his Rife, 

A Sable Sitees'd. (gaice, 
Ham, Tie wach to Night; perchenice ‘will wahe a» 
Her. | wartam you kc will. 

Haw. \f ic flame wy noble Fachers perfon, 

tle (peake co ke,chough Hell is (elte thould 

Anda bid we held my peace. I youalk 

If yoo howe bicherve conceald skis Eghe, 

Let i bee treble in your Glence fill 


Avd wheclorwer els (hall hep co night, 

Giue ic an enderftanding buc 00 tongues 

rare id dato fo, fase ye well: 
are : 


Plarferme twixt elesen and rweiae, 

at Ochs 

Af, Ow te yeor Hoacur. Exeme. 

Ham. You love,ts mice to you: farewell, 
My Fathers Spirit in Acmes ? Allis not well: 
1 fome foule play : would the were come 
Tul chen fic full my foule; foule deeds will rife, 
Though all che carth orewbeten sham to mens cies. &: 


Scena T ertia. 


Cuser Lesrte: end 


A Violet to the youth of Primy Neaure; 
Frowerd,not permanent; fweer oot lating 
The feppliance of acmane? No more. 

Optel. No more but fo. 

Lar, Thinkeit a0 merey 
For necere crear does aot alone, 
Ja thewes and Bulke: bet as his Teoorle wees, 
The inward fervice of the Minds and Seale 
Growes wide wichall. Pethaps he loves you sow, 
And new no foyle nor csaccll doth befmerch 
The verwue ofhis feace : bac you mult feare 




























156° The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


His greameffe wel *d, his will is noc bes Ones rwell: asy Bicfiing {esion tins m the 
For hee hirnéelfe is fubic& te his Birch Lesr. Mok bumbly doe I take my lesue, my Lord. 



























Hee aey not, as vasallved perfons doe, Peles. The time inuices yoo, goe, yous feruacts tens 
Carue for himlelfe; for, on his choyce depends Laer. Farevectl Ophea, ond remember weil 
Vad frase Anne aneeshatti Wher | haue faid co you. 
And cherefore matt hus choyce be citcumnferib’d Ophe. ‘Tis 10 my memory lockt, 
Vato the suyce and yeelding of chat Body, And you your felte fhall keepe the key of is. 
Whereef hess the Head. Then if he (eyes be jones yoo, Las. Ferewell. Exit Lerr. 
Ic fics your wifedome fo ferre ro beleene x4 Polen. Whar ift Ophelia he hath {aid to yoo ¢ 
As he 10 his peculiar Se and force Opbe. So he area touching che L Hands. 
May giee his deed: which ie 00 ferther, Poles. A t 
Then the meine veyce of Dewmerly goes wichall, Tis told me be very oft of love 
Then weigh what lofle your Honour mey (uftaine, Gees cime co you; end you your felfe 
Mf with too credence esre youlift his 3 Heue of your audience beene moft free and bousscous. 
Or lole your Hesre; ec your chat T € open Ph edag dbo as 
To his vomeftred iroportunity. Aad that in way raacisai Leib iallyei 
Beare tt Ophelia, feare it my deare Sifter, Yoe doc not voderftend your felfe fo cleerely, 
Aad wishin the ceare of row: ASoCiom Asc behoues ray Dangheer, 2nd your Henoer. 
ar arr ors vont poceal mereoar eddies 
chari e lace, made tenders 
Ifthe sparse eae te the anne Per op - iene. ee 
Vertue it felfe (capes not calurnaious es, Polen. Afiei You fpeake kes greene 
The Csoker Galls, che Infants of the Spring Vafited eiaccbien Coonan ar 
00 oft before the buctons be difclos'd, Doe you beleewe his renders,as you call them? 
Aad in che Morne and liquid dew of Youth, pee. 3 do not kaew, my Lord, what { thould thunke. 
Contagious blaftmencs are moft iceminent. Pelee, Marry lie tesch you; thenke your {elfe a Baby, 
Be wacy then, bet (afery lies 10 feare; Thet you have tase his ceaders for tree pay, 
Youth coir felfe rebels, chough sone elfe nerre. Wuch are vot Rarting. Tender your lett swore dearty, 
. Uthall ch’effedt of tus good Leffon beepe, Or not to creck the winde of che poore Phrafe, 
As watchesen co my heart: but good ary Beocher Roaming it chas, youl cender me s foole. 
Dee nec as fome wngracious Paftors doe, Opbe. My Lord,he hath tnpestun'd me wish love, 
Shew me the Reepe and chorny way to Heaseny lo hanoersble fethioe. 
Whilft like a puft and rec Libertine Polen. 1 fathion you mey call ie.gotoo,go toa, 
Hunfelfe,the Primrofe pach of dalliance tresdt, . And harh giaen countenance to bis fpeech, 
And reaks noc his owne reade. My Lord, with sti the cowes of Heaven. 
Lew. Oh, feare me not. Polen. 1,Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe kaow 
Ester Polowim. When the Bloud show Prodigall che Soele 
i @ay toolong but here my Facher comes: Giees the tongue vowes thefe blazer. Daughter, 
A doable bietling is e double grace; Giuing more light chen heace; extn ia both, 
OccaSon (miles vpon a fecond Seaue. Even in chew promife, as it is 8 me 
Poles, Yet beere Laotes? Aoord aboord foe theme, | Yoo meft nor take forfice, For chis time Dacghter, 
The winde Ges is Paap Seat Be fomewhat fcancer of your Ma:den prefence; 
Aad youare ftsid for theres my wg with you; Set your enrrestments at 3 higher rare, 
Aad chefe few Precepes in thy memory, Theo a command to perley. For Lord Hamict, 
See cyou ChareAer. Glue thy theughis no congue, Beleeue fo much in him thee he is young, 
Nor aay ynproporrion’d thought his AQ: And with e lerger tether may he walke, 
Be thoe famdiers bus by nomeanes valger: Then may be gwen you. Jn few,Opbeie, © 
The friends theu baft, sod their adoption ride, Doe not beiceue his vowes;for they are Bros 
them to thy Seule, wich hoopes of Stecie 2 Not of the eye. which thei Inecftments fhow : 
Bur doe aot dull sede with entertainepent Bot ancere implaracors of rnholy Seres, 
Of each ynharch't,wnfledg’d Comrade. Beware Breathing hike fandtified snd pious bonds, 
Of encrence to a querrell : but being in The bertcr co begeile. J hus is for afl . 
Beart char th’oppoled may beware of thee. ] would noc, plaine cearmes. from this time forth, 
Give eacry men thine care but few thy vopce: Hove yoe fo flander any moment Sesfure, 
Take each mone cenlute;but ceferue thy megement Asco gwe words or talke with the Lord Haseles 
Coftty thy hebir as chy purfe can buy 5 Leoke ton't, Icharge you; come your way, 
But not expreQt in fancie; rich, wot gawdier Opbe. I Qoall obey my Lord. Exsee?. 
Far the Apparel! off prociaimes the man. 
And they in France of the bett ranck and flasion, Emer Hamlet Hor atie, Aharcetns. 
Ace of a moft fele& and generous chef ia chat. Flam. The Ayre bices threwdly : is it very cold? 
Neither a borrower ,nor # lender be, Her. lesan sod an eag@ Byte. 
For lone oft lofes both it felfe and friend: Hem. What hower now? 
Aad borrowme duls the edge of Husbendry. Fler, I chiake it locks of cwelue. 
This aboue alk tothine ow e felfe be cruc: Mar, No, itis Rrooke. (fesfon, 
Aad it ma ft follow,es the Nghe cbeDay, Her. Indeed Theard it oct: then itdrawes neere the 
Thos canit not chen be falfe to any mam. Whereia the Spirit beid bis wont co walke. 


War 









Hom. The Ki dob wake tonighc, and cakes his 
pes wellels and che fwaggering vp{pring reeles, 
And 0s he dreines his draughts of Renith downe, 
iThe kectle Drum snd Trumpet thus brey out 
The tetumph of his Pledge. 
Heras. ist acuftowue? 
Ham. imasty ify 
Andto my mind, though } amnariocheeye, 
And co the manner borne: It is 2 Cuftome 
More bonous'd in the bresch.then the obferuance. 


Raver Ghof. 
Her. Looke my Lord,1t cores. 
Ham. Angels and Minsfters of Grace defend vs: 
Be thou 2 Spitic of health,or Goblin daran'd, 
Bring with chee ayres from Hesuen,or bislis from Hell 
Bethy events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ft in fuch a queftionahle fhape 
That | will (peake tochee. Le cail thee Hamées, 
King Fathes,Roysll Dane : Oh,ch,anfwer me, 
Let me not Lurét in J ance; butrell 
Why thy Canoniz'd bones Hearfed mn death, 
Heue bus ft their cerments, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we (aw thee quietly enarn’d, 
Hath op’d his ponderous sncMar ble iawes, 
Toceft thee vp 5 ewe Whar may this meane? 
oarfe againe in complest fieele, 
Resifiss thus the glimpfesof the Moone, 
Making Night hidious? And we fooles of Nature, 
So horndly co theke oer difpofxion, 
With thoughes beyond thee; reaches of our Soules, 
Say,why isthis? wherefore? what thould wedoe? 
Cheft beckens Hamlet. 
Her Ic beckons you to goe away withit, 
As if se Some impatient did defire 
To you alone. 
Adar, Looke with what coutceous action 
Ie wafts you tos more remoued ground ; 
But doe not goe with it. 
Her. No by: no meanes. 
Han. lcwill not fprake: then will I follow it, 
Hor. Doenot my Lord. 
Ham. Why what thould be the fesre ? 
1 doe nox fes my life s¢2 pins fee; 
And tor my Soule,v hat can 1t doe to that? 
Bewg 8 sass, arignebeds asit (elfe. 
It woues me forth againe;tle follow it. 
Her, What ifit uempt you toward the Floud my Lord? 
Or co the dreadfull Sonnes of the Cliffe, 
That beetles o're his bafe intothe Sea, 
And chere affurnes fome other horrible forme, 
Which might deprice your Soucraignty of Reafon, 
Aad draw you into madneffe chinke of 11? 
Ham. \c wafts me fill: goe on, Ile follow thee. 
Mer, You hall not goe my Lord, 
Harms. Hold off your hand, 
Har, Be rul'd you thall cox goe. 
Hom. My face cries our, 
And makes each pesty Artie in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemman Lions nerue : 
Stilt am Jcal’'d? Vnhand me Gentlemen : 
By Heau'n,tNe make a Ghot of him that lets me: 
I fay away,goe on,lie follow thee. 
Exenat Ghef O Hamlet. 
Her He waxes defperare with imaginatien, 
Mar. Let's follows'tis aor ficchus to obey him. 













































(roule, 










Her. Hawe ofter, to what iffue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the Scste of Denmerke. 
Her. Hesaen will dise@ ix. 
Adar. ait lot follow him. Exam. 
Ham Where wils chou lead me? fpeak; tle go no fur- 
Ghe. Marke me 
Ham, Twill. 
Ghe, My hower is almofi come, 
When Ito fulphurous and tormenting Flomes 
Muft render vp my felfe. 
Hem. Alas poore Ghoh. 
Ghe. Pitty me not,bar lend thy ferrous easing 
To wher I thall vnfold. 
Ham. Speake, 1 am bound tohesre. 
Gbe. Soart thou to revenge when thou that heare. 
Ham, Wha? 
Ghe. I arm thy Fathers Spirit, 
Doomd for a cercaine terme to walke the night; 
And for the day confin'd co falt in Fiers, 
Till che foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Are borat and purg'd away? Bucihac) am forbid 
To cell the fecrets oftmy Prifon-Houfe; 
I could a Tale wnfold, whole lipheeft word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, 4 ecze chy young blood, 
Meke thy two eyes like Starres, {lars from their Spheres, 
Thy knotry end combined locks co pars 
And eoch pasticulac haire co fland an end, 
Like Quilles vpon the frecfull Pospentine : 
Bue pe See blefon mut nor be 
To eares of fleth and bloud; lilt Healer, ob iG, 
If chou didft ever thy dease Father love. @ 
hig pe Heaven! 
Che. evenge his foale and moft vanaturall Murther, 
Flam, Mar ? 
Ghef. Murther moh foule,es in che bef ir is ; 
Bur chis moft foule, ftrange, and vnoscurall. 
Hon, Haft, heft me co know it, 
T her with wings as fwift 
As meditation or the thoughts of Love, 
May (weepe to my Reuenge. 
Chef. I finde thee apr, 
Aad duller fhould'ft thou be then the fat weede 
Thacrots it felfe in eafe,on Lethe Wharfe, 
Would ft thou noc fitre in this. Now Hamlet heare : 
Ic's given out, that (leeping in mine Orchard, : 
A Serpent ftung me ce the whole care of Denmarke, 
s by a forged proceffe of my death 
ankly abus’d : Buc know thou Noble youth, 
The Serpenc thac did Ring thy Fazbers life, 
Now weares his Crowne. 
Hem Oy Propheticke foule : mine Vicle P 
Ghoft. 1 chat incetluous, thax sdulcerace Beaft 
With wi. herafe of his wits, hath Tralrorous gaifts. 
Oh wicked Wic,end Gifes, char haue the 
So to feduce? Wontoto this thamefull Luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Qreene: 
Oh Haslet what a failing off wae there, 
From me, whofe lowe wes of thac dignity, 
Thee it went hand in hand, even wh the Vow 
I made co her in Marriege; snd to decline 
Vpon a wretch, whofe Nacarall gifts were poore 
To thofe of mine, Buc Vereuc,as it neuer wil be moued, 
Though Lewdneffe court icine fhape of Heaven: 
So Luf®, though co a radiant Ange!l fink ‘d, 


Wall face is felfe in a Celeftiall bed, & onGerboge: 
Oo ah ut 























258 







Sut Soft, ane thie a the Mernings A Her. Not I,my Lood, by Mesecn. 
Beiefe lec me be : Sleep withio mise Orchard, ata. Nel eylerd. (chink w? 
My caftome alwayes in the afternocec; Ham. How {ey you then, would heast of mee cace 
Vpon my fecere hower thy Vacle ftole _ Buc you'l be fecret? 

ich ieyes of curfed Hebenca ine Viell, 1, by Hese’n, my Lord. 
And ia che Porches of mince cares did Has. There's vere s villsine dwelling in olf De 


The whote * 








Aad with a fodsine vigosr it doth poles . citcomfence ac all, 

And curd, lke Ay ings ino Milke, Thold ic fic that we thake hends,sod part: 

The thin snd whelbome bicods fo did et mine ; You,ss your bufines end defires ball poise you: 

And emoft inftan Tewer bek'd abeur, For epery man he’s bufinefic end defre, 

Malt Lezerelike, with vile nd loathfome craft, Such ss itis: ond for mine owne poore pert, 

All my fmooth Body. Looke you, Me goe pray. 

Thes wes 1, fleeping, by  Broubers bend, Hor, Thele are but wild end hurting weeds,esy Lord. 


apr caching Queene st once difpstche 5 won Ba rouy they ceed you benny 


Vahouzsled, difappoinced, vnnancid, Her. There’sno offenceay Lord, 

No reckoning made,bur fent tomy sccount Ham. You, by Sint Patrake,ber there ie my Lord, 
Wath all ray imperfeAtions on my And much offence too, touching thes ViGion beers : 
Ob horribie,Ob horrible, moft horrible: Ic ts mhoneft Ghoft, chat let ase tell you : 

If chou halt nacure in thee beare x not; For yoer defire to know what is berweene vs, g 
Let not che Royall Bed of Denmarke be O'remafter’t es you mey. And vow friends, 

A Couch for Lazury end damacd Inceft, As yeu are Priends,Schollers and Soldi 

But howfoenes thou perfecft chis AG, Gige me one poore seqeeft. 

Teint not thy mind ; aor let thy Soule concrine Her. Wharist my Lord? wewill. 

Agsinfi chy Mother ough«; lesue her co heaeen , Ham Never meke known what you haue feento night. 
Aad co thofe Thornes that in her bofome lodge, Beh. My Lord, we will nor, 

Toprickeand fling ber. Fare thee well at once; Ham Way, bos fwess'e. 

The Glow-worme the Matine to he neere, Her, \ofanhmy Lord, not L 

And gins to gpl his wneffedtuall Fire: Mla. Nos) my Lord: ia faith. 

Aduc,sdue, Haseet : remember me. Exe Han. Vpon ov (aord. 






























Hem Oh all you hoft of Heaven! Oh Egreb-what cis? Adareel. We hove {worne my Lord already. 
And fhall I couple Hell? Ob fie: hold my heart, Hem \adeed,epon any (word Indeed. 
And you my finnewes,grow not imftem Olds Ghe. Swesre. Gheft cries vader the Stage. 
Bur besre ac fiffely ep: Reroember chee ? Hem. Abbe boy fayeft thou fo. Art chou there trve- 
1, thow poore Ghoft , whilememory holds s feare ee To nee ee teem oe eres 
In thts aitlaete Ades : Remember thee ? peau an 
Yes, from the Ts my Memory, He. the On 
lle wipe away all crivistl (oad Records, Ham. Neuer tof; olahis chat you bsee feene, 
All faves of Bookes,ell formes, all prefures poft, Sweare by orp Sword, 
Thet youth and ebfervatrion copped there; Ghe, Sweare. 
And thy Commandment all alone thal hue Ham. be & whqust Thea wee'l (hift fee grownd, 
Within the aoa and Volume of my Braine, ay cpa eer aie. ; 
Vomixe with bafer matrerz yes, Heanes : And h a v ‘word, 
Oh moft pernicioos sone sian Neuer fotpeake of on aa ee heard: 
Ob Villaine, Villsine, ferifng damned Villaine ! Sweare by my Sword. 
My Tobles,my Tables; meer ites I fee it downe, Che. Sweere. (fat? 
That one may fenile,and imile and be a Villaines Hem, Well {eid old Mole,cen’ft worke i'ch’ ground fo 
At leaft I'm (ure ie mey be fon Denmnarke ; A aorthy Piooer once more remove good fricsds. 
So Vockle there you sre: now comy word; Her. Ob day and ngh:: but this is wondrous firange. 
Ie is; Adue,Adue, Remember me: J howe fworn'r. Ham, Aadcherefore asa Aranger give it welcome. 
Her & Alar.anbm. My Lord my Lord, There are mere 10 Hesuen Sod Berth, Herasis, 
Ester Horan and Aarceln. Then ase dresmn’s of in onc Philolophy But come, 
Mea, load Himles. Here os before, newer fo you 7, 
Her, Hesven fecurc him, How or edde fo ere I beare any felfe; 
Mar. Sober. (AsI heeresfeer hell macet 
Her. Mo, ho,ho, my Lord. To put so Anticke difpofxies on :) 
Hem. Hillo,ho,ho,boys come bied,come. That yoo et fach time fecing me, acver hall 
Mar, How it my Noble Lord? With Armes encombred thes, or thus, heed thake; 
He. What newes, my Lord? Or by doubtfall Phrafes 
Hem. Ob wonderfull! As well,we know,or we could end if we would, 
Hor. Good my Lord tell it. Or if we lift to fpeake 5 or chere be ond if chere mnighr, 
Ham. No you'l reuesleit. Or fach sebigueus giuing ont to note, 









Tha 


That you know ough of més this not to doe . you goilcy, be afer'd 


So grace aod mercy st yo! Moff acede helpe yoo : 
Sweare. 

Ghef. Sweate. 

Ham. Refi, refi perturbed Spirie: fo Gentlemen, 
With all my love I doe commend me to you § 
And what fo poore a men as Hamwer is, 
May doe Cexpreffe his love and friending to you, 
Godwilling thell notlacke: let vs gee in together, 
And Rul your fingers on your lippes I pray, 
The time is out of ioynt: Oh curled fpight, 
Thac ever | wes borne to fet it righe, 
Nay ,come let's goe together. 


Excaunt 


Atlus Secundus. 


Enter Pelemup and Reyaelde. 
Pelee, Give him his money end thefe notes Reynaldo 
Rerool Twill my Lord. 
Peien. You thall doe msruels wifely: good Rryaetde, 
Before you vifite him you make ingsiry 
Of bis behsuiour, 
Rayael. My Lord, 1 did intendie. 
F oles, Marry ,well faid; 
Very well faid. Looke you Sis, 
Enquixe me fir ft whaz Danskers are in Paris; 
how ,and whorwhat meanes;and where they keepes 
What company at what expence ; and finding 
this encompaffemenc and drift of quettion, 
they doc know my fonne. Come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will couch s, 
Takeyou as twere fome diflant knowledge of him, 
And thus } know his father and his friends, 
And in part him. Doc you marke this Reynaldo? 
Reyael. 1, very well my Lord 
Peles. And impart bia,but you may (sy nus well; 
Buc if ¢ be hee I meane,hees very wilde; 
Aduidted fo and fog and there put on bim 
What fet geres you plesfe: matry, none foranke, 
As may dihonour him ; take heed of that 5 
But Sis, fech wancon, wild, snd vfuall flips, 
As are Companions noted and mo knowne 
To youth and libeny ‘ 
Reysel. As gamin ord. ‘ 
Polen. 1, or drinking. ening fw 
elling drabbing. You may goc fo farre. 
eee My Lord that eat cithenies hom. 
Polen. Faithno, as you may feafon it in the cherge; 
You malt not put snother (candall on him, 
Thac hee is open to [nconrnencie; 
That's nox my meaning : but breath his faules  quamely , 
Ther they may feeme the taints of liberty; 
The flath and oue-breake of 3 fiery minde, 
A fausgenes in vnreclaim’d bloud of general affaule, 
Raed. Bet my good Lord. 
Polen. Wherefore thould you doc this? 
Reysel. my Lord, ) would know that, 
Polen. Marry Sir heere’s my deift, 
And I belicue it is 2 fetch of warrant: 
You lsying thefe Nghe fulleyes on my Sonne, 
As ‘cweres thing slietle foil’d i'th’ working: (found, 
Maske you your party in conuerfe; him you would 
ing cues feene. In the prenominate crimes, 


He dofes 
He with you in this confequence- 
Goed fiz,or (0,08 friend, os Gereieman, 
According to the Phrefe and the Additon, 
Of man ond vaiege ee 
Reynel. Ver 
Poles. And esac he this ? 
He does : whee was I about to fey? 
I was about to fey fomthing : where did I leaue ? 
Reyeol. Acclotes in the confequence : 
At frend, or fo,and Gentleman. 
Poles. As clotes in che confequence, I merry, 
He clofes with you ches. I know the 
I aw him yeflerday,or cocher day; 
Ox chen or then,with fach and fochyend a8 you tay, 
There was he gaming, there o'recooke ia's Roafe, 
There falling out ot Tennis; of perchence, 
1 faw him encer fuch a hovufe of faite; 
Vedelscet,e Brothel, of fo forth. See you new; 
Your bax of falfhood,cakes this Cape of truth; 
And thus duc we of wifedome and of reach 
With windleffes.and wich affaies of Bias, 
By indiseQious finde directions our : 
So by my former LeCture and sduice 
Shall you my Sonnesyow haue me,hsue you nos ? 
nel. My Lord I have. Sitti 
Peles. God buy you; fare you well, 
Rezuel. Good may Lord. 
Polen Obferue his inclination in your feife 
React, | fhallmy Lord. 
Poles. And lec bim plye his Muficke 
Reynel Well, my Lord Bxst, 


Ester Opbelia, 
Polen Farewell: 
How now Ophetsa.whet’s the reaccer? 
Opbe, Alas my Lord,S haue beene fo affrighted, 
Polge. With what yn che ns@e of Heaven? 
Uphe. My Lord, as 1 was fowing in my Chambes, 
Lord Hansle: wich his doublet all vobrac’d, 
No hac vpon his head, his ftockings foul'd, 
Vagartred, and downe giued to his Anckle, 
Pale es bis thirt his koees knocking each other, 
Aad with slooke fo pitious in 
As if hehad been looted out of hell, 
To fpeake of horrors : he comes before me. 
Pelom, Mad fos thy Lowe ? 
Ophs. My Lord,I doe not know: bux truly I do feare ic 
Peten. What faid he? 
Opke. He tookeme by the wrift,and held me herd ; 
Then goes he co the of al} his arme; 
And with his other thus o're his brow, 
He falsco fuch perulall of my face, 
Ashe would draw it, Long ftaid he fo, 
At laft,s licele thaking of mine Arme: 
And thrice hie heed thas wauing vp end downe; 
He rais’d 3 igh, io pitnous and poh nd, 
That le did Sceme co thatter sil his bulke, 
And end his beng. That done, he lets me goc, 
And with his head ouer his fhoulders tuen‘d, 
He feem'd co finde his way withoac his eyes, 
For out adores he went withour their 
And co the laf, bended their light on me. 
Polem. Goewithme,1 will goe feeke the King, 
This isthe very extahe of Love, 
Whole violent property foredoes it felfe, 


> 


And 


gam forrie thas with becter {peed andi 

t hed not him. J feace be did buc te, 

And means co wracke thee : but befhrew my icaloufic : 
Ic feernes it 18 as toour Age, — 

To caft beyond our {elses 1 our ; 

Asx is cormmon for the fort 

Tolacke difcretion. Come,go weto the King, 

This mult be knowne, @ being kept clofe might move 
More greefe to hede, then hase to veter lowe. = Exnnuns 





Scena Secunda. 





Ser tae Guildene 
oie 


King. Welcome deere cae and Gaddeaferwe. 
Moreourr, chat we much d or eos : 
serrate a meee ea ewnc ries 
Our hofise Something you heard 
Of Handlets trans don : fo! call iz, 

Siace noc th'exterior, Bor the inwacd man 
Refembles chat ic was. What ic thould bee 

More then his Fathers death, that thus hath put nm 
So mach from th’vnderftanding ofhimlelfe, 

I cannos deeme of. I intrest you both, 

Tha as of fo young dayes broughe vp with him 
And face fo Ne: ‘dao his youth, and homose, 
Thet you vouchiafe your reft heere in ous Couse 
Some licele times fo by yous Companies 

To draw him on to plealures,and to gether 

So much 2s frem Occaftons you may gleane, 

That open’d lies within onr remedie. 

oe Gentlemen, he hach eweh talk'd of you, 
Aad fure ] am, two men there are not hoing, 
To whom he more sdheres. If ic will pleats you 
To fhew vs fo mach Gentrie,and good will, 

Perna bis per ine dabh aes 
e our Hope, 

Your Vificacion thall receive (uch thankes 
As fics a Keogs remembrance. 
7 ral me your Marcitics 

ight by che Soucraigne power you have of vs, 
Put your dread pleafures, more imo Command 
Then to Eotrestie, 

Gad, We both obey, 
an here giuevp our felues, in the Ae bene, 

olsy our Services f a > 
To be commanded. bid aes ‘ 

Kiag. Thenkes Rofecrance.and gembs Crildenfforne. 

rh Thankes Gesddeafterne and gentic Refucrarce. 
And I befeech you inftanly co vit 
My coe mech Sonne. 

Go feme of ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hawise is. 

Gell. Heavens moke our prefence and our prettifes 

Pleelon and helpfull to hem. Ext. 
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And leads che will co defperere Vindertakings, were. Amen, ee 

































Breer P 
Pel, Tw’ Ambafleders from Norwey, my good Lord, 


Are revern'd, 
King, Thou fll heft bia the Father of good Newes 
Pel. Have },ary Lord? Aflure yougzy good Locge, 
Thold my ducie,ss I bold my Soule, 
Both to my God, one to my grecious King : 
And I do thnke, or elfe this brane of mine 
Hunes nor the craile of Policie,fo fore 
As I hawe ve'd to de: thas J have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacie. 
Keg Obl of thet,ches 1 do long to beare. 
Pel Gwe firft admntance to ch’ Ambafladors, 
My Newes fhall be the Newes to ther great Feaft. 
Kung. Thy felfe do grace to them,and bnng chem in, 
He tels adie faa veene, thet he heh found 
The head ead feurie of a Sonnes diftenper. 
Qe. Tdosbisnd ac other! the maine, 
His Fashers death,and our o're-hafty Marriage. 
» Eneor Polowius ,Celtumand, and C ernsisn. 
Keg. Well, we thal ift his. Welcome good Frends; 
Say ¥ eltumand, what from ous Brouber Norwey ? 
Pols, Moft faire recurne of Greerings,snd 
Vpon ost firft, he feat out co fuppreffe 
His Nephewes Leuies,which to him s 
10 bea prepararion ‘painfi the Poleak ; 
Bux better look'd into,he truly found 
Ic was a cae your Highnefle, whereet greceed,] 
Fhat fo his Sickneffe,Age,and Impovence 
Was falfely borne ia hand, fends ou: A:refts 
On Forrinbras, which be (in breefe)o 
Receives rebuke from Nocwey: and in fige, 
Makes Vow before his Vokle oever more 
To give ch'affey of Armes againft your Maicftie. 
Whereon old Norwey, overcome with ioy, 
Guues him three thoufand Crownes in Anouall Fee, 
And his Commiffion to imploy chofe Soldiers 
So levied as before, agamnft the Polesk : 
Wirth an meceaty heerein further thewne, 
That it might pleafe you co give quict prffe 
Through your Domimons.for his Emerprize, 
On foch regards of {sfety and allowance, 
As therein are fet dewsne. 
Keng. Ic hikes vs well : 
And at our more confider’d time wee'l read, 
Anfwer,aod chinke vpon this Bufineffe. 
Meane time we thenke you, for your well-cookel sbour. 
Goto your reft, ar night wee'l Feaft together. 
Moft welcome home. Exn Aubdf 
Pel. This bafinet{o is very well ended 
My el Maaom, to ex ate 
Whar Maieflic thould be, wha: Dutic ts, 
Why day 1s day ; night nights and cime os come, 
Were nothing bur co wafle Nighc,Day and Time, 
Therefore, fince Brevitieis che Soule of Wit, 
And cedioufneffe, che himbes and outward Rourilbes, 
I will be breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad . 
Mad call 1 it; for co define rpc Madneffe, 
What is‘t, buc co be nothing elfe bur mad. 
Bat let chat ; 
#, More matter, with leffe Arc. 
Pol. Madem 1 fweare | vfe no Art aeall : 
Thas he 1s mad, ‘tss t1ve: Tis true “tis patese, 
And pictic ir ts erue : A foolith figure, 
Buc farewell ie: for { will vie no Art. 


‘4 


Mad 





TbheTs 


Mod let vs grant him then: and cow reamuats 

That we finde ouc the caefe of this effc&, 

Or cacher fay, che caule of chis defeat ; 

Foe this effe& defedctine, comes by caufe, 

Thas st cemsines,end the remainder thes. Pespead, 


and Obedience, marke, 
Hach given me this : now gather, ead furmife. 


The Letter. 
To the ( olefirall end my Sentes [dol, the wef beoutifed O- 


a 
That's an ull Phrafe, evilde Phrsfe, besutified is a vilde 
Pheafe: but you fhail beare chefe in her excellent white 
bofeme. a A 


Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pd. Good Madam fav awhile, I will be faiebfull. 
Dashes thou, the Starres ac fre, 
Dead: , chat the Sunne desl meenet 
Deube Trath ve be a Lier, 
But neney Doubs, | lene. 
O drove Ophelia, | am ik at hefe Nesabers: | bane nat Art te 
vecken wry growes, ban thas | lowe thee bef, ob maft Boft be. 
leomea. wtdeen. 
Thene cucrmeve moff deere Lady whith this 
Marchese «te bim, Hemier. 


Pel, What do youthinke of me ? 

King. Asofeman, farchfall and Honoereble. 

Pel.\ wold fane proue fo.Bur whet might you think ? 
When J had feene this hos love on che wing, 
As1 percewed tt, I meft tefl you thec 
Before my Dsegheer told me, whacmight you 

deere Maseftie oer Bd 

If] had playd the Deske of T €, 
Or gisen any beert a winking, mute end dumbe, 
Or look'd vpon this Love, with idle fight, 


Lord Hemler 13 8 Prince out of thy Starre, 
This aft not be : and chen,! Precepts geue her, 
That the fhould lecke her felfe from his Refort, 
Adit 00 Meflengers, receive no Tokens: 
Which dese, the tooke the Fruires of wy Aduice, 
Aad he cepuifed. A fhort Tale to make, 
Feil into a Sadneffe, then into s Fit, 
Thence to a Watch, chence lato a Weakneffe, 
Thence to a Lightneffe,and by this declenfion 
Ines the Madnefle whereon now he raucs, 
And aii we waile for. 

Kez. Do you chinke ‘tis this? 

Qe. It may be very likely. 

Pol. Hath there bene fuch s tiroe, Ede falo know chat, 
Thac I haue pofliciucty (aid, ‘tis fo, 
When it prou’d ocherwife? 

. Notthas I koow, 

Pel. Take chis from this; if chis be otherwife, 
If Gecumftances leade me, | will finde 
Where treth is hid, though it were bid indeede 
Wichm the Center. 

Keg. How moy wetry it further ? 

Pat You bee pil las 

walkes (oure bouses together, heere 
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jathe ° 
as A toutes ieee 
Pel. Acfuchs time lic loofe my D to 
Be you and I bebiade an Arras : eee ce 
Marke the cocouater : fhe love ber not, 
Aad be not from his reafoa feloe thereen ; 
Let mc be no Affiftant fora Stace, 
Aad heepe a Ferme sod Casters. 


King. Wewill ay it. 
Enter Hamlet readsg on @ Beoky. 
Ze. Bar looke where tadly the poote vreech 


ing. 
Pol, Awsy I do befeech you, both away, 
Ile boord him prefencty. Exu Kmg & 
Gh gioe me lesuc. How does my good Losd Hambst ? 

Ham. Weil,God-s-mercy, 

Pel. Do you kaow me,my Lord? 

Ham. Excellent,excelleat well : yare a Fidbmonger, 

Vel. Not l ay Lord. 

Ham. Thea | would you were fo bonefl » men. 

Pol. Honeft my Lord? 

Ham. | fir,co be boneft 85 this world goes, isco bes 
onc mea pich’d out of two choufand. 

Pol. Ther’s very truemy Lord, 

Ham, For if the Sun brced Magots in a dead dogge, 
being 8 good kiffiag Carrion 

Heve yous daughter ? 

Pel, Thauc my Lord. 

Ham, 1.ct her not walkei’ch Sunne : tion is s 
blefsing, but nos as your daugbrer may conceiueFriend 
looke coo’. 

Pel.ow fay you by ther?Scill ha on my deoch- 
ters yet pe hres me ve at firft; he (ad Tevas a Fienas 
get: hets farce gone, farre gooe : aad trely in my youth, 
I fuffred mach extreamity for lowe : way sence De 
fpeake tobi ogame, What do you read my Lord? 

Mam, Words, words, words. 

Pcl What is the mscrer,my Lord? 

Hem. Becweene who? 

Pel. I meane the marter yor meane,ay Lord. 

Hom, Slsaders Sir : for the Satyricall fleve foses here, 
that old men have grey Beards; chat che faces are wno- 
kled ; chen eyes purging thicke Amber, of PlenrTice 

Gomme : and that chey have 2 plentifull locke of Wik, 
together with weake Hammes. All which Sis, hI 
moft powerfully, sad potcosly beleeue 5 B dese it 
not Honeftie to have ix chys fer downe: For you your 
felfe Sir, Chould be old as I arm, sf kes Ceeb you could 
go backward. 

Pel, Though this be madneffe, 

Yee there is Method in's : will you walke 
Oot of che ayre my Lord? 

Ham. imo my Grave? 

Pel. lodeed thee 1s oot o'ch’Ayre: 

How pregnant (fometioes his Replies ere ® 

A hoppioefle, 

That often Madoeffe hits on, 

Which Resfon and Sankie could sot 

So profperoufly be deliaes'd of 

T will leave him, 

And fodainely contrive the meanes of meeting 
Becweene him,and my daughrer 

My Honourable Lord, ] will moft bumbly 
Take aay leaue of pos. 


oe 3 Ha 
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lam. You eoonot Sit talte Grom mc oxy desle iefily with tre: come,comesyipeake 


ee ne Coe Senane Coes 


chec I 
ang «ge 
Peles. Fare you weil my Lord. 
Ham, Thele cedious old fooles. 
oe You goe to fecke my Lord Hauwls; there 
is, 


Rofa. My mo8 deare Lord? 
Ham, by excellent good friends? How do'ft thes 
Oh, Rofucraus ; good Lads: How doe ye 


both? : 

Refia. Asche indifferent Children of the earch. 

Gaild. Happy ,inthac we ere not owcr-heppy : 00 For. 
tunes Cap, we are not the very Burton. 

Ham. Not the Soales of ber Shoo? 

Rofo. Neisher ay Lord, 

Bam. Then you lwe abous ber wafle, or in the mid- 
die of her favour ? 

Gail. Beith, ber priustes, we. 

Hew, In the fecret pasts of Foruune? Oh, moft trues 
the is a Strumpet. What's the newes ? 

Refin, None my Lord; bax that che World's growne 
beneft 


Han. Theois oeere: Buc newes is 
Pa esp ger tres a serticdiors whee heed 
yoowy gore iets; deferued at che hands of Fortuoe, 
thee fhe you to Prifon hitches? 

Gail. Prifoo,my Lerd ? 

Baw. Denmark's a Prifon. 

Refa. Thenis the Woridone, 


Rofn. We chinke not fo my Lord. 


Han. bie Gay Carroerti for chere is eorhing 
a bit dilaking aaiesu tovtoaetie 
e 


Rofa., Why then your Ambizion makes it one: ‘tis 
too narrow for your minds. 

Ham. chistes dugustcn, Geren 
count e infinite fpece; were it pot ther 
eal hpaleany 

Gud. Which drearces ladeed sre Ambition : for the 


very febRence of the Ambitions, is meerely the thadow 
of a Dresme 


Hem, A dreame ie fleis bot» tusdow. 

Refs. Truely, I Aatiion of fo and 
Sh aperitif it is bor a thedowes Gadow, 

Ham, Then are our Beggers bodies; snd oor Mo- 
narchs‘and out-firetcht Hetoce the Beg gers Shedowes: 
abla aca for, by my fey 1 cannot rea- 
on? 


Beth. Weel walt 


Tovits you asy Lord,no other eccafion. 
Begges chet 1 am,] am even pone in chenkes; 





Cuil. bancrchihlge tea eared 
Ham, Why ony chung. to the purpofe, you were 
fens for; and chere 180 kinde coofeffion in your lookes; 
which your jes have not craft enowgh to en- 
lot, ! know the good King & Queene have fens fer yeu. 
Asha, To whet cod my Lord? 
ens Lsrthersea reek dk but let mee consre 
you by the rights of our fellowfhp,by che confonsacy 
our he grererhid i ever-preferved love, 
end by whee more deare, 2 better propofes could charge 
you wichall; be even and dureQ with me, whether yuo 
were Rent for ot ne. 
Refa. Merit desl 
Hew. Nay thea I hues en eye of you: if you lowe me 
hold oot off. 
Sian bool yearn a-O 
em. | will tell you why, amiopaion 
your ditcouery of pour fecricie ts’ the King and 
smowk ao fearber, J have of lore, bat wherefore 
shar faa paberg Lear efi cufterne of ¢x- 
ercile; indeed, it goes fo hee with my dsipofisi- 
suihec Us gecaly east bat Gece Lesa 
look you, tts ne ore banging, tha Masfocel Rest 
look you,ches brane ore-hanging thes ait Roofe, 


s, Whats of worke iss man! how Nobie in 

2 how infinise in facuRy 2? 1 fosanc and mouing 

how exprefie end sdmirable? in Afton, how like an An- 

gel? 1 apprebenhon, how likes God? the beauty of che 

world, the ot Anigals ; end yet to me, what is 

this Qpineffence of Dut? Maen delights 00¢ me; no, 

we aaa though by your {muling you feeme 
to : 

Refs, My Lerd , there was no fuch fuffe wm my 
thoeghes. 

Ham. Why did you laugh, when I fold, Man delights 
mot me? 

Reka, Tothioke, oy Lord, ifyou delight oot in Mas, 
what Lenton entertainment the Pleyers thall recewe 
from you: wee costed chemon the way, and hither are 
they comminy to offer you Serunce. 

Hem. He chat playes the King thall be welcome; bis 
Maicfty thall beue Tribete of mee: the aducacurows 
Knighe thal vfe hus Foyle and Target : che Lover thal 
not figh grasa, the Prarpardecsaamecgyte a 
peace: the Clowne fhall make thofelsegh who tenes 
are tickled ath’ fere: and che Lady thall fay her 
freely; or the blanke Verfe thall hals for's : what Plsyess 
are they? 

Refe. Even thofe you were wont to cake delighs in 
the Tragedsans of the City. 

Has. How chsnces ic they tranalle? their re6- 
dence both sn reputsrion and prof wae bester boch 


wayes, 

Rofa, | thinke theis Inhibicion comes by the meaoes 
of che late Janousdion ? 

Ham. Doe they hold che (ame eftimation they éd 
whea I was ia the City? Are chey [0 follow'd? 

Refin, No indeed, they are a0t. 


Hem How comes it? doe they grow nifty? 
Rofa. » therr indessour in che woated 
pece; Bar is Sie so eyrie of Children, bate 


Yates, shee ox on the top of ; and 
are ewolk ryrennecally clap'e for't + de we bow 


of 





they Chi 
How are they efcoced? Will we the Quality no 
loagerc hesteey cen fog? Will hey not fay afterwards 
if chey (hould grow them (cives to common Players (06 
itis like moft iftheis meanes arene bercer) che Wri- 
ters do them wroag, co anske them exclaim sgeinft theis 
owne Succethon. 

Refs. Faith chere ha’s bene awch co do on both fides: 
and che Nation holds it 20 fane, to tarte chemto Con 
craverfe. There was for a while, nomony bid for arge- 
mene, voletfe the Poet sud the Player went co Caffes in 
the Queftica, 

Ham. \s'c poflible? 

Geild, Obthere ha’s beene much throwing abou of 
Braines. 

Hem, Dothe Boyes carry it awsy ? 

Rofe.{ thar they domy Lord Aereale & bis load coo. 

Haws, Icis not ftrenge: for mine Vackle is King of 
Denmerke, snd thote that would make mowes a¢ bim 
while my Facher lived; give twenry, forty, an hundred 
Ducaces a peeee, for his piGere in Litele. There is fome-, 
thing in this more chen Nacarall, if Philofophie could 


fade ic out. 
Flosrshe for cle Players. 

God There are the Players. 

Ham, Gentlemen, you ace weloom to Elfenewer: yout 
hands, come: The eppurtenance of Welcome,  Fafhion 
and Let me comply with you m the Garde, 
Sef my emrent 10 (de Players(which 1 cell you nual thew 
faisely oueward )fhould mote eppeace ithe entertainment 
then yours. You ste welcome : bur my Vackle Facher, 
and Aone Mother are deceiu'd. | + 

Gul. In what my deere Lord? 

Hem. Jam buc mad North,Norch-Welt : when che 
Wiode is Southerly, I kaow s Hawke from 2 Hendfaw. 
Enter Peloring. 

Pel. Well be wich you Gentlemen. 

Hem. Heaske you Gacldenfarue, 2nd you too : at each 
esreshesrer : that great Baby you fee there, isnot yee 
out of his fwathing closets. 

Rofo, Happily he's che fecaod time come to them: for 
they fay an old man istwice 2 childe. 

Han. \ will Prophefie. Hee comes co tell me of the 
Players. Mark ic, you fay sighs Sit : for s Mondey mor- 
sang ‘twee fo indeed. 

Pel. My Lord,! hove Newes ro tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, heve Newes to tell you. 

When Refine en Adtor in Rome —— 

Pel. The AGiors sre come hiner wy Lord. 

Hee. Burze, buzze. 
mine Honor. 

con esch Aor on his Affe = 

Polen. The beft Actors in the world, ewher for Trage 
die, Comedie, Hiftorie, Paftorall: Paftoricall-Comicall. 
Hiftoricall.Psttorall : Tragicall-Hiftoricall: Trogicall- 
Comicall-Hitloricall-Paftorall : Scene ndiwidle, or Po- 
em valimited. Seweca cannot be too hesay, nor Plawtay 
too light, for the law of Writyand the Liberty. Thefe are 
the men. : 


rae O lepine ludge of Ifcacl,what a Treafure had'ft 
? 


Pel. Whet a Treafare bad heny Lord? 
Ham, Why cne fire Danghcer,snd no more, 
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athiou, snd fo be-ratled the commen Stages (fo they The which well. 


Pet. Scillonmy Daughter. 

Hism. rae ger is eae lelaa? 

Poton. | me Jepita avy Lord, I hane 
eet thet Hoce patho a 9 7 a 

Ham, Nay that not. 

Polen What followes then,my Lord? 

He.Why, As by let,God wor : snd then you know, Ic 
come co pefic, as maft like x wee: Thefirft rowe of the 
Pons Cheafen will thew you more. Fos looke where my 
Abridgements come. 

Enter fouss ur five Players. 


Y'are welcome Matters, welcome all. Jam 










remember pleas’d oot the Million, ‘cwas Camsarseto the 
General : but sc wes (es I seceiu'd it andothers, whofe 
jadgeaeent in fuch mauers, criedin the top of mine) an 
excellent Play) well digefted in the Scones, fer downe 
wh as much modeliie,as cunning, J remembers one faid 
there was 00 Salles in the lines, co make the matter fs- 
voury; Dor no maccer inthe phrafe, chat might indite the 
Author of affeAacion,buc cal'd it an hone i method One 
cheefe Speech int, I cheefely lou’d, ‘twee eaves Tale 
to Dide, and thereabout of i efpecially, where he fpeaks 
of Preams flaughter. If it live in your memory, begin at 
this Line, lec me fee, let me fee : The rugged Pyrrien like 
th’Hyrcansan Beat. Jt isnot fo: itbegins with Pyrrbw 
The rugged Pyrrbas, he whofe Sable Armes 
Blacke as his purpofe, did the night refemble 
When he Isy couched in the Orninoos Horfe, 
Hath now this dread and blecke Complexion (mess’d 
With Heraldry more difmall: Head to foote 
Now is he ro cake Genlles, horridly Trick’d 
Winh blood of Fachers, Mothers, eters, Sones, 
Bak‘d end impafted with the perching 
Tha: lend 3 tysannous,end damned Iight 
Torheir vilde Murthers. rosfted in wrath sod fire, 
Aad chus o're-fized with coepulate gore, 
VVith eyes hke Carbuncles, the helith Pyrrbas 
Olé Grand fire Proans feekes, 

Pel. Fore God my Lord, well fpoken, wish good ec- 
cent,and good difcretion. 

3.Player. Anon he findes him, 
Seriking too (hort st Greekes. His anticke Sword, 
Rebellious co his Arme, tyes where it falles 
Repognant to command : vnequall match, 
Pyrrbae ac Priam drives, in Rage Asikes wide + 
Bur with che whiffe and winde of his fell Sword, 
Th'vnnerued Facher fals. Then fenfeleffe itium, 
Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top 
Stoopes to his Bace, end with s hideous crath 
Tekes Prifoner Pyrrbw eare, For loe,his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milkre head 
Of Reucrend Prease, feem'd 1’th’ Ayte to Rieke : 
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So esa pained Tyrant Pyrrbes flood, 

Aad like a Newtrall to bis will end metcer, did nowking. 
Bux as we often fee again fome forme, 

A Gience in che Heavens, the Racke fend fill, 

The bold windes (peechieffe, ond the Orbe below 

As beth as deash : Anon the dreadful! Thander 

Doth rend che Region. So after Pyrrhen 

Are wied Vengeance fers im new a-worke, 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall 

On Mars his Armovrs, forg’d for proofe Ecerne, 
With leffe remorfe chea Pyrries biceding fwerd 
Now falles on Priaw. 

Our, out, thou eared aes you Gods, 

In generell Synod take sway er: 

Breake all che Spokes and allies from her wheele, 
And boule the round Nave downe the hill of Hesecn, 
Aslow es to the Fiends. 

Pel. This is too long. 

Ham. \¢ thall co’th Borbars, wich your beerd, Pry- 
thee (ay on: He's for s ligge,or tale of Baadsy , ot hee 
leepes. Say on; come to Mecuba. 

1. Play. Bug who,O who, had feen the inobled Queen, 

Ham. The inobled Queene? 

Pel That's good: Inobled Queene is good. 

3.Play. Ruo bare-foot vp and downe, 

Thrcetalng the ame 

With Biffon Rheume? A clout sbous thst heed, 
Where lace the Diadem food, sad for a Robe 

About her lanke and all ere-ceamed Loines, 

A blanket in th'Alarum of feare caught vp. 

Who chis had feene, with rongue in Venome feep’d, 
‘Gain Forunes State, would Treafon have pronouns’d? 
Buc if che Gods chemfeloes did fee her then, 

When the (sw Pyrrben make malicious {port 

Ia mincing with bis Sword her Husbands limbes, 
The infant Burt of Clamour chat fhe made 

(Vnieffe things moscal! moue thens nos at all) 

Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Heaven, 
And paffion inthe Gods. 

Pol. Looke where he he's not turn'd his colour, end 
he’s tearesin’seyes. Pray younomore. 

Ham. "Viswell, [le have thee {peake ovt the ref. 
foone, Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wel be- 
ftow'd. Do ye heare, let them be well vs'd: for they are 
the Abficacts and breefe Chronicles of the time. After 
your death, you were betrer haves bed Epitaph, then 
tbeir ill repore while you lived. 

; Pel. My Lord, } will vfe themaccording to their de- 
ost, 

Hew. Gods bodykins man, better. Vie everlemen 
sfer his defast, and who fhould {espe oppring: vie 
thea after your own Honor and Dignity. The lefie they 
deferoe, the more merit is in your bountie. Toke chem 


Pel. Come fin. Exist Peles. 





Play. 1 my Lord.. 

Ham, Wee'\he't to morrow sight. You could for s 
need fhaly a fpeech of fome dofen or frxzeene lines, which 
I would (er downe,and infert ip's? Could ye not? 

Play. Imy Lord. 

Ham. Very weil. Follow that Lord, and loeke 
mock him ner. My good Friends, Ile leaue you ul night 
y 08 ere welcome to El/ewaver ? 
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oy 
Slewt Hania. 
Ham, \(0, Ged bey'ye : Now I om alone. 
Oh whar s Rogue end Pefant flawe am 1 ? 
Js a not monftrees that this Player heere, 
But ine Fizion,in s dreeme of Pafhion, 
Could force his foulc fo to his whele conceit, 
Thas from her weekiog,all bis vifege warrn'd; 
Teares in his eyes, diftredion in's Afped, 
A broken voyce,end his whole Fundhion fuiri 
With Forrees,to his Conceis ? And all for aothing ? 
For Heuba? 
a pee he vo Herabe, 
should weepe her ? Wher would he doe, 
Had he the Motiue end che Cue fer 
That ] howe? He weuld drowne the Stage with teares, 
And cleave the 
Make mad the guilry 


Eno, 


And can fey nothing : No, not for axe 
Vpon whofe | aba gett Lovee mot deere life, 
A damn'd defeste was made. Am! s Cowerd? 
Who calles me Villaine f breskes my pate a-croffe ? 
Plockes off my Beard,and blowes it in my faces 
Tweakes me by'th Nofe? goes me the Lye i’ch"Throate, 
As deepe 83 to the Lungs? Who does me this > 
Ha? Why | theald take ic: for ir cannos be, 
But I am Pigeon-Lieer’d end lecke Gall 
Tomake biter, of ere this, 
1 Chould haus fatced all che Region Kites 
Wub chis Slowes Offall, bloudy , s Bewdy villeiee, 
Remorfeieffe, Treacherous, Letcherous, hindles villaine ! 
Oh Vengeance! 
Who? Whac an Affe em 3? I fure,this is mot brave, 
That 1, the Sonne of che Deere emurthered, 
Prompred to my Rewenge by Heaven.end Hell, 
Muft (like a Whore) vnpacke my heart with words, 
And fail s Corfing like a very Drab, 
A Scullion? Fye vpon't : Foh. Aboot my Breine. 
I have heard, thee guilcy Creatures firing at 0 Pisy, 
Have by the roy come of the aarare 
Bene Rrooke foro the foule, vals 


They have procleim'd theis M : 
Fer Marther, though it have no con, eh ame 
With moft mytaculous Organ, Ile Players, 
Play fomething like che avurder of my Farber, 

Before mine Vakle. Tie obfernc his lookes, 

Ile cens him to the quiche : [fle bur blench 

I know my courfe. The Spiric thar I have {cent 

ac9 Aplindireesy ete atiper an edaig 
Teffeme apleahing fhepe, 

Out of ay Weaktelie. and any Melanchally, 

As be is very pocenc with fach 
Abules me co demoeme. lle have 

More Relative then this: The Pizy's the thieg, 
Wherein Ile carch the Confelence ofthe King. Eat 


ptr Cabinperjod tank 











King. And can yes by 0 drift of circumftense 
Gex from hin why be post on this Confubioa : 
Grating f& besthly ali his deyes of quiet 








Rofe. He does ¢ he feeles humfelfe directed, 
Bux from what caafe he will by 00 meanes fpeake. 

Canl. Not do we finde him forward co be founded, 
Buc with s crafty Madneffe keepes sloofe : 

Woen we would bring tim on to fome Coafefhon 
Of nisurne flare. 
» Did he recewse pou weil ? 

Pim Moft like nye SN ; 

Guild. But with arach forcing of bis difpofieson. 

Rofm. Niggerd of queftion, but ot ovr demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

£2. Did you — hiew ro sny paftime ? 

Refs. Madace,x fo fell our, chec cestaine Players 
We ore-wroeghs onthe way : of chefe we told hia, 
And there did feeane ta han a hinde of oy 
Toheare of it They ase about she Court, 

And (a8 I thinke) chey hae already orders 
This orghc to pley before him, 

Pol. ‘Tremont crue: 

And he befeech'’d me to ntseate your Maieftics 
To heare,and (ee the matter. 

King. W th all my heart ,end it dosh much content me 
Te beare him fo snclin'd. Good Gentlemen, 

Give him e further edge, and dnuc bus purpofe on 
To chefe delights. : 

Rofa. We thall wy Lord. . 

Keng. Swect Gerirmde lesuc vs t00, 

For we haue clofely fent for Hanes hither, 
That be, as ‘ewere by eccidenc, may there 

Affronc Ophelia. Het Fasher.and eny felfe(lawfal ¢fpials) 
Will fo beftow our felues, this fecing vnfeene 

We mey of chcir encounter frankely sedge, 
And gather by him,as he 1s behsued, 

If c be th'sffisdtion of his lowe, or a0. 
Thac thes he fuffers for. 
#, I thall obey you, 

Aad fox your past Ophelia, I do with 
That your good Beasunies be the heppy casfe 

Of Haneers wildencife . fo thall I hope yoor Vercaes 
Will bring him co his wonted way egane, 
Toboch your Honors. 

Opbe. Madam, | with sc may. 

Pol Ophelia, welke you hecre.Gracrous fo pleafe ye 
We will beftow oor felucs ; Reade on this booke, 

That thew of fuch an exercsfe may colous 

Your lonelineffe. We ere off coo blame in this, 
‘Tis ta0 much prou'd, thac with Deuotions vilage, 
And pious Aion, we do furge o're 

The droel) himfelfe. 

Kag. Oh‘ true: 

How Pesci aleth thas fpeech doth give ay Confcience ? 

The Harlocs Cheeke beaucied vith plaift'ring Art 

Is noe more valy to che ching chat helpes st, 

Then 1s my deede, to my molt pasted word. 

Ob heause burshen ' 

Pel, | hease him comming,let's wichdraw wy Lord. 
Exever. 




























fnuuwt. 


















Eater Hanalet. 

Ham. Tobc,or not co be, that is the Queftion : 
Whether ts Nobler ir tie made co fuffer 
The Slings and Arfowes of outragious Fortune, 
Or co rake Armes sgesnit a Ses 0 troubles, 
And by oppofing end them . to dye.to (leepe 
No more ; sod by a fleepe, to fay we end 
The Heart-ake, 20d the thosfand Natural] fhochcs 
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terbulent aod erous Lunacy Thet Pieth is heyte too? Tis 8 conSummation 


Deyoutly tobe with'd. To dye to fleepe, 
To fleepe, perchance to Dresane ; 1, there's the rub, 
For 10 that fieepe of deach, what dreames may come, 
Whea we hace fd fel'd off this morcell conde, 
Mult give vs pawfe. There's the refpeA 
Toac makes Calanmry of (0 long life . 
For who would bearc che Whips and Scorncs of time, 
The Oppreffors wrong, the poore mans 
The pangs of difpnz'd Loue, the Lawes delay, 
The infolence of Office sad the Spurnes 
Tha: pacienc merit of the unworthy takes, 
Whea he himfelfe mig he his Qagetas make 
With a bare Bodkin ? Who would thefe Fasdies beare 
To grunt and fwest vader a weary life, 
But chat the dieed of fomething after death, 
The endifcoacred Counrrey, from whole Borne 
No Travelles returnes, Pu-els the will, 
And makes vs rather beare chofe illes we have, 
Then flye co ochers chat we know not of. 
Thas Conference does meke Cowards of vs ff, 
And thus the Nauue hew of Refolution 
Is fickhed o're, with che pale cof of Thoughe, 
And encerprizes of greac pith and memenc, 
Wehehis regard thew Currants curne eway, 
Aad loofe the neme of AQion. Soft younow, 
The faire Opbrise ¢ Nimph, in thy Orizons 
Be all my finnes seen eed. 
Opbe. Good my Lord, 
How does your Honor for this many 3 day? 

Ham. Thumbly thanke you. well,well well. 

Ope. My Lord. Ihave Remerwbrances of pours, 
Tha [have longed long ro re-deliuer, 

I pray yoo now,recerwe chero. 

Hem. No,no, I never geue you oughr. 

Opbe. My hooor'd Lord, [knew right well you did, 
And anh them words of fo tweet breath compos d, 

As made che things more rich, chen perfume left : 
Take thefe againe, forto the Noble minde 

Rich gifts wax poore, when gwers prouc vakinde. 
There my Lord 

Hass. Habe: Are you honefi? 

Oper. My Lord. 

Ham Ace you faire? 

Opbe. What meaacs your Lordthip ? 

Hem Thacif you be hone and fare, your Honefty 
thould admit 00 difcourfe to your Beautic. 

Opbe. Could Beautic my Lord; have becter Cemerce 
then year Hooeftre ? 

Haw, | crulie : for the power of Beautie. yall fooner 
eransforme Honcftie from whac it is, co a Bawd. then the 
force of Hone ftie can tranflace Besutie oto his likeneffe. 
This was fornetsme a Paradox, but sow che cime gives it 
proofe. I didloue youonce. 

Ophe, Indeed my Lord, youmade me beleeve fo. 

Ham You fhouldnor have belceued me. For verrae 
cannot fo innocculate our old Rocke, but we fhail relath 
of it. Tloued you not. 

Opbe. | was the more deceived. 

Haw. Get theetoaNunnene Why would? choo 
be a breeder of Stoners ? | am my felle indifferent honeft, 
bur yer I could sccufe me of fuch changs.chec it were bet- 
ter my Mother hadnor borneme. Lem very prowd, rte 
pengefull, Ambitious, with more offences ac my becke, 
then | have thoughts to pur them in imagination, to giec 
them (hape,or cmeto ste themin. What theuld : b 

el. 
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Fellowes us| 60, esowtiog berweme Fosse: Earth. 
We ase arrane Knawes ail, noneofvs. Goe thy Evwser Hams cad two or vores of the Players. 


wayes co a Nenatry. Where's your Fecher? 
Ope. Az home, my Lord. 
am, Lec che doores be (bu epon him, thet he may 
che Feole no way, but in’s owne hovfe. Farewell. 
O helpe him, you fwees Heavens. 

Ham. ifchow doef at G Le gwe thee chis Plague 
for chy Dowsie.Be thou as chaft as {ce,as pure as Snow, 
thou efcape Calerony. Ger thee to s Nunnery. 
Go, Farewell. Or ifthoo wilt needs Merry a fool: 
for Wife men know well enough, whar ou 
make of them. To a Nunnery go, end quickly too. Fare 

. Ohesaenly Powers seflore bin, 

Ham, \ hane beard of your pratiings too wel enowgb. 
Gov hes giuen you one pace,and you make yous {elfe an- 
ocher:you gidge,you embie,and you lifpe, and nickname 
Gods creacures, and make your Wanzonnefle, your Ig- 
noranee.Go too, Ue n0 more on't, it hech mace me med, 
I fey, we will hauc no more Merrisges. Thole that are 
married already, al! but one fhall uc, che reft thal! keep 
as they ore. To a Nunnery,go. Exrn Hamlet 

. Owhat a Noble minde is heere o're. throwne ? 
The Courtiers, Soldiers, Schollers : Eye tongee, (word, 
Thexpedtantie and Rofe of the faire Scate, 
The glatle of Fafhion, and che mould of Forme, 
TwWobleru'd of all Obferuers, quice.quite downe, 
Have J of Ladies moft deve& and wretched, 
That fuck'’d che Home of his Muficke Vowes : 
Now fee that Noble,aod moh Soucraigne Reafon, 
Like (weet Bels angled out of tune,and harth, 
That eamatch’d Forme and Feeuse of blowne youth, 
Biafted with extahe. Oh woe ss me, 
Thane (cone what I hawe feene : fee what | fee. 


Eater King , and Polearm. 

Kiag. Loue ? His affections do nor that way rend, 
Nor what be fpake, chough ic lack d Forme a licele, 
W ss not like Macacffe. There's fomething in his foule ? 
O're which his Melancholly fits on brood, 

And | do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe 
Will befome danger, which co prevent 
}haue in quicke determination 
Thustecscdowne. He hall with fpeed co England 
Por the cemand of our negleQed Tribute : 
the Seas and Countries different 

With variable Obiedts, thal! expel! 
This fomeching ferled matcer ja his beart - 
Whereon his B: anes fi) beating, pwrs him thus 
From fafhion of himfelfe. What thmke yoru on? 

Pal. Icthalldo well. But yet do I belecue 
The Origin and Commencement of this greefe 
Sprung Irom argleatediouc, How now Opbetna f 
Y ou neede nat ceil vs, what Lord Hamlet fade, 
Weheard wall. My Lord, do as you plesfe, 
Brit if you old it fit after the Play, 
Let his Queene Mother all slune iucreat hem 
To thew tus Greefes . lec her be round wich bie, 
And Ile be plac'd fo, pleafe you in the care 
Of all theis Confezence. If (he finde him not, 
To England fend him : Or confine hum where ° 
Your wifedome deft thall chinke. 

Kang. lt (hall be {o. 

Madaeile in great Ones, muft not vnwarch'd go. 
Excust, 


Hane. Speake the Speech 1 pray you,as} pronownc’d 
is to you ea cthe TF : Busif ees, 
86 many of yous do,! badss live the Town-Cryer 


rent, Tempeft, and (as I may fay) the Whisle-winde of 
8 Termperance thet 
may giuc it Smoothneffe. Oic offends mee co the Sale, 
to fee a robuftions Pery-wig-psted Fellow, reare a afhi- 
On to tatfers, to verle es, to fplit che esres of che 
Groundlings: who (forthe meft part) are lee 
ee : licable — “1 could 
ue luch o Fellow whipt for o're-doing Termagane : 
out-Hered’s Hered. Pray you sasidlie , 

Player. \ warrant your Honor, 

Ham. Be act too tame : buslet your owne 
Difcretron be yous Totor. Sute the AGtion tothe Word, 
the Word to the AGion, with chis fpeciell obfermance : 
That you ore-ftop not the modefte of Natare ; for any 
thing fo ouer-done, is fré the purpofe of Playing, whole 
end both as the fic and now, was and is,to as ‘cwes 
the’ Mirrour ep toNerere; to thew Verte her owne 
Feacure, Scorne her owne Iroage, andthe verte Age and 
Bodie of the Tirwe, his forme and preflure. Now, this 
ouct-done, or come rardie off though st make the ynskil- 
full laugh, cannor but make the fudicious greeve ; The 
cenfure of the which One, muff in your alowaace o’re- 
way a whole Theater of Orhers. therebee Players 
that | haue feene Play, and heard others praife, snd tha: 
highly (not co fpeske it prophanely) thar neyther having 
the eccent of Chrifisans, nor the gsteof Chiiflian, Popan, 
or Norman, hase fe Aruteed and bellowed, that { have 
thought fome of Natures loue:ney-mren had made men, 
and not made them well, they imiated Hamanity (0 ab- 
hominably 

Play. i hope we haue reform d that indifleremly with 
vs, Su 

Ham. Oreformest aliogether. And tet thofe that 
pley your Clownes,{peske no more then is fe: downe for 
them. For there be of them, thac wili chenfclues laugh, 
to fet on fome quantitie of barrun Spectators to Latigh 
too, though ia the meane time, fome nec efiary Queflion 
of the Play be chento be confidered: that’s Villanous, & 
fhewesamoft pictifull Ambition inthe Foole thar vies 
it. Gomake you seadie. Exu Players. 


Euter Polen, Refincrance aad Guildenficres. 
How now my Lord, 


Will che King heace this peece of Worke? 
Pel Andche Queene too,and thas prefenuy. 


Ham. Bid che Players make haf. Bas Polanv. 
Will you two helpe to haften them ? 
Beh. We wil mv Lord, Excant. 
Enter Heratv. 


Hane, What toa, Heratie? 
Hora. Heere (weet Lord, at your Service, 
Hem Horene. thou ast cenc aswuit a man 
Asere my C onverfation coap’d withall 
Hora. O my deere Lord, 
Ham. Nay do nor chinke I fierter : 
For whet aduancemenc may [ hope from thee, 
That no Revennew haft, but thy good fpirits 
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To feed & cloath chee. Why thold che poor be fiaceer’d? 
No, let the Cancsed coniget, like dBlerd poops; 
And crooke che Hind gea of che knee, 
Where thrifc may follow fssmng ?Doft thou heare, 
Since my deere Soule was Mifiris of my choyfe, 
Aad could of men di fb, ber eleQuoa 
Hoth feal'd chee for her felfe. For chow haft bene 
As one jo feffering all, that fuffers nothing. 
A wanthat Fortunes beffets,sad Rewards 
Hach ‘rane wich equal! Thaakes. Aod bleft ere thofe, 
Whole Blood snd Iudgemen: asc fo well co-mingied, 
Thas chey sre nor s Pope fos Fortanes finger, 
Te found what flop fhe . Give me chec men, 
That is 00¢ P efhions Siaue, and { will weare him 
la my hearts Core: Jn avy Heart of heart, 
As I dechee. Something too mach of this, 
There a a Play to night bekore the King, 
Oae Sccene of it comes necre the Circumftance 
Which U have cold thee of my Fachers death, 
I prythee, when thou fee’ that AG o-foot, 

wea with the verie Comair of my Soule 
Obferne mine Vokle: Ifhis occuked guilt, 
Do nor it felfe vnkennell in one (peech, 
ke is 2 damned Ghoff chat we haee feene : 
And st alae nations ase as foule 
As VeicensSrythe. Giae him needfull nore, 
For I mine eyes will uct to his Face ; 
And after we will both ous iudgements ioyne, 
To cenfare of his feerning. 

Hare. Well my Lord. 

Ifthe Geale oughe the whil R chis Play is Playing, 
Aod {cape deteAing, | will pay the Thetc. 


Emer King, Queene, Polensas, Opbetia, Rofincravce 
Gaildcnfcrec aad cher Lords atendan: wub . 
ba Caard carrymag Torches. Dante 
March. Sound a Flerddh. 


Ham. They ase comaung tote Play : F mult be idie 
Get yous , 

Keng. How fares oor Cofin Hamlet? 

Hem. Excellence Ifsith, of che Camelione dith : l eare 
the Ayre promife-crame’d, you cannot feed Capans fo. 

Kg. Vhaue oching with this enfwer Hamer, thefe 
words ste not mine. 

Ham. No,por mine, Now my Lord, you plaid once 
ith’ Voneerficy, you fay ? 

Polen Thar} did wy Lord, end wes accounce- 3 good 
Aor. 

Sew And whee did you ena& ? 

Pol, 1 did cnsQ babes (afar, | was ksll'd 'th’Capiol : 
Brot kill'd we. 

Haas. 1 was a braice part of hum, tokill fo Capical) a 
Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? 

Ref. Smy Lord, they ft oar patience, 

fin. Come hither me Hawke fu me. 

Ha. No good Mothey,bere's Mettle More acireGine. 

Pel. Oh ho,do you marke ther f 

Ham, Ladie thal | lye in your Lap ? 

Opse. No cay Lord. 

Ham. | meene,my Head our Lap? 

Opbe. 1 my Lord. pre oe 

Ham. Do you chinke I meenc Country maturrs ? 

Opbe. I thinke noching, my Lord. 

Ham, That's a (sire thoughe to ly between Maids lege 

Opie, What is my Losd ? 
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Him. Nothiog. 
Opte, You are mertie,my Lord? 
Hem. Whol? 


Opte, Ly Lord. 
‘em, Oh God, your onely lig ge-maker-whee thoold 
e man do, bot be merrie. For looke yoebow cheereful- 


ly my Mother lookes, snd my Facher dyed withia’s two 
Hosses. 


Opbe. Nay, ‘tis twice two monerhs,my Lord. 
Ham. So long? Ney then let che Diuel weare blechke, 


for Lehane a Luise of Sables, Qh Heanens! dye twe me- 


neths ago, end not forgorten yet ¢ Then there's ® 
reat mans Memone, may onr-live his life halfe a yesre - 
Buc byrlady he awft builde Churches then : of otk thak 
he fudies noc thinking on, wath the Hoby-horfle, whote 
Epuaph ie, For 0, Por 0, the Hoby-borie is forgot. 


Hebazes play. The dawbe forw enters. 

Beter a Rang and, Queene, very lewingly ; 100 Queens embra- 
crag bem. She knocles axd makes hew of Proveff aren wase 
bom He takes ber vp, and deeloes bu open ber werk, 
Lages bem dewne vpen « Banke of Flowers She fering bam 
0-fleepe, branes bum. Anon somes m a Febow, takes off bie 
Crowne, kefcs 11 and pomves peyfon on the Kings eaves, and 
Exas. The Queene returnes, findes tha King deat, and 
weekes poffenate Alien. The Peyfoncr, with fouse cwe or 
three (Af utes comes m ag cme, fermang tolament with ber. 
The dead body 12 carveed away : 7 be Porfewcr Woees the 
Lacene wub Gifts, fore fecrmes leah and oweriling abide 
but on the cud accepts bis bene, Exec 


Opbe. Wha meanes this, my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry chis is Miching Afalecho, that mesnes 
Milcheefe. 

Opbe Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 
Play? 

Ham, We fhall know by thefe Fellowes: the Players 
cannoc keepe counfell, they7T cell all. 

Opbe. Willthey cell vs what this thew meant? 

Hem. | ,01 any fhew that youl thew him. Bee nor 
you atham’d to thew, hee aot thame co tell you whac it 


meanes. 


Ophe. Youare nsughe, you are naoghe, He maske we 


ve Emer Prologue 
hia anabealiley pels 
Herre fecpeng to yor lemecacee : 
We beg ge your bearing Patsentie. 
Ham. situa ee crue toes toning? 
Opbe. “Tisbnefe my Lord. 
Ham. As Womam louc. 


Ester King and bis Queene. 

Kong Fall shirtse somes hech Phoebus oes round, 
Nepcunes fale Wath, and Tells Orbed gr : 
And chartie dozen Moones wich borrowed fherue, 
About the World bane times cwelve chirties beene, 
Stnce lous ous hearts, cod Hyasew did ons bends 
Vaice cometes!l,ia mott {acted Bands. 

Bap. So many ienynies quay the Sonse end Moone 
Make vs agsiae cConas ote, cre lene be dane. 
Rut woe ss re, yoo are fo fiche of lee, 
So ferre from cheese,sod from forme Aste, 
Thac I diftreft you: yer 1éftref, 


Difcosnfort Lord) st eothing craw: 
ethene chy peat cai disinta 









ancither ought,or in extremity : 
Nee whar any lous is fe hath made yos know, 
And as my Loue is fiz'd, my Feere is fo. 
Kéog. Faith I muft leave thee Loue,and fhortty toe : 
My operant Powers my Fun&ions leave to do : 
And thou thal: Bue in this faxre world bchinde, 
Honour’d, belou‘d, sod haply,one as kinde. 
For Husband (hal: chou——— 
Bap. Oh confound the refi: 
Sach Love, muft needs be Treafon in my breft » 
Ia fecond Husband, let me be sccurft, 
None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the fir 
Han. Wormwood, Wormwood. 
Bar. The inftances thet fecond Marrisge moue, 
Are bale refpe&s of Thiift, but none of Love. 
A fecond time, 1 kill my Husband dead, 
When fecond Husband kiffes me in Bed. 
King. J do beleewe you. Think what now you {pent : 
Bat what we do determine, oft we breake; 
Purpofe is but the flaee to Memorie, 
Of violent Birth, but poore validities 
Which now like Frewe vnripe Aickes on the Tree, 
But fall vnfhak en, when they meilow bee. 
Mokt neceflary ‘tis, that we forget 
To pay ovr felucs,what to ovr Ietoes ts debe: 
What c0 one felues in paffion we propole, 
The paffion ending, doth the purpofe lofe 
The violence of other Greefe or foy, 
These owne ennefors with themfehues deftroy : 
Where loy moft Reuels, Grecfe dosh moft lament ; 
Greefe ioyes, Loy grceues on flender aceident, 
This world 1s not for aye, nor ‘tis not ftrenge 
That even ont Loves (hould with ont Fortunes change. 
For tis a ion left vé yet roproue, 
Wherher lead Fortune,or ele Fortune Love. 
The great man downe, you marke his favourices flies, 
re adaanc’d. makes Friends of Enemies. 
And hitherto doth Loue on Fortune tend. 
For who not needs, fhall neuer lacke a Frend- 
And who in wane 3 hollow Friend doth try, 
DireAly feafons him his Enemie, 
But orderly to end, where | begun, 
Our Willes and Faces do fo contrary run, 
That our Devices fill are overchzowne, 
Our thougtns are ours, ches ends none of our owne, 
So thinke chou wilt no fecond Husband wed 
Bet die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord 13 dead 
Bap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heaven ight, 
Sport snd repofe locke from me day and night. 
Each oppofite that blankes the face of roy, 
Meet what I would have well,and it deftroy: 
Both heere,and hence, purfue me tafting frife, 
If once s Widdow, ever I be Wife. 
Ham. ifthe thould breake st now 
King. °Tis deepely (worne : 
Sweet, lesue me heere a while, 
My (pitits grow dull, end fainc | would begufle 
The tedious day with feepe. 
Qa. Sleepe rocke thy Beaine, 
And neues come mifchance besweene vs twasne, 
Ham. Madam how like you this Play? 
Qa. The Lady procefts to much me thinkes. 
— Oh but thee’ keepe her word. es 
- Have you heard che Argument, 1s there no OF- 
fence in' ? a 
Ban. No,no, they do ber ieft, poyfon in aft, no OF 





































Sleeper 


Exe 








fence i‘th'world. 
- What doyos call the Play? 

Ham. The Moofe-crep : Merry bow? Tropically - 
This Play is the Image of s murder done in Viczme: Gow 
zago isthe Dukes name, his wife Bapt:fe : youthall fee 
enon: ‘uss knswifh peece of worke : Bet what othet ? 
Your Maiefiie, and wee chat haue free foules, it touches 
ws not: lecthe gall’d iade winch:our withers are yng 

Enter Licienm 
This is one Leciona nephew to the King. 
Pe aah ht ny 8 posal eseched Lord. 
aw. interpret betweene you and : 
if} could fee the Pu i dallying. Eee ra 

Opbe. You are on my Lord you are keene, 

: Hem. }¢ woold cof yous grosnng, to take off my 

edge. 
Cpe Sct better end worfe. 

Ham, Se you miftake Husbands 


Begin Murderer. Pox, lesue thy damasbleFaces, sad 
begin. Come,the crosking Raven doch bellow for Re- 


uenge. 
am Thoughts blacke, hands ape, 
Dragges fit, and Time sgreeing 
Confederate feafon, elfe.no Creature feeing : 
Thou mature ranke, of Midnight Weeds collefted, 
With Hecacs Ban, thrice blafted, thnce infeAca, 
Thy nararall Magicke,and dire propertic, 
On wholfome life, vfurpe immediately, 
Powves the poy fom ia bye cares. 
Ham. He poyfons him ith Garden for's eftaee: His 
name's or c the Scory isextane end wre in choyce 
Iralisn. You fhall (ce anon how the Mursberer gers che 
loue of Geezage's wife. 
Opbe. The King rifes. 
Han. Wha, Bigheed with falfe fire. 
Qu Howfsresmy Lord? =e 
Po. Give ove the Play. 
Krag. Give me fome Light. Away. 
AM. Lights, yo eens 
‘enet Hamlec & Heorane. 
Ham. Why let che firucken Deere po weepe, 
The Hart vngalled pisy - 
For forme mult watch, while fome muft fleepe s 
Sorunnes the world away. 
Would not this Sit.and  Forrelt of Feathers, ifthe reft of 
my Fortunes turne Turke with me; wieh ewo Proamesail 
Rofes on my rac’d Shooes, get the a Fellowfhip ine cre 
of Players fir. 
fer. Halfes hare. 
Hem. A whole one I, 
For thow doft know: Oh Danven deere, 
This Realme difmantied wes of Jouve himfelfe, 
Aad now reignes herre. 
A verse verie Paiocke. 
Hera. You mighc have Rim'd 
Ele. Ob good Herarse,ile take che Ghofts word fer 
athoufand pound. Did'ft perceiue ? 
Hera. Vere well my Lord. 
Ham. Voonche talke of rhe poyfooing? 
Flora, 1 dul vetie well note him 
Enter Rofncrance acd Guildenform. 
Ham Oh,he? Come fome Mufick.Come § Recorders 
For sf che King like noc the Comedic. 
Why then belike he likes 2¢ nos perdie. 
Come fome Muficke. 
Gaild Good my Lord, voech{efe me a word with ou 






Exeme 


















TheTr. 


Ham. Sir whole Hifory. 

wuld, The King, Ge, 

ama. 1 Ge, wehar of hint ? 

Culd. {2 inhis meruellous diftemper’d. 

Hen, With deinke Sit ? 

; ie No my Lord, rather with choller. 

‘on. Your wifedome fhould thew is (elfe more ri- 
ther, to fignifie this to his Dotor. for for me to put him 
cli el egg would perhaps plundge hie into farre 
more Choller. 

Guild. Good my Lord ae? Se difcourfe inco fome 
frame and Aart not fo wildely from my offayre. 

Ham. | sta tame Se, pronounce. 

Gadd, The Queene your Mother, in moft great affii- 
Aton of fpirie, haih feat me co you. 

Hen. You ace welcome. 

Guild, Nay, my Lord, this courtefie is not of 
che right breed. Its thell pleafe you to make mes whol. 
oct, your pardon, toy renroe thal bet the ead of 
ifnot, yous my retusne ¢ 
ee 


aaa Sie, J a 

Guild Whee, 

Han. Make yoo a wholfome anfwere: eny wits dif- 
ets'd. Bac fir, foch an(wers as J can mahe,you thal com- 
mand : or rather you fey, my Mother : therfore no more 
bur to the metrer. My Mother you fay. 

Rofia, Then chus the fayes : your behanior hoch ftroke 
her inco amazement end admiration, 

Hem. Oh wonaderfall Sonne, thatcan fo aftoni(fhs 
Mother. But is there no feqaell a the heeles of this Mo- 
thers admiration? 

Refs. She defues to {peake with yoo in her Clofiet, 
ere you go to bed. 

Ham, We thall obey, were the ten times our Mother. 
Haue vou any farther Trade with vs? 

Rofa. My Lord, you once didloue me. 

Ham. So ldo fill, by chefe pickers and Aealers. 

Reka. Good my Lord, what is your cafe of diftem- 
ig lyre) csr sgl bel as Libere 
ce, é your 8 to your Friend, 

Ham. Sih lecke Adeancemenr. 

Rofia. How can thet be, when you have the voyce of 
the King himfelfe, for your Succeffion in Denmarke ? 

Haws, I,bue “shralags graffe growes, the Prouerbe is 
fomething mofiy , 
Enter one with e Recorder. 
© the Recorder. Let me fee,to withdraw with you,why 
pildirg shapes tapcadlras wiadeofmee, ss if you 
would drive me latos toyle? 

Guild, O my Lord, if my Datie be too boldmy love 
le toa ynmsanerly, 

Ham. 1 do not weil voderftand thas. Will youplsy 
vpoa this Pipe? 

Guild. My Lord, I cennoe, 

Hem, \ pray you. 

Casld Beleeue me,] ceanot. 

Ham. 1 dobefeech you, 

Gadd; 1 kacww no couch of it,my Lord. 

Ham. “Tisas ealie as lying : gouerne thefe Verniges 
with your finger and chumbe, give it breath wich 
mouth, and i: will difcourle moft excellence . 
Looke vou, the fe are che Roppes. 

Gaild, Butt hefe cannot | commend to any vtterance 
ofhermony. I lasue not the skill, 

Ham, Why looke you now, how enworthy s thing 


Ham we 2 
make of me s you would pley mees you would 
Loses to kid my Rags iyou plick oue Gis heart 


of my Myfterie ; you would found mec from my loweft 
Nese to the cup of ery Compifics ond hese acl Mi 
ficke, excellent Voice, in this little Organe, cannot 
youmake it. Why do you thinke, that [ am cafier to bee 
plaid on, then » Pipe? Call me what Inftroment you will, 
though you can fret me, you cannot pley vpon me, God 


blefle Sie. 
ae Gastar Polen, 


Polen. My Lotd;the Queene would (peak with you, 


on. De you fee thot Clowe? tha’ slot in thape 
like e Camell. 
Polen, Byili Mille, and it’s like a Comell indeed. 
Hem. Me chiokes it is likes Wessel, 
Polen. Icis back’d likes Weasel, 
Ham, Or likes Whale / 
Polen, Verie like a Whale. 
Ham, Then will] come tomy Mocher, by and by : 
They foole me to the cop of my bent. 
1 will come by and 
Peon. Iwill fay Or Eek. 
Ham. By aad by, is eafily faid. Leaueme Friends: 
‘Tis now the verie witching time of night, 
When Churchyards yswne.ond Hell it felfe breathe out 
Concegron to this world, Now coald I drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bircer bufineffc as the aay 
Woeld quake co looke on. Soft now,co my Mother : 
Oh Heare, loofe nor thy Nature ; let not ever 
The Soule of Nerve, exeer this firme bofome : 
Letme be cruel, not vonasurell, = 
1 will fpeake Daggers to her, but vfe none : 
My Tongue and Soule in chis be Hypocrites, 
How in my words fomeuer the be thent, 
To glue therm Seales, newer my Soule confent, 


Emer King Rofiacrance and Cuildenfierne. 
King. I like him not, nor Rands it fafe with vs, 


Toler his madneffe : ore prepere 
l your Coomiffion wil forthwith difpetch, 
Andhe to Engisnd thal! along with you: 
The termes of our eftste, may not endure 
Hezard fo dangerous 29 doch hoerely grow 
Out of bis Lunscies. — 
Gaild. We will our fetues provide: 
Mofi holie and Religious feare it is 
To keepe thofe meny many bodies fafe 
Thac live end feede vpon yous Maichie. 
Refu. The Angle 
And iat life is bound 
With all the frength and Armour of che minde, 
To keepe it felfe from noyance 1 but much more, 
That Spiris, vpon whofe {pirie sand sefis 
The lives of many, the ceafe of Msieltie 
Dies not alone; bat like » Gulfe doch draw 
What's neereit, wichic. IJcie a maffie wheele 
Fixe on che Somuet of the higheft Mount, 
To whofe huge Sposkes, ten thoufend leffer things 
Acemortiz‘d and adioya’d : which when it Galles, 
Esch {mall sanexment, pettie confequence 
Accends the boyftrous Ruine. Neversione 
Did the King fighe, buc with oh rite lr 
King. Arme you, | pray you to this {peedic Voyage 
Fos we will Feccers put vpon chis feare, 
PP Whid 


Bosh... We ol hafhe es, 
Eater Pelonne . 
Pol. My Loed,be's going to his Mothers Clofier . 
Behinde the Arras Ile conuey my felfe 


To heare the Proceffe. Me warrant fhee’l tax him home, 


And es you {sid, and wifely eas it faid, 
"Tis meere thst fome more sudience then a Mother, 
Since Nevere makes them partiall, (hould o'te-heare 
a ee Fare you well my Liege, 
Ile call vpon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord. 
Oh my offence is canke, it fmels co heaven, 
Itbath the primall cldeft curfe vpon’t, 
A Brothers murther. Prey can J not, 
Though suey a P as will: 
My Rronger guile, ts my {trong sacent, 
Aud like a a 10 double bufociie bound, 
I fhand im paofe where I fhall fisft begin, 
And both negle@ ; what if chus hand 
Were thickes eben 1¢ fife with Brothers blood, 
Te chere not Rawe enough iw che {weet Heauens 
To wath ic white 3s Soow ? Whereto ferues mercy, 
But :o confroar the vilage of Offence ? 
And what's ia Preyer, bus this two-fold force, 
To bc fore-ftalled ere we come co fall, 
Or pasdoa'd being downe? Thea Iiclooke vp, 
My faulc is paft. But oh, whac forme of Praycs 
Can feruc my curne ? Forge me my foule Marthes : 
Thar cannot be, fince I an flill poffeh 
Of thofe effets for which I did che Murther. 
re esheets mine owne Ambition,and my Queene : 

a his be pasdoo'd,and recaine th’offence ? 
lo the corrupted carrancs of this world, 
Offences gilded band may thoue by Iufice, 
And oft tis feene, the wicked prize it felfe 
Bayes out che Law ; but ‘tis not fo aboue, 
Theress no fhufRing, there the Adtion lyes . . 
Ja bis true Nature, aod we our {clues compell’d 
Euen to the teeth end forehead of our faults, 
To giue in eudence, Whar chen ? What refts? 
Try whac Repentance can. Wha: can it noir 
Yet what can it, wheg one cannot repens > 
Oh wretched Rare! Oh bofome, blacke as death ! 
Oh limed foule, chat Rrugling co he free, 
Att more ingag’d : Hclpe Angels, make afley : 
Bow ftubborne knees,aod heart with ftrings of Sede, 
Be foft as finewes of the new-borne Babe, 
AU msy be well, 

Emer Hamlet, 


Hem, Now might I do it pat,now he is preying, 
Aad now Ile deo'e and fo he goes to Hesuen, 
And fo sm | seveng’d : that would be {caon'd, 
A Viflaime killes my Facber, and for thae 
ee Sonne, do this fame Villaine fend 
To heauen.Oh chis ss hyre and Sallery,sot Revenge. 
He coohe my Father stotiely, full of iad: 
With all bis Crimes broad blowne,as frelb as May, 
bad how his Audit ftands who knowes,faue Heauen: 
But in our circurmfance and courle of sboughe 
*Tas heaure with hin s and am J then cevueng‘d, 
Totakehim inthe parging of his Soule, 
When he is fir and leafon'd fos his paflege? No. 
Vp Sword,and kuow thou a more pow hens ' 





bahndarnmeheray Skee : 

Or inch’loceftuous plealure of his bed, 

As going, {weanng,or sbout fome afte 

That he’s 00 reilith of Salastion io’, 

Then crip him, thachis heeles may kicke st Hesuen, 

And that his Soule may be as damo’d sud biecke : 

As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother fteyes, 

This Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dsyes. Exe. 2 
Kaog. My words Bye vp,my hts remsin below, ‘ 

Words tchoughts, neuerto Heasen go. 9 Ex. 


Pray you be round with him. 
Hamaube. Mother mother, mother, 
Qs. tle warrant you, feare me not. 

Withdrew, I besre bin 

Ene Hania. 


Ham. Mather, you have 
ae. eeepc Lire wer with an idle t 
am, Go,go,you with an idic tongue. 
fs. Why bow now Hanis ? 
Ham. Whats the mercer now ? 
Qa. Heve you forgot me? 
Han. No by the Rood, not fo: 
You are the Queene, your Husbends Brothers wife, 
Bur would you were not fo. You are ney Mother. 
Qu PSone herp Sel eames airs 
Haw. come, nd fx you downe,you thall acc 


boudge : 
You go noc till } fet you vp a glaffc, 
Where you may {ee the inmof part of you ? 
Qe. What wilt thou do? chow wik aot curtbher me ? 
Helpe,helpe, hos. 
Pel. What hoa,helpe,helpe, helpe. 
Ham. How aow,a Raz? dead for a Duce, dead. 
Pel. Ob Lam ane. Kidles Peien ts 
Qe. Ob me,whac haft thou done f 
Han. Nay I know nor, ist the King? 
Qe, Oh what srath,and bloody deed is this ? 
Ham. A bloody deed, almolt as bed good Mother, 
As kill a King, aad marie wich his Brother. 
Qu Achill aKing? 
Hams. | Lady ,‘cwas my word, 
Thou wretched, rath, intruding foole farewell, 
I sooke thee for thy Betters, cake thy Fortune, 
Toeetne ta peers bates fome danger. ; 
Lesoe wrin of your hands, , fiz you downe, 
Aad lex i your heart, for fol dal 
If ic be made of penctrable Auffe ; 
If damned Caftome have not braz‘d it fe, 
Ther icis and bulwarke egainit Seofe. 
Qa.Whet heue I done, that chou dar’ wag toy tong, 
In pode fo rude agaaft me? 
Ham. Soch an A& 
Thec blurres che grace and bluth of Modeflie, 
Cals Vercue Hypocrixe, rakes off che Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love, 
Aad makes a blifter there. Makes martiage vowes 
As falfeasDicers Oathes. Ob fucha deed, ‘ 
s 


= un: 


The very foale, and fwoere Religion mekes 
Y reap ie binhop manele tg 

ea thi ; ¢ mefie, 
With triftfetl vilege as ag sinfl the doome, 
1s thought -ficke ac the 3&2. 

Qu. Aye me 5 what aft, ther roares fo lowd, & than- 
ders in the Index. 


carles, the fronc of love biméeife, 

Aneye like Mars, to threaten or commend 
A Station, like che Herald Mercurle 
New figited ona heseen kifhag bill; 
ACombination, and @ forme mndeed, 
Where cuery God did feeane to fer bis Seale, 
To gieeche world sflurance of a man. 
This was yoor Husband. Looke you now what followcs. 
Heere is your Husbsod, like a Mildew'd core 

bis wholfom breath. Have you eyes ? 
Coald you on thie faire Mountaine leaue to feed, 
Aad baccen on this Moore f He? Have you cyes ? 
You cannoc call 1¢ Lowe : For at your age, 
The hey-day 10 che blood is came, it’s humble, 
And waites vpon the ludgement : and whac Jedgement 
Wrould ftep this, tothe? Whar divell wast, 
Thec chas bath coufend you st hoodrasa-blinde ? 
OShame ' where is thy Bluth? Rebellious Hell, 
if thos rspdolen tara Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth, ter Vercve be as waxe, 
And melt oe fire. Prociasme no (home, 
When the compulfiec Ardare gives the char 
Sence Froft ic fetfe, as sAiuely doth burne, we 
As Reafon panders Wiil. 

2. O Hamlet, (perke ao more. 
Tecren'h taine cycs into my very foule, 
Aod there | fee fech biacke snd grained (pots, 
A> will not lease theis Tin. 
Han, bus tolue 

In the ranke fweat of on enfeamed bed, 
Seew'd in Correption ; honyig and making lose 
Ouer the nafly 9 


Ham. A Masdercr,and a Villsine : 
A Slave, thes is not cwensieth pare the ryebe 
pe peal adr nity Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A of che Empire and rhe Rute. 
That froma fhelfe,the precious Diadem Aole, 
And put it in his Pocket, 


ii». Nomore, 


Locer Chef. 
Ham. & King of (hreds and patches. 
Suc me ; und houer o're me with your wings 
Yow heavenly Gusrds.What would you graciows gare? 
a. Alashe'ssnad 
Ham, Do you not come your tardy Soane to chide, 
That laps’s in T we and Pathon, lets go by 
Thimportunt sing of your dread command? Oh fay. 
Gheff. Donos forgets this V sftacion 
Isbucto whet thy alnoft blunted perpofe, 
But looke, Amezemenc on thy Mother fits 3 


That you bend your eye on vacancie, 
And wth chek cerponl oyr bad cour 
Forth at > your tpizits wi 
Aod re ba se Soldiours in wae 
Your bedded haire, like life in excrements, 
Scart vp, and ftand an end. Oh gentic Sonne, 
Vpon eheheate and flame of thy diflemper 
Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do yos leoke ? 
Ham, Onhim,on bun: look you how pale he glares, 
His forme and caufe conioyn’d, preaching ro flones, 
Would make them espeable. Donor looke vpon me, 
Leaft wich this adion you conuent 
My fierne effeéts : then whet J have to de, 
Will want tree colour ; teares perchance for blood. 
Qu, To who do you fpeake this? 
Ham. Do you fee there? 
Qa. Nothing at all, yer etl chasis I fee 
ing heare ? 


Looke where he goes even now owt ac the Portall, £xv. 
Qs, This is the very coynage of your Braine, 

This bodileffe Creation extahe is very cunaing tm, 
Hem. Extahe? 


My Polle os related ote heepetime, 
And mskes asbealthfull Muheke. Ie ace med acile 
That I baue verered 3 brag me coche Tell 
And] themaccer willre-word which mednefie 
World gamboll from. Mocher.for lous of Grace, 
mei dectenindiaieas ey easbenl ea 
That not your ereipele, bur my madneffe fj 
Ic will bas skin aad fume the piece, 
WhilR ranke Corruption all withsn, 
gpa liege Confetfe your felfe to Heaven, 
epent what s paft, sucyd what is to come, 
Hidde sc Geta Copan asta Weekes 
Tomake them ranke. Forgive me this my Vertes, 
For m che fecnefle of chis partie times, 
Vertue st felfe, of Vice maft 
Yea courb,snd woe, for leaue to do him good. 
Ob Hanslet, 
Thee heft cleft my beast 10 twee. 
Ham, Othcow away the worfer port ofie, 
And line the purer with che ocher helfe. 
Good aighe, but go not to mine Vakies bed, 
Affume » Vercee, if you haue it not, refrane 00 night, 
And chat fhall lend s kinde of eafinefic 
To che next sbRtinence. Once more 
Eben cigs sce tor fadtack 
ile eof this 
Tas wegen te tesec task pew eta 
To punith me with this, and this wich me, 
Thec I muft be their Scourge and Miniftes. 
a will beftow ena pinup 
be desth J bim : fo egnine. nighe. 
i coed becerail one co be binde , 
Thas bed 8, ond worfe reoaioes behinde. 
Qu, Whee thell} do ? 
Epseieenptmelasshd Anadanoas thet 3 bid you do: 
c the blont King rempt you sgaine to 
Pinch Wencon oa your cheeke, eal youbis Moefe, 
And let him for a paire of reechuc kiffes, 
Dp 2 





Or 
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Or padting ie your secke with his dame é Pingars, 
Meke you se vavell all hia mnapeaeiodel: 
Thee I om not in madecile, 


and like the famous Ape 
in the Basket, creepe 


And breake owne downe. 
A. afius’d, if words be made of beesth, 
Aad of fe : | haue no life to breath 
Whar chou heft (side to me. 
Han. | aafi vo England, you know that ? 
Qu. Alacke! : Tis fo concluded on. 
Hem. ena oer oe a ag 
Ite legge the Gurs Ineo sgbbor roome, 
Moethe: Indeede dis Counfellos 
1s cow raoft moft fecret, end moft grear, 
Whe was in life, a fooltth prating Knsee. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 


King. These’s moucers in thefe fighes. 
Thefe 


pretound hesues : 
You maft cranflace : Tis ft we underfisnd them. 
eps peal par Ife igh? 
ave I feene to ai 
= asc Cosadss Hew do's Handle? 
Bu. Mad os the Sess,sad winde, when both consend 
Which is the Mighties, in his lawleffe fu 
Behinds the ing fomething fiirre, 
gdp other pore aehde at, aRee, 
And ia bic beai 8 o killes 


Ichad Gas with v4 Wed wea badthe: 

His Laverty is fall of threats ro al, 

Te you year felfe, te vs, to one. 

Ales how fhall bpeparee | be snfwered ? 

Ie will be laide to vs. whofe prowidence 

Should have kept fhort, refirein'd and out of haunt, 
This mad yoog man. But fe mach was ovr love, 
We would not vaderftend whe was mof' fic, 

But like the Qumes of a foule difeale, 


Guildrafiere 
Friends both go loyne you with fome farther syde: 
Haute in i eh Polene fleine, 


of Hamlet. 


Tole them hnew beth wher we merane toda, 
And what's done. Oh come owey, 


My foule is fall of difcerd and difmay. 


Lord? 


Spendge, my 
Teaxtach Stier dete Keg 
fach tdothe King 
cepes thers like an Ape im 
the cornet of bis iew, fir mouth'd to be left f, 
when he avedes what you haue glean’d , itis tha fquee- 
gr you thall be dry ane. 


on. The oarkepeaas is not 
wuaikebeds. Tie athing ——. aa 
Gatid. A thing my Lord? 
Ham, Of nothing : bring ene to him, hide Fox,snd ali 
aher. ium 


Euser King. 

. Ibave fene co feeke him, and ce Gnd the bedie : 
How is ie chez this men goes loots: 
Yet aul aot we put the ftrong Low on hin: 
bee's lowed of che diftraGed waulzirede, 
Who like nox m their tedgement, but their eyes: 
And where ‘tis fo, th'Offenders [courge ts weigh’d 
Bek nein: hc cficsee ra bene ol Coessiiaad eck 


This fodeme fending him away, mult feeme 
ddpeaiie givens, 
relecved 


; Buser Rofacranc. 
How now? Whar hath befalne ? * 
Refia. Where the dead body is beftew'd ay Lord, 
We cannec get from him. 
King. Bar where is he ? 


Without ay Lord,guarded ve kaow you 


Kong. Beiag hie befere vs. 
fob. Hos, Gulderflerect Being in my Leed. 


Ente Mamie od Guildeafarve. 
Keg, Now Hasles wehese’s Polonia? 
lam. At 


Keng. At Where? 

Be Nene co a wheat acer. 
teine convecetion of wormes are eae at hin. Your worm 
is your ene! for diet. We fat all creatures elle 
to fer vs.and we fac our feife for Megots. Your fot Kieg, 
end your leene is but fetuice to defbex, 
but co one Teble the end. 

King» Wher doft thou meane by this? 
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274 The Tragedie of Hamlet. 
Without the which we are Pidteres,or meete Bealts. : 


Le@, aad as much containing as el! chefe, 
Her Brother is ia feeret come from France, 
on his wonder, keepes himfelfe in clouds, 
A ee ee teak 
Wich peGiilen ofhis 8 
Se mee arescuBerscd: 
Wik nothing Gicke oer perfons co Arai 
In cere and care. et Depart 1S» 
Liketos eece in many places, 
Gives me feperfiuoes death. A Nose within. 


Emer oe Moffeeger. 
Go. Alecke,what noyle ws this? 
Kieg. Where are my Switzers ? 
Letthem guardthe doore. Whar 1s che seatter ? 
Ad. Sice fort felfe, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over-pecring of his Lift) 
Eates noc the Flacs with more smpricious hafte 
Then young Leeries, ina Riovous hesd, 
Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the wosld were now batto begin, 2 
; forgot, Caftome not knowne, 
The ers and of word, 
They cry choofe we ? Laertes (hail be Kong, 
, hands, and tongocs, applaud it co the clouds, 
-Larrees (hall be King , Leerses Kong. 
Bs. How cheercfally on the fal fe Trade they cry, 
Ob chus 1s Coynter you falfe Danith Dogges, 
_ Nefewthm, Eater Laertes, 
Kiag. The doores sre broke. 
Leer. Where 1s che King, firs ? Stand you all without. 
48. No, let's comein. 
Ler. } ‘ow giue me icaue. 
A. w: wil, o will. 
Laer. ithanke you : Keepe the doore. 
Oh chou vilde King, give me my Father. 
Qu. Calmely good Leertes. 
Laer, Tha of blood, that calmes 
Procieimes me Baflard 
Cries Cuckold to my Facher, brands the Hartot 
Ewen heere betweenc the chafte enfaurched brow 
Of my true Mother, 
my. Whatis the caale Leerres, 
Thas thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyaot-like? 
Theres AchDisiney dochbedge siege 
‘s ini hedge s King, 
That Tresfon can but 2S what Seal: 
AAs little of his will. Tell me Leertes, 
Why choo art chus Iacen& ? Let him go Gertrade. 
men, 


- rary rptadiene ohecoed then 'd with. 
° Allogeance : owes,to 
Confcience sad 


Grace, to the profoundeft Pit. 
I dere Dammaaion : to this point I ftand, 


Thet both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes tool le be renengd 


: ’ 
If you defise co know the cercaimie 
Of your deere Fathers deech, wlvtiahg? asa peep to 
That aay pet hae dsaw both Friend and For, 
‘Winner end Looler, 

Lan. None but his Enemies. 

- Will you know them then, 

La. Tohis good Friends, thus wide Ile ope my Asrnes 
And like the kinde L ife-rend’ring Poluician, 
Repaft thern with my blood. 

King. pid ee you {peske 

Like a good Childe, and a true Genrlemen. 
That lam guakleffe of your Farhers death, 
aa am aa fenhble in for it, 
Ie fall as lewell co your Jodgement pictce 
As dey do's to your eye. P 
A neift within. Let ber come in. 
Eater j 

Laer. How now? what noife 1s chat? 

Oh heace drie vp my Braines, teares feucn times fale, 
Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine eye. 
By Heaven,thy madneffe fhall be payed by waighe, 
Tillous Scie cernes the beame, Oh Role of Msy, 
Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, fwoet Ophelia : 
Oh Heavens, ist poflible,a yong Maids wics, 
Should be as mortal! as an old mans hife? 
Nature is fine in Loue,and where tis fine, 
It fends fome precious mRance of it felfe 
Afcer the thing it loues. 

is Opbe. They bore em bure fac’don the Beer, 

mon noay nowy Jory weny : 

Aud oa ieee bags Many Ateare, 

Fare you well my Dour. 

Lacr, tisd'ft thou thy wits, and did'ft perfwade Re- 
wenge,it could not move chus. 

“Opke. You muff fing downes-downe, and you cal! 
him s-downe-a. Oh, how the wheele becomes it? Ici 
the falfe Seeward chat Alole bis mafters daugheer, 

Laer, This nochings more then matrer. 

Opbe. There's Rotemary. that’s for Remembravace. 
Pray love cermember : and Lhere is Paconcies, that's for 
Thoughrs, 

Laecr. A document inmsdneffe, thoughts & remem- 
brance firced. 

Ope. There's Fennell for you, and Cohsmbines: ther’s 
Rew a he and heete's fome forme. Wee may call x 
Herbe-Grace s Sundaies :Ob you mudi weare yoor Rew 
with a difference. There's sDayfic, i would gue you 
forme Violets, bus they withes’d all when my Father dy- 
ed: They fay, he medea end 4 

For bonny fwoct Retin ts all my isp. 

Lar. Thoughs, end Affliction, Paffion, Hell it feife : 

She tarnes to Favour, and co preceineffe. 
Ophe. stud will be not Come agent, 
oftnd wall be not come agame 3 
No we,be is dead ¢010 thy Death-bed, 
Fie neuer wel come ag sine. 
Eis Beard as white as Snow, 
All Flaxen was bis Pole . 
Hous gowe be is gone snd we aft a0ay meat, 
bis Sovele 


@ . 
And of 9!iChrfian Soules, ] pray God. 
God bey yr Exeme Opbehe 
Laer. Do you fee tins, you Gods ? 
Reg. Laertes,5 moh common with your greefe, 
Or you deny me nghi: go bucepart, 
Meke 


~ 


The Tra 


Dlaks choice of wher your wifeft Friends will 
rope your you will, 


Be you content to lead pecience to vs, 
Aad we thall joynedy with your foals 
To gine kc due content, 
Leer. Lee his be fo: 
His meanes of death his ob(cure burial ; 
No Trophee Sword,nor Hatchment o're bis bones, 
No Noble rice, noc formell i 


oGentation, 
Cry ro be heerd, as “twere from Heauen to Berth, 
‘That | meft call in qeeftion. 


ing. Soyou fhall: 
And ch’offence ts, let the greet Axe fall. 
I pray you go with me. 
Emer Horatie with as Attendant. 


Freva, What ere they that would fpeske with me? 
Ser. Saylors fir, they fey they have Leccers for you, 
Her. Let them come in, 
I done kaow from what past of the world 
I fhould be grected, ifnot from Losd Hamies. 
Emeer 


Say. God bleffe you Six. 

Her. Lethim bleffe thee too. 

Say. Hee thall Siz, and’t plesfe bim. There's a Lecter 
for you Sit: Ie comes from th Ambaffadours that was 
bound for England, if yous name be Horatio, a¢ 1 am let 
to know it is. 


Reads the Latter. 

| acca pdaeloni bane onrrlock'd tleis give thefe 

Febowes fouve meaneste the King: Tloty hane Letters 
for berm. Sire we were swo dayes old at Sea, 0 Pyrate of very 
Warlicke eppoon ment gaues Chace. Finding our fates vee 
flow of Saile, we pet ona competied V alow. Ju the Grapple, 1 
beorded (hem . On the inflant they got cicare of oxr Shippe, fo 
1 adewe became their Prifener. They bane dealt with nee, lake 
Thera of \Merey , butt they karw what they ded. 1 ann to dee 
a good turne for them... Let rhe Krug base the Leiter: | bane 
feat, ad thou rome with as much baff as thos wouldsf 
fredeath [ came words to fpeake in your care, will make thos 
dambe, yet are they none toe lig he for the bors of the Statter, 
Thefe goed Fellowes will bring thee where | em Ruhncrance 
avd Gaildenfterne, bold thee courfe for Engiami Of therm 
bane mc ce tell shes, Farewell. 

He thas thou kurveft chine, 


for thefe a 
Come, f will give you way for thefe eters, 
And dot the Rreedrer, than you msy Sire me 
Tohim from whom you brought them, Ext. 
Enser Keog and Laertes, 
Kasg. Now moft your confcience my acquittance feal, 
And you muft put oil bit beart for Friend, 
Sith you haus heard, end with a knowing care, 
That he which hath your Noble Father flane, 
Purfued my life. 
Eaer. lt well aTEetes: Pursell me, 
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feates, 
$o aunstull,and fo Capicall in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wiledome,ali chings e!fe, 


, of Ha et. 2 : 
You were (firr'd 
Keg. O fos two 
och may to you (perheps) feeme mach 
And yet to me they ere » The Queen his Mother, 


lookes: Stren 
My Verwwe or my Plagee, be it exher 
She's fo lee co npy life and foule, 
That as the Stacre moves not but in his Sphere, 
T could not bac by her, The other Motiue, 
Why to a publike count J might not go, 
Is che lowe the gencral! gender besre hie, 
Whe dipping all his Faulss in chetr affeQtion, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stose, 
Conuert his Gyves to Graces, So that my Arrowes 
Too (lightly cimbred for fo louds Winde, 
Wooeld hauc reverred tomy Bow sgnine, 
And not where I had erm'd them. 
Leer, And fo have I s Noble Father loft, 
A Sifter driven into defperste teermes, 
Who was(if praifes may go becke agsine) 
Scood Challenger on mount of all che Age 
For her perfeQiions, But ¢e will come. 
Kreg. Beeake not your (cepes for thee, 
You muft not thinke 
That we sre mode of ftuffe, fo fist, end dull, 
Thee we csa let our Beard be fhooke with d 
And thinke it paflime. Yoo fhortly thall hease more, 
1 lou'd your Father, and we loue our Seife, 
And thar I hope will teach youto imagine. 
ei Eater a(Mefenger, 
How now? What Newes? 
ef. Letters iny Lord from Hamlet. This co your 
Maiefty : this co the Queene. 
Keg. From Hasler? Who broughe them ? 
(Mef. Ssylors my Lord they fey, I fave chem acts 
They were given me by Clendss, he recesu'd them. 
Keng. Laortes you fhall hese chem : 


Leaue vs. Exe Mefenger 
High and Mighty, you [ball kzew | am fer waked on your 
Kin - Tomerrew ball | beg ce keane te fee your Kingly 


Whiat fhoold this mesne? Are all the refi come backe 2 
Oris it fome abufe? Or 00 fuch ching ? 

Laer. Know yoo the hand ? 

Kin, ‘Tis Hamlets Charafter, naked and in a Pef- 
{cript here he fayes clone: Can you eduife me f 

Laer. I'm loft in it my Lord; but let him come, 
Jt warmes the very fickneffe in my heart, 


‘That ] thall live and cell him co bis seethy 


Thus diddefi chou. 
Km. Ifit be fo Laerter,ss how fhould it be fo: 
How otherwife will you berul’d by me? 
Laer. Ifo you'l not orerule me to a peace. 
Kin. Tothine owne peace: ifhe be now recurn’d, 
As checking et his Voyage,and chat be meanes 
No more to yndertake it; I idan wei hie 
Toan tnow ripe in m ice, 
Yoder the hich he hall not choofe but fall 
Aad for his death no winde of blame fhall breath, 
But euen his Mother hall yncharge che praGtice, 
And call ic accident: Some two Monthes hence 
Here was e Gentleman of Nermandy, 
Tue feene my felfe.end feru’d apsinft the French, 


znd they ran wellon Horfebacke; bur this Gallant 






















276 TheTr 


Had wiccheroft int; he grew into his Sest, 

And co fuch wondrous doing brought bis Horfe, 
As had he beene encorps’t and demy-Nacur'd 
With the braue Beaft,{o facte he paft my thought, 

That I in forgery of fhapes and crickes, 

Come fhort of what he did. 

La. A Norman west? 

Kise. ANorman. 

Laser. Vpon my life Lasseand, 

Kew, The very fame. 

Laer, 1 know him well,he is the Brooch indeed, 
And lemme of all ovr Nation. 

Kin, Hee mad confefficn of you, 

And gatic you fuch a Malterly report, 

For Arc snd exercife in your defence ; 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciail), 

Thst he cryed our,«'would be a fight indeed, 

If one could match you Sit-This report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy, 

Thac he could nothing doe but with and begge, 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with him; 
Now out of this. 

Laer, Why out of chis, my Lord? 

Kin Laerses was your Father deare to you? 
Or are you like the painting of e forrow, 

A face without sheart? 

Lar. Why aske you this? 

Kes. Not chat I thinke you did not love yottr Father, 
Buc that I know Loue is be bY Time: 

And that I (ee in peffages of proofe, 

Time qualifies che fparke and fire of it: 

Hamlet comes backe: whst would you vnderteke, 
To thow your felfe your Fathers fonne indeed, 
More then in words? 

Laer. To cathis throacich’ Church. 

Kev. No place indeed (hould murder San&urize; 
Revenge fhould haue no bounds: but good Lesrees 
Will you dor this, keepe clofe within your Chamber, 
Hamlet retucn'd, fhall know you sre come home : 
Wee'l put on thofe (hall praife your excellence, 
And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
The Frenchman gaue you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads, he being remiffe, 
Moft generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will noc perufe the Foiles? So that with eafe, 
Or with s little fhuffling, you may choofe 
A Sword vabsited, andin a paffe of practice, 
Requit him for your Father. 

Laer. 1 will doo’, 
And for that purpofe Ne snnoint my Sword: 
I bosght sn Vadtion of a Mountebanke 
So morcall, I but dipt a knife in ie, 
Where it dsawes blood, no Cataplafme fo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that haue Vercue 
Vader the Moone,cen faue the thing from death, 
That is but feracche wichall : Ile touch iny point, 
With this contagion, that if 1 gall him flightly, 
It may be death. 

Kin Lear's further chinke of chis, 
Weigh what conuenience both of time and meanes 
May fit vs co our thape, if this fhould faile; 
And that our drift looke through our bed performance, 
‘Twere better not sffaid; therefore this Prose 
Should haue s backe or fecond that might hald, 
if chis Chould blaft in proofes Soft,tec me fea 
Wee'l make a folemne wager on your commings, 














































_| And that he cols for drinke; Ile hsue prepar'd him 


pues an A&: and an AQ& hach three branches. it fs sn 


Hamlet. 


Itrat: when in your motion you are hot and 
As make your bowts more violent tothe end, “Ys 


A Challice for the nonce; whereoa bar Serine. 
Ifhe by chance efcape your venom'd Ane 
Our purpofe may hold there ; bow fweer Qarene. 


Ester Quem, 
Son: One woe doch creed vpon anothers heele, 
So fatt they’l follow: your Sifter’s drown'd Lacrres. 
Laer. Drown'd! O where? 
ewes, There iss Willow growes aflant 3 Brooke, 
That bis hore leaues in the glafhe fireame : 
There with fantafticke Garlands did the come, 
Of Crow. flowers,Nettles,Dayfies,and log Purples, 
Thac liberall Shepheards give s groffer name: 
Buc our cold Maids doc Dead Mens Fingers call them : 
There on the pendant boughes, her Coroner weeds 
Clambring ro hang; sn enuious fliuer broke, 
When downe the weedy Trophies,end her felfe, 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes {pred wide, 
And Mermaid-like,s while chey bore ber vp, 
Which time fhe chaunted (necches of ald eunes, 
As one incapable of her owne diftreffe, 
Or like a creature Native, and indued 
Varo that Element: but long it could not be, 
Till chac her garments, heavy with her drinke, 
Pul'd the poore wretch from her melodious buy, 
To muddy desth. 
Laer. Alasthen, is the drown'd? 
Queen, Drovwn'd, drown'd. 
Larr. Too mach of water halt chou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my ceares: but yet 
Icis our cricke, Nacure her ewflome holds, 
Let (hame fay what ic will; when chefe are gone 
The woman will be our: Adue my Lerd, 
I haue a fpecch of fire chat faine would blaze, 
Buc that this folly doubrs ir. Exr. 
Kin. Let's follow, Gerirude: 
How much I had to doe to calme his rage? 
Now feare! this will giue it Rart againe ; 
Therefore let's follow. 


Enter two Clawnes. 

Clown, 15 the co bee buried in Chriftian burial, chez 
wilfully feekes her owne feluation ? 

Other. cell chee the is, and therefore make her Grave 
arugin ts Crowner hath fete on ber, and finds it Chei- 
Rian Durisll, 

Cle. How cen that be, vnleffe fhe drowned her felfe in 
her owne defence? 

Other, Why ‘tis found fo. 

Clo. Icmult be Se offendends, it carmocbee elle: for 
heere fies the point; 1] drowne my felfe wittingly, It ar- 


A&ito doe and to pesforme; argall the drown'd her felfe 
wicnngly. 

Osher, Nay but hesre you Goodman Deluer, 

Clown, Give me leaue; heere lies the water; good : 
heere ftands che man; good; If che man poe to this wa- 
ter and drowne himtcle ; it is willhe mil} he, be goes; 
marke youchac? Bus ifthe warercome to him & drowne 
him; hee drownes nothimfelfe. Argall, hee that is not 
guilty ofhis owne death, fhoctens not his ownc life. 

Osber. Bur is this law? 

Clo. I marry ist, Crowmers Queft Law. 


The T ragedse of Hamlet. 2 


Orker, Wil you he the truth on'ce if this hed not 
beene sGenelewoman, thee thould hase beene busied 
out of Chriftian Bariall. 

Cl. Why there thou fey'R. And themore pitry thet 
grest folke thould have counttnance in this world co 
drowne or hang themfeloes,more chen their even Chrifts- 
an. Come,my Spade; there is no ancient Gendemen, 
but Gardiners, Diechers end Grave-mskers; they hold vp 
Adem: Profefhon. 

Other. Was bes Gendeman? 

Cle. He was the firft that cvcs bore Armes. 

Other. Why he hed none. 

Cle. What,ar’t a Heathen? how doft thou vnder- 
Qend the Scripture? the Scripture feyes Adew dig'd; 
could hee d:gge wnhout Armes? tle put enother que- 
fron to theesif thou safwesefi me not to the purpofe,coa- 
fefle thy felfe——— 

Other. Go too. 

Cle, Whacishe that builds Rronger then ekber rhe 
Mafon, che nghe, oc the Carpencer / 

Orber. The Gallowes maker,for chat Freme oscrucs 9 
choufand T eoance. 

Cle. Like thy wie well in good faith, the Gallowes 
does well; but how does it well? ic does well to thofe 
thac doe ill: now, thow doft ill tofsy the Gallowes 1s 
built Aronger shen the Church. Argell, che Gallowes 
may doe well ro thee. Too'r sgsine, Come. 

Orber, Who builds Rronger then « Mafon, « Ship- 
wright,or a Carpenter? 

te. 1, tell me thar,and vnyoake, 

Orber. Marty now [cen cell. 

(ie. Too'e 

Orber, Maffe,! cannos cell. 


" Enser Hassler and Horaste a farve off. 
Cle, Cudgell chy brainesno more abour i; for your 
dull Affe will not mend his pace wich beating, and when 
ou are ask’t chis quefluco next, fsy » Grave-meker: the 
oanfes that he lafts ili Doomefday : go, get tnee 
to Tang bee ferch me a ftoope of Liquor. 
Su 


t. 
Jn youth whee tdi loo did lone, 
met a was very facete : 
Te contrall O the seme for a ry boboue, 
Ome there was netborg meete. 

Ham. Ha'sthis fellow no feeling of his buftneffe that 
he fings st Graue-making ? 

Her. Caftome hath made tt in bien s property of e& 
fineffe. 

Ham. Tis ee'n fo; the hand of little Imploymer hath 
the dancer fenfe. ° 

riety ss Sb 
Ber Age wah bu ficalng fieps 
babe mma on bse clatch ; 
Atadbab me eutil the Land, 
a of f bad nener beane fac. 

Ham. Thac Scull hed atongvee init, nd could fing 
once; how the knave iow!es it to ch’ grownd, se if ic 
were Caines lew-bone, that did the firft murther: Jt 
mught be the Pareof a Polrtitian which chis Aife o're OF. 
fices:one that could circumoent God, might i net? 

Her. 1: aight, my Lotd. 

Ham. Or of e Courties,which could fay, Good Mor- 
row (wee Lord : hew doft chos. good Lord ? this 
might be my Lord fecb aone, thet prais’d my Lord {och 
sones Horfe, when be mesnc co begge it; meght it not ? 


pe we, oe fo: and 

Pp a fo: now Wormes, 
Be aiedi eae 
Spade, heere's fine Resolution, if wee had the tricke to 
fee’t. Did thefe bones coft no more che breeding, bar 


to play at Loggets with ‘em ? me ake to chinke 
an’. 


Clowne fags. 
A Pickbaxe and a Spade a Spoda 
for anda mg - Sheete: 
Oa Pa of Clay for te be made, 
for fick a Gueff 0s merci. 

Ham, There's anocher : why mighe nos enat bee the 
Sewli of of a Lawyer? where be bis Qyuiddits now ? bis 
Quillets? his Cafes? his Tenures,and bis Tncks? why 
doe's he fuffer this rade knaue now to hnocke him abous 
che Sconce with 3 dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of 
his A@ion of Bactery ? bum. This fellow might be m's 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Scacaces, his Recog- 
nizances,his Fines his double Vouchers, his Recoueries: 
is this che fine of his Fines,and the recouery of his Reco- 
weres, co haue his fine Pere full of fine Dire? will his 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchafes, and dou- 
ble ones too , then the length end breadth of s pare o 
Indentures? the very Conueyances of his Lands will 
heedly lve in this Boxe ; and mult the Inheritor bimfelfe 
hsue no more? ha? 

Her, Not aioe more,my Lord, 

Ham. 1s not Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes ? 

Her, i my Lord,and of Calve-skinnes too. 

Flam. They ere Sheepe and Caloes that feek out afu- 
rence in that, 1 will fpeake to this fellow: whofe Graue's 
this Sir? 

Cle. Mine Sir: 

O 4 Pa of Clay for to be made, 
fer fach a Geeff ss mrecte. 

Fiem, \chinke ie be chine indeed:for thos lie in’. 

Cle. You lye out on’t Sir,and therefore it 0 not yours: 
fot my part,} doc not lye sn't; and yec it ic mine. 

Haw, Thou dofi lye in't, to be in'c and fay ‘tis chine: 
"tat for the dead, nos for the quake, cherefore choo 
lye. 

Y Clk Tis a quicke lye Sit, "cwill away ogeine from me 
co you. 

Hem. What man doft thou dig ge it for ? 

Clo, For no man Su, 

Ham, What woman then? 

Cle For uone neither. 

Ham. Who isto be buried io’c ? 

Cle. One thst wasa women Sirs; but reft her Soule, 
fhee’s dead. 

Hem. How abfolute che kaeucis? wee muft {peake 
by the Carde, or equivocacion will vndoevs: by the 
Lord Herario, thefe three yeares I have taken note of ik, 
the Age is growne fo picked, thet the toeof the Pefane 
comes fo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee gells bis 
Kibe. How long hafi thou been a Grave-maker? 

Cle. Of all che dayes ith’ 1 came coo’ that dey 
thor our lat King Hamner o tecame Fertisbras. 

Ham. How long is that Gace? 

Cle. Cannot you cell that? every foole can tell chac : 
Ic was the very day, thas young Hamier-was bore, hee 
that was mad ,20d fens into oy op 

Haw. \raarry. why was he fenc into Engiend ? 

Cle, Why, becaafe he was mad; hee thal! recower his 
wits chere; of if he do net, it’s no grest macger there. 
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Fam. Why? 

Qin ‘Terillnoe be feene in hie,there che men are 06 
med os he, ; 

Fiem, How came he mad? 

Cle, vey ee 

Ham. y? 2 

Cle. grabs epmiscny aaa 

Ham. een 

. Why bere in Denmarke :] have bin fixeteene 
heere,man and thirty ycares. 

Han, Spey nd witl a man lie sth’ earth ere he rov? 

Cle. Ifeith,sfhe be not rotten before he die(ss we have 
many pocky Cosrfes now adaics, that will fcarce hold 
the laying in) he will lef you fomecight yeare, ornine 

. A Tanner will laft you nine gear e. 

Ham. Why he,more then another ? 

Cle. Why fr, his bide is fo tan‘d with bis Trade, chet 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, 
19.9 fore Decayer of your horfon dead body. Heres 8 Scull 
now:this Scul, bas laine mm the earth chree & cwenry years. 

Han. Whofe was it? 

Cle. A whorcfon mad Fellowes ic was; 

Whole doe you thinke it was? 

Han, Nsy,\ know not. 

Cl. A pefitence on him for s mad Rogoe,s pou'rds 
Fleggon of Renith on my head once. This fame Scull 
Sir,this fame Scull fic, was Torieks Scull,the Kings leficr. 

Hem. This? 
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Cle: E'ene chat. 
Hane. lec mefce. Alas Terick,l koew bim Fo- 
rasso,p fellow of infinice ef of moft excellent fancy, be 


hath borne me on his backe s choafand times - And how 
abborred my Imegination is,my gorge rifes at it, Heere 
hung thofelipps, chac] haue ki I know not how oft, 
VVhere be your Jibes now ? Yous Gambals ?# Your 
Sengs¢ Your flafhes of Mersimenc that were wontto 
fer the Tadic on a Rore}No one now co mock your own 
leering ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get you to my Lacies 
Cranes ,and tell her,let her paint an inch thicke, to this 
fauour fhe maft come. Makeher laugh at chee: pry- 
chee Hoerarie ceil me one thing. 

Her, What's chat my Lord ? 

Ham. Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o'this fa- 
fhion ch” earth 7 

Hor. Bene fo. 

Hem. And (mel: fo ? Puh, 

Her. E'enclo,my Lord. 

Hem, To what bale vies we may retcume Herat. 
Why may net Imagination crace the Noble duft of 4- 
lexander, wil he find it Nopping a bunghole. 

Her. ’T were to confider : to curioufly to confider fo. 

Ham, No faithnot siot. But to follow him thether 
with modeftic cnough, & likelichocd co lead it; a3 thus. 
Alexander died : Alexander was buried: Alexandr re- 
turneth into deft; the daft is earth; of earch we make 
Lome,and why of chac Lome (whereto he was conuere 
ted. rmigh they not ® Becre-berreil? 

Imperial Cafiar dead and cum'd co clay, 
ight flop 3 hole to keepe che winde sway. 
Ob chat t 


earth, which the world in awe, 
Should pacch 2 Wall,’’expefl the winters flew. 


But foft.but foft, afide; heere comes the King. 














wet e 
The Queenc,the Courtiers. Whois that they follow, 


eof Hamlet. 


nig with other fol oe beg — 
Cosrfe they follow did perate hand, 
Fore do it owne life; ‘twas fome Efste, 
Couch wes while.and seni 
Lasr, What Cesimony elfe? 
Ham, That is Lesrses,a very Noble youth : 
Law. Whar Ceri efet 
Pricf, Her Obfequies haue bin as fatre inlerg’d, 
As we have warrantis,her death was doobcfull, 
And bur chat great Command,o're-Lweies the order, 
She thould in ground vnfanQified hauc lodg’d, 
Till che lat Trumpet. For charitable praier, 
Shardes Flines, and Peebles, fhould be chro wne on her- 
SA heere dag croton ber Virgin Rites, 
et Maiden mencs,and the bringing home. 
Of Bcil and Burial, 
Laer. Muft there no more be done? 
Pri. No more be done: 
We thould prophane che feruice of che dead, 
To fing fage Requiem,and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted Soules, 
Laer, Lay her ich’ carth, 
And from her faire and vopollured flefh, 
May Violets fpring. 1 tell cles iat Priel) 
A Miniftsing Angeil (hall my Siftes be, 
When thou lieft howling / 
Harm. Whie,the faire Ophelia? 
avers, Sweets,to che (weet farewell, 
I nop ae tow sarees Harnlads wifes 
1 thou Bride-bed to decke({weet Maid) 
And set eho ftrew'd thy Greue. 
Laer. Ohterrible woer, 
Fal! cen tines trebble,on that curled head 
Whofe wicked deed thy moft Ingenousfence 
Depriu'd thee of. Hold off the earth a while, 
TH I haue cought her once more in mine armes 
Leaps ts the grante, 
Now pile your duft,vpon the quicke,snd dead, 
Till of this fiat 8 Mounzaine you have made, 
To o'retop old Palson,or the skyith head 
Of blew Olvmpus. 
Ham, What is he,whofe griefes 
Beares fuch an Empbafis ? whofe phrafe of Sorrow 
Coniure the wandring Starres,and makes them fiend 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ¢ This is}, 
Hamlet the Dane. 
J.aer, The deuill rake thy foule, 
Ham, Thou pratt not well 
Porythee take thy fingers from my throst; 
Sir though | am nox Spleenative,snd rath, 
Yet haue I fomething in me dangerous, 
Which le¢thy wifeneffe feare. Awsy thy hend. 
King. Pluck chem sfunder. 
Qs. Hauler, Hamlet 
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. 
Ham, Why I will fight wich him eppon this Theme, 
Vail my eielids will no longer wag. 
Qs. Ohmy Senne, Hhat Theame 2 
Ham. \ou'd Ophelia; forrie choufand Brothers 
Could not( with all chere quentitie of Loue 
Make vp my fomme. What wilt thou do for her? 
King. Oh he is mad Lerrtes, 
Qu. For love of God forbeare him, 
Ham. Come fhow me what thow'e doe. 
Woot # Woo't fight? Woo'c reare chy felfe 
Woot drinke vp £fis,eme s Crocodile ? 












Jhe 


Ile doo’t, Doft thou come heere to whines Her. I, good my 


La atae olcad teal oi, in her Greue ? 
Be buried quicke with her,and fo will 1. 

And if thou prate of Mounesines; let them throw 
Millions of Akers on vs ; cil our ground 

Sindging bis pare againfi the berning Zone, 

Make Offa ike awart. Nay,end thoal’t mouch, 

Ike rant as well ss chou, 

Kee, This is meere Madneffe 3 
And chus awhile the fit will workeoa him: 
Anon as patient as the female Doue, 
When that her Cuplet sre difclos’d 
His filence will ht drooping. 

Han, Heare you Sit: 
What is the chet you vie me thes ? 
1 loud’ youener;bac it is no master: 
pe Hercules hienfeife doe what he may, 

Cac will Mew ,and Dogge willhavehisdey Axa. 

Ker. | pray you good Herasse wait vpon him, 
Steengthen you parience'ta ovr lat nights {peech, 

W ee’l put rhe macter coche prefent path : 

Good Gertrade fet ome watch over yous Sonne, 

This Grave thall haue s liuiog Mortument : 

An houre of quiet fhordy thall we fee; 

Till chep,in patience oor proceeding be. Exams. 
Enver Hamlet and Horasie. 

Ham. So much for chis Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You doe remember all the Circumftance. 

Her. Remember it my Lord? 

Ham, Sir,in my hearc there was 2 kinde of fighting, 
That would not lec me fleepe; methoughtI lay — 
Worfe chen the mutines in che Bulboes, rathly, 

(And praife be rathneffe for it) bet vs know, 
Our indifcretion pid psspateripa i Nae : 
When our deare do paule,and thes teach v6, 
There's a Divinity chet fhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew chem how we will. 

Her. Thatis moft certaine 

Ham, Vp from my Cabin 
My fea. {carft ebous mein the daske, 
Grop’d I to finde out them ; hed my defire, 
Finger’d cheir Packet,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, meking fo bold, 


es Soares Ceereng one) to wnfeale 
baal qt iffion, where ] found Hoeratie, 
roye 


Her, Ift poffible? 

Ham. Here's the Commiffion, read it at more sey fares 
But wile thou hesre me bow I did proceed ? 

Her. 1 befeech you. 

Han. Being thus benctted round with Villsines, 
Ere 1 could make s Prologue to my braines, 
They had begun the Play. I Gremedowne, 
Deuis’d a dew Conmmiffion, weore it faire, 
I once did bold it 2s our Scatifts doe, 
A bafenefleto write feire; sad laboured much 
How co forget that lesrning : but Sisnow, 
Icdid me Yeomans feruice : wilt chou know 
The effedts of whac J wrove? 


a. 

Flam. An carnelt Coniurstion from the King, 

As Englend wes his faichfull Tribuc 
As love betweene them,as the Palme 
As Peace fhould fill her wheaten Garland w 
And ftand s Comma ‘tweene their amities, 
And many fuch like Affis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of thefe Contents, 
Without debaterment further,more or leffe, 
He fhould the bearcrs put co fodsine death, 
Not thriving time allowed. 

Her. How was this feal'd? ‘i 

Han. ,ewen in that was Heaven ordinate; 

Ihed my pach Signet in my Purfe, 

Which was the Modell of thet Danith Seale : 

Folded the Writ vp in forme of che other, 

Subfcrib‘d ic, gau'c ch’ impreflion, plac’ it fafely, 

The changeling never koowne : Now, the nex: day 
Wasour Sea pense what to chis was femenc, 

Hor, So Cuildenfterne and Refiscrance, go too. 

Ham.W hy men,tbey did make love to this imployment 

They ase not neere my Confcience; their debace 

Doth by their owne infinustion grow: 

‘Tis dangerous, when the baler nature comes 
Betweene the paffe,and fell incenfed points 

Of mighzy oppolxes. 

Hor. Why, what 3 King is this? 

Ham. Does it aor, thinkh thee, Aland me now vpon 
He that bath kil'd my King, and whor'd my Mother, 
Popc in betweene th'eleChon and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch coozenage; ist not perfeat confcience, 
To quit bie with this arme? And is't not to be dama'd 
To let this Cenker of our netuse come 

Her Temuftbe fhordy kao him from Eoglend 

He. Kt wne to him 
Whac isthe sflue of the bufinefle there. 

Ham. \t will be thore, 
da ee —— a mans pide no more 

to fay one: but 1 am ver ood Horatio, 
That Soe 1 forgot my dife; . 
ale Aaa image of ry Caufe,! (ce 
The Portraiture of his; He count his feuours ; 
But fare the b of his griefe did pus me 
Into 2 Towring pafiion, 
Hor. Peace, who comes heere? 


Emer young Ofvicke. (marke. 
Ofr. Your Lordthip is right welcome beck to Den- 
Ham, \ humbly chenk you Sic,doft know this water flic? 
Ham, Thy fate is the more gracious; for ‘tis 1 vice to 
know him: he heth much Land, and fertile; let a Beats 
be Lord of Beafts, and bis Crib thall ftand at che Kings 
Mefie; ‘tis 3 Chowgh; but as J faw fpaclous in the pof- 
feffion of dist. ae 
Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendthip were at Ieyfurc, 
I fhould impare a ching yes from his Maiefty. =e 
Ham. 1 will receiue it with all diligence of {pisiypus! 
your Bonet to his right vfe,'c:s for the head, 
Ofr, Ichanke your Lordhiip,'us very hot. 
Ham. No, belecue mee‘cis very cold, the winde is 
Northerly. 
Ofr. Ic is indifferene cold my Lord indeed. 
Bis, Mee chinkes ic is very foultry,and hos for my 
Complexion, 


Cs} 
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. Lord.se foultry,ss ‘twere not now, yer ic will come; the reedinefie is all, face 
pee of efi Loca Beit bd Bg man ha's ought of whet he Jeaues. What ist a6 besos be: 
Rifiero you, thathe be's laid a great wager 00 your bead: | times? 


Siz, this is che metrer. 


o- 



















Has. | befeech you remember. Euter King, Queen, Lasrtes aed Lords, with ether Actes- 
Of. Ney,to goad faith, ledpmastncley Jeter dens wb Foyle:, and Gamelss, a Table and 
Sir,yoo ere aot ignorans of what excellence Lewres is ot Flagees of Wine ent. 
his weapon. 
Han. What's his weapon? Kis. Come Henle come,and take this hend Gem me. 
Ofr. Rapier 204 dagger. Haw, Giue me your perdon Sic,] ‘se deat you wreng, 
Hon. Tua two ot his bur well Bat pardon’ 2s you sre a Gencleman. 


weapons; : 
The Gir King ha’s wag‘d with bio fix Barbery Hor- | This knowes, 

fs genie ich he : delat keeles And you moft needs have heard how I am panies 

Rapiers end Poalards, with their affignes, es Girdle, | With foredifirs@ion ? What J bene done 

Hangers ot fo: three of che Carriages infaith are very | Thac might your asture honoer, and exception 

deare to fancy, very refponfieero the hiles, mofi deticace | Roughly swake, | beere procleiene wes meduefle: 


and of very liberal! conceit. Ware et pale ? Newer FZaneh 
Han, Wher call you the Carriages? tane way: 
Of. The Casris a Sir, areche ban geri And when he’s cot hinslelic,do's 


‘em. The phrafe would bee more Germaine rothe | Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet deniesin: _ 
matter: Jfwecould Cannon by ous fides; | would | Whe does ic chen? His Msdneffe ? If ¢ be fo, 

te might be Hangers till bet on fixe Barbary Hor. | Hamlet \s of che Fadtion chat bs wreng'd, 

fes ageinft Ge French Swords: their Affignes,end three | His mednefic is poore Hanlers Enerey, 

liberal! conceited Carriages, that's the French bur 2- | Sir,sn this Audience, 

gaint the Dearth; why is chis impon’d as you call it? Let my difclarming froro s purpos’d exill, 

Ofr. The King Sit hath laid that ins dozen psffes be. | Free me fo farre in your moh generous thoeghes, 
tweene you and him, hee (hall not exceed you three hits; | Thac J hase thot mice Asrow o're the houke, 

He hath one rwelve for mine, end that would come co | And burt my Mother. 

imediare trysll, if your Lord(hip would vouch{afe the Larr. 3 om farisfied in Necure, 

Anfwere. ‘Whofe motive in this cafe fhould flirre me mo8 
Han, Hew if I anfwere no? Tomy Revenge. Bats my termes of Honor 
Ofr. I mesnenry Lord, the oppofition of your perfon | 1] ftand sloofe, and will po reconcilersent, 

in lL, Till by fome elder Mafters of knowne Hower, 
Ham. Sir, 1 will walke heere in the Hall; if ie pleafe | I haves voyce, end prefident of peace 

his Maieftie, ‘tis the time of day with me; let | To heepe my name vngorg’d. tall chat time, 

che Foyles bee b: che Gentleman willing, and the | Idoreceive your offer'd loue like love, 

King hold his J will win for bim :f 1 can: if | And wil not wrong it. 

not, Ile gsine nothing but my fhame, and the odde his. Hem, | do embrace it freely, 























Off. Shall redeliner you ee'n fo? Aad will this Brothers wager Grankely play. 
Hem. To this effedd Str, after what floerith your ne- | Giue vs the Foyles: Come on. ”" 
ture wii). Laer. Come one psi 
Ofe. lL commend my dary co your Lordthip. Hem. llebe your foile Leertes,jn mine ignorence 
Ham. Yoore, veut hee does well to commend ic | Your Skill thall like e Sarre i'th'darkeft aight, : 
hiefelfe, there sre no tongues elfe for's tongue. Sticke fiery off indeede. 


Her. This Lapwing cuns sway with the thell on bis Lar, Youmocke me Sir. 
ee, Ht did Complie with his Dugge before hee be cee ea Ofricts 
an. He di is ore Kag. Gieethem : 
fock's it: chus had he and minc more of the {sme Beasy Coulee funds; poukiote the cage. , 
thec I know the drofite ge dotes on,only got the rune of Ham. Verie well my Lord, 
the time, aud outward Inbite of encounter, a kinde of | Your Grace hech iside che oddes ath weaker ide. 
yefty colledtion, which carries them through & through . Idonot feareic, 
the moft fond sad winnowed opmioas;end doe but blow | J have feene you borh: 
them to their tryalls: the Babbies are oot. But fince he is betces’d, wre hawe therefore oddes. 


Her, You will lofe thts Lord. Ler. Thisistoohesuy, 

Ham. 1 doe not thinke fo, went inco France, | Let me fecenother. 
I hance beene in continaall pradtice 3 I fhall winne at the Baw. This likes me well, 
oddes : bet thow not thinke howsl) heerea- | Thefe Foyles haveell a length. Preparete play. 
bout my heart: bur it {s no matrer. Ofticke. Imy good Lord. 

Her. Ney, Kieg. Set me the Seopes of wine vpon tbat Table: 


ci 
Hea. itn foolery 3 bur it is fech a kinde of | If Hamier gwe the firft, of fecoad hit, 


es would perhaps trouble s women, Or quit in anfwer of che third exchange, 
Hor. Wyour minde diflike any thing,obey.1 will fore. | Let all che Bactlements their Ordinance fire, 
Gall their repsire hicher, end fey you arenot fic. The King thal drinke to Hanslers better breach, 


Not 0 whit, we defie Aogury; there's s fpeciall | And in the Cup an enion thal he throw 
Providence in che fall ofa {perrow. If ic benow,‘tisnes | Richer then chac,which foure fuccethue Kings 
to come: fic boenot to come, itwill beenow : fic | InDenmaskes Crowne have wornc, 
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Gine me the Cups, 


And you te tedgebene ® wary eye. 


Hen. Come cn fe, 


Li a Nepkin, rub thy browes, 
ri gyre oa a aca 
Kieg. Gerervde, doncr dinke. 
paeapioar seca 

I pray you perdon me. 

King. Icis che ’d Cop, iets coo lece, 
Mas jatmiyeune 


King. btm oenawa 

Ham. come, 

Of. ro the Capen chars od: 

Her, They bleed on Boch fides, How ist my Lord? 
. How is’t Laster? 


Oh my deere Hamlet, the drinks, the driake, 
shart alder 
‘am, Oh Villeny ! How? Let the doorebe leck'd. 


Trescherie, feeke it out. 


. Loe, heere f lye, 
Neuer co rife ageine : Thy Mothers poyfon'd: 


28] 


1 can no more, the King, 
Han, The 


Al. Treafon, Tresfon. 


- O yet defend me Friende,! 
Demoed Dane, 
Driake off this 1 Is chy Viiien heere ? 


Follow my Mother King Dyes. 


by himfelfe : 
death come not vpen thee, 


Ham. Haasuen make thee free of i, follow chee” 
Ean dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew, 
You that looke pale, and crembie at this chence, 
That are but Muces or sudience to this afte : 
Had I bur time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is firich'd la bis Arreft) oh I could tell you. 
But let a : Horatio, l am dead, 
Thes lia'f, report me and my caules 1 
To the vafetisfied. ot ih 
Her. Never beleeue ie, 
J am more aa Aatike Roman then s Danes 
Heere’s yet fome Liquerleft, 
Hem, As th‘stt a men, give me the Cup. 
Let go, by Heaven Ilehaue't. 
Oh goed Herazie, raphe eae) 
(Things flanding thus vnknowne) thal! Kee behind me. 
If thou did't euer hoid mein thy heart, 
Abfent thee from felicicie awhile, 
And in this harth world draw thy bresth in paine, 


Torell my Storie, pep ene 
What waslike noyfets this? ; 


Enter Oficky, 
Of. Yong Fortiabras with come fro Polsed 
Toth’Ambsfladors of Englond gives chis warlike volly. 
Han. ce) I dye Horatie é 


The potent ore-crowes my fpirie, 
t cosas Ut os hears Was Niches roms Regions: 


Which hese foliciced. The reft is flence. 0,0,0,0, Dyer 
Hera. Now crackea Noble heart: 
pad fishes of arte ies thy ref, 
t to 
Why de'stbe Drttume atne hicher? 
Bouter Fortiabe as and Anbdfader wich Dramme, 
ity) Par tey i 
Fortin. Where is this 
Her, What isixye 
Tfowghe of woe, oc wender, cas 


Per. His 
Whacfeaft ictewsed in chine erernell 


The chat 
To rell him his commandment is 
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That Rofincr eves ond Gusldsafterne are deed : 
Where fhould we haue ous chankes ? 
Her. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th’sbilicie of life co chanke yoo : 
He never gave command'mens for their death. 
Bur fince fo iumpe vpon this bloodie queftion, 
You from che Polske warres, and you from England 
Are heere arrived. Give order that thefe bodies 
High on a flage be placed co the view, 
And let me {peaketoch’yet vnknowing world, 
How thefe things came about. So fhill you heare 
Of carnal, bloudie, end vanarural! acts, 
Of secidencall iud s, cafusli fleughters 
Of death’s pat on by cunning, and fore d caufe, 
And in this vpfhos, purpofes miftooke, 
Falne on the Inventors heads. All this can! 
Troly deliver. 
For. Lecushsft coheare it, 
And call the Nobleft co the Audience. 
For me, with focrovw, ] embrace my Fortone, 
T have fome Rices of memory in this Kingdome, 


Which ore 10 claime, my ventege doth 
lnuite me, 

Her. Of that I thall hove slwayes c fprake 
And from his mouth ar 
Whole voyce will draw on more: 

Bat lec chis fame be prefently perform'd 
Even whiles mens mindes arewilde, 
Left more mifchance 4 
On plots, and errors happen. 

Fer, Let foure Capcames 
Beare Hamlet hike a Soldier co the Stage 
Por he was lhhely, had he beene pet on : 

To have prou'd moft royally ; 

And for his pafface, 

The Souldiours Muficke and che rites of Waste 

Speake lowdly for him. 

ae vp ad Pee s Such a fight as chis 

ecomes the Field, but heere thewes 

Go, bid the Souldiers thoore, eae 

Exennt Marching afier rhe whith « 
epiabian, are foes off. eanee 
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eAdus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Keot, Gloncefter, and Edmond. We haue chis houre s conftent will to publith 
K 


Our daughters feuerall Dowers, thas turure firife 





eng, 
Thoughe the King had more effected che 
Duke of Aba, then Cormoati, 
Glen, It chd alwayes feeme futo vs : Bat 
now in the dia fion of che Kingdome, it sp- 
. peares not which of the Dakes hee valewes 
mot, for qualities are fo weigh‘d, shat cenolity innes- 
ther, can make choife of eitbers moity. 

Ken. \snot this voar Son, my Lord? 

Glow. His breeding Sir,hath bin st my charge. Ihave 
Yo often bluth’d to acknowledge him, that now I sm 
braz‘d coo’ 

Kent. I cannot concewe you. 

Gien, Sit,chis yong Fellowes mocher could; where- 
vpon fhe grew rquod womb‘d, and had indeede (Sir) a 
Sonne for ber Cradle, ere fhe had s husband for her bed. 
Do you {mell a fauk: ? 

Keat. ) cannot with the faule vadone, the iffue of it, 
being fo proper. 

Glea, Buc ] have a Sonne, Sir, by order of Law, fome 
ycere elder then this ; who, yetisno deerer inmy sc- 
count, though this Knave came fomthing tawcily to the 
world before he was fen for : yet was his Mother fayre, 
there was good {port at his making, and the hor(oa maft 
be acknowledged, Doe youknow chis Noble Gente- 
man, Edmond? 

Eda. No, my Lord. 

Ciena. My Lord of Kent: 

Remember him heereafter,as my Honourable Friend. 

Fden. Wy fecuices to your Lordthip. 

Kew. I mult loue you, and facto know you better. 

Edaw, Siti thall tedy deferumg. 

| Clea, Hebash bin ouc nme yeaces, and away he (hall 
againe. The King is comming. 


Seunes. Enter Keng Lear, Cornwall, Albany,Gouevill, Rae 
an, Cordelea,'and attendants. 
Lear. Actend the Lords of France & Busgundy ,Glofter. 
Glos, \ thall,my Lord. Exe. 
Lear, Meane tyme we thal expreffe our darker porpofe. 
Give me the Map there. Know. chat we have divided 
In three our Kingdome and’tis our faft mcen:, 


Our fon of Cormval, 
And you our no lefie lowing Sonne of Albany, 


May be preuemed now. The Princes, Framce & Bavgaudy 
Great Riuals in our yongeft dsugheers love, : 
Long in our Coore, have mede their amorous foiosme, 
And heere ese to be anfwer'd. Tell me my daughcers 
(Since gow we will diveft vs borh of Rule, 
Incereft of Territory, Cares of Scare) 
Which of you thall we fay doth love vs moft, 
That we, our large bountie extend 
Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Cousrit/, 
Our eideft borne, (peske firit. 
Gos,Sit, Hloue you mare chen word een weild 9 matter, 
Deerer thea cye-fighe, (pace, and libestie, 
Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rare, 
No lefle then life, wah grace, health, beaumy, honor : 
As ouch as Childe ere lou’d, or Fathes found. 
A love chat makes breath poose,and fpeech veable, 
Bevond ei] manner of fo much } Joue you. 
Cor, Whas thall Cordelia {peake ? Loue,and be filenc, 
Lear Of all che le bounds even from this Line,ro this, 
Wh thadowie Fotrefis.and with Chempains rich'd 
With pleraeous Rivers and wide-ski Mesdes 
We make thee Lady. Tothine snd sAlbones iffaes 
Be chis 2 What fayes our fecond Daugheer? 
Our deerelt Regan, wife of Cermvall ? 
Reg. Lom made of chac felfe-mertle ss my Sitter, 
Aad prize me aches wosth. In my troe heast, 
1 finde the names my vety deedc of loue : 
Orely fhe comes too thort, that i profefie 
My (elfe an encmy co sil other ioyes, 
Which che molt precious (quare of fenfe profeftes, 
And finde J am shone feliciace 
In your dcere Highnefle loue. 
(or. Then poore Cevdelsa, 
And yet not fo, fince f am fure ray loue’s 
More ponderous chen my tongue. 
Lea. To thee.and chinc heredicasic ever, 
Remaine chs ample third of our faire Kingdome, 
No lefie in fpace, validitie, and pleafuse 
Then chat conferr'd on Genevall. Now oor Ioy, 
Akhough our iaft and leaft :1o whofe yong lone, 
The Vines of Frence, and Milke of Bus gandie, 
Strive co be sacereft. What can you (ay, 10 draw 
A thitd, more opilent chen yous Sifter s? {peake. 
Cer. Nothing my Loed. 
Lea. Nothing ? 
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284 The Tragedie of King Lear. 
Cer, Nothing. This hideous rafhnefie,aniw 
ice. Nothing will come of nothing {peake againe | Thy oar Desghter re aa iene re a 


































Cor. Vahappie that I am,] cannot heave Nor are empty hearted whole low founds 
My heart inte my moath:| love your Maiefty Reverbe no holowneffc. 
According to my bond,no more not lefle. Lear, Kenton chy life no mote. 
rpariel How ,how (erdela Mend your {peech a little, zs Ken. My life t neuer held but os pewne 
yeu may marre yous Forwnes. ° anft thine cnermies,neze tease to leole 

Cer. Good my Lord, Thy thetybeng motwe. 7 
Yow hase begot me, bred me,lou'd me. Lear. Ont of my fight. 

I returme thofe dutres becke as ace right fit, Bas. See betres Les,and let oe fil] semaine 
Obey eee ee Honews you. The tree blanke of chine cic, 

Why have my Sifters Husbands, if they fay Kear. Now by Apel, 

They love you sit ?Happily when J fhall wed. Len. Now by Apel King 

That Lord, whofe hand muft take my plight thall carry | Thoe fwear.t th in veine. 

Halfe my love with him, balfe ace,and Dutie, Lew. O Velhall }-Mifcream. 

Sure I fhail newer macry like my Sifters, Alb, Cor, Deare Sis forbesre. 

Lrar Buz goes thy heart with this? Kent. Kill thy Phyfttron,sod thy fee beftow 

Cer. I my good Lord. Veon the foule difeafe,reuoke thy pusft, 

Lear. Se young, and (o emender ? Or whil'ft I can vent clamouc from my threate, 

Cor. So young my Losd,and true. Sle cell chee thou doft evil. 

Lear. Let st be fo,thy cruch chen be chy dowre: Lee. Heare me recreant,on thine allegcance heare me; 
Por by the facred radience of che Sunne, That thow haft fought co make vs breake our towes, 
The aferses of Heccat and the nighs : Which we durft never yet; and with ficain'd pride, 
By afl che operation of the Orbes, To come betwixt our fenrences and out power, 
From whom we do cxift.and ceafe to be, Which,nor our nacure,noe our place can besre; 
Heese { difctarme all coy Pacernall care, Our potencie made good take thy reward, 
Propingusty anid property of bloed, Fiue dayes we do allot thee for prousfion, 
ind a5 a Aranger to my hearc and me. To thield thee from difafters of the world, 

Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous Scythnes, | And onthe fine co curne thy hated backe 

Or he that makes his generation meffes V pon our kingdome; if on che tenth day following, 
Togorge his appetite thall to my bofome Thy bamthe aunke be found in ovr Domimons, 

Be 31 well neighbour'd pittied,and releeu'd, The moment is thy death away, By/apaer, 
Asthou my fometime Daughter, This (hall nos be resok’d, 

Kea Good my Liege. Kees Fare shee well King fith thus thou wit appesre. 

Lear. Peace Kent, Freedome hoes hence,and banifhmenc ts here; 
Come not bec weene the Dragon and his wrath, The Gods to thew deere fhelter take thee Maid, 

1 laud her mofl,and choughe to fer my reft That iaflly chenk'R,end heft moft rightly fasd : 

On her bund nurfery. Hence and avosd my fight ; And your lacge (peeches mey yor deeds - 
Se be my graue my peace, as here J give Thar good may {pring trom words of love: 

Het Fathers hear: fromher ; call Fravce,who Rirres ? Thas Kear O Princes,bids yoo all adew, 

Call Bargandy (orewaland Aibene, Hee't thape his old courfe, m a Country new. Exe. 
With my wwo Daughters Dowres,digeff the chisd, 

Let pride which fhe cals plaunneffe,marry her . Flearf, Eater Gloft er wah France,and Bur. 

1 doe ineett you royndly with mty power, guedy, Avscodams, 






Prebeminence,and all the lacge effeAs 

Thet troope with Maiclty Our felfe by Manthly courfe, Cor Heere’s Frence and Burgundy pay Noble Lord 
With ceferastion of an hundred Knights, Lear, My Lord of Baguadse, 

By you to be (uftain'd, thal our sbode We ficft toward you,who wich this King 
Make with you by doe curnc,onely we fhail reteine Hath riuald for our Dau swhoet in the leatt 

The name, and all th’'addition ro a King :the Sway, Will you require in prefer Dower with her, 
Revwenaew, Execinion of che reft, Or cesfe your queftefLooc? | 

Beloued Sonnes be yours, which to confirme, Bur, Molt Royall Maiefty, 














This Cosonet part betweeae you. 1 crave no more chen hath your Highnefle offer'd, 
Keut. Royall Lear, , Se ard will you whe Nebee'B ead 

Whom Shave ever bonor’d as g° ar. Ri or, : 

Leo'd as ay Father,as my Matter follow'd, When the was deare to va, we did hold her fe, 

As my grest Patron thoeghe ea in my praiers. But now het price is fallen : Sir,chere fhe fends, 
Le. The bow is ben: & drawne frora the theft. { If ouphe within chat larcle feerming febfance, 
Keat, Lex it fall racher,chuugh the ferke ineade Or alt of re with our difplesfure prec’, 

The region of my heart, be Kees enmannerly, And nothing more may ficty hke yeur Grace, 

When Lear is mad,what wouldeft thoude old aan? Shee’s chere,and fhe ss yours. 

Think’ thou that detie thal] hewe dread vo Ipeake, Bar. i knew no enfwer. 

When power to flattery bowes? Loar. Will you with hole infrmiaics fie owes, 






To plainneffe honodr's bound, Vaftiended new coour bare, 
When Maiefty falls co folly,referwe thy fisce, Dow’rd with our curle,and Geangtr'd with our oath, 
Aad ia thy beft copfiderstion checke Take ber or teaue her. sees pee 






+. 1 



















Thac Gre who even but now, was your obie&, 
The argement of your praife, balme of your age, 
The bef, che deereft,thould in this trice of tame 


Mak be of fech vnostursil degree, 
That monfters x : Or your fore-vouche affection 


Tie do'c before I {peake, thet you make knowne 
Ivés a0 vicious blot,mvurcher, or foulenefle, 


Thac hath depriu'd me of 
re ty aah ala ‘or which I amcicher, 

A Rill foliciting eye,and (uch 2 tongue, 
That J am glad J have not, shough sot co hase it, 
Hach loft me in yoor liking. 

' Lear. Sener cbou had'ft - 

Not beene borne,chea nots hawe pleas'd me better. 
Fra. Isie bur this / A cardi 


What fay you to che ? Loue's not love 
When ic is mingled with regards,that flands 
Alcole from th'neire point, will you heve her ? 
She is tian « Dowrie, 

Bar. RoyallKing, 
Giwe bur that portion which felfe propos’d, 
And here I take Cordeles by the hand, 

Duccheffe of B t. 
Lee, haae fworne,] om firme. 
Bur, 1am forry then you haue fo loft s Father, 

Thor you mufloofe s husbend. 
Cor. Peace be with Barguadic, 

Since chat refpeG and Fortunes are his love, 

1 Shall nar be bis wife. 

Fra. Faireft Cordeba,char art molt rich being poore, 

Mofi choife forfaken,and moft lou'd defpis‘d, 
Thee andthy verwes here I (cize vpon, 
Be  lawfell! cake vp what's caft sway, 
Gods Gods! "Tis ftrange,that from their cold negle 
My Lout fhould kindle to enflam'd re(pedt. 
dowrelefle D augheer King, throwne to my chance, 
8s Queene of vs of ours,end our faire France: 
Nox all che Dukes of watrith Burgundy, 
Can bey this vnpriz'd precious Maid of me. 
Bid chem farewell Cordelia shough vokinde, 
Thou loofeft here s beter where to finde. 

Lear. Thou haft her France,let her be thine, for we 
Have no fuch Deughres,not thatl ever fee 
That face of hers againe,cherfore be gone, 


W thout our Grace,our Lowe,our Bettizon : 























Asto th’legitimace : fine word : Legicimate. 









Your faults as they are named. Love well our Father; 
To your profefied bofomes | commit hun, 

Bax yet alas,Rood I wahin his Grace, 

1 would prefer him toe beter place, 

So farewell to you boch. 

Regn. Preferibe act vs our dutie. 


And well ace worth the want chat haue wanted, 
Cer. Time thall vnfold what plighted ceneiog Bides, 

OR et ere en on neem deeldess 

Well may you profper. 
Pre. Come sey faire Cordelia Exit Praace and Cor. 
Gow. Sifter,it te not little I haneto fay, 

Of what moft neerely sppertsines to vs both, 

I ome = sa de. hence co night, (wich vs. 

« Thats moft certaine,end with moneth 

Gew. You fee how fall of changes This eget, he ob. 

sade peait eased ai el tasers 

lou'd our Sifter moft,and with what poore indgement 

hath now caft her off appeares too groffe = ™ 
Reg. ‘Tis che infiemity of his he hath 

fend rly knowne himnfeffe, Baia ron 
Gen, The beft and foundeft of hiscime heth bin bur 

seth,chen muft we looke from his ege, toseccine not a 

tone the imperfections of net pum condition, bur 






Gow. There ss ptr a j 

tweene Frasce and ler vs fic cogether, if our 

Fisher corig umhorag eth b dsfpobei 

this Isft (urrender of his will bue VS 
.We thall ferther thinke of it. 

Ges. We mot do fomething and ith’ heste. Event. 


Scena Secunda. 








Montralee Aitialesrabse 
Lag ofs Brother ? Why Baftard? Wherefore bale ? 
My oni 


as genereus,snd my (bape ac true 


With Bafe ? With bafenes Barftadie? 
wee in che esti spiny oeldpaint 
ore compo: tad itie, 

Then doth wichin s dul) Aale see bed 
Gee to th'creating « whole cribe of Fops 
Got’cweene a fleepe,and wake? Wellthen, 
Legiticnate 2dgar,I maft have your lead, 
Our Fathers love, is to the Baftard Sémend, 


e, Bele? 


Weil 
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Well, my Legitcinste, if this Letter peed, 
Aod my pea thrive, Bduend the bale 

Shall co'th cimace : »b profpess 
New Godsend vp for BeAasds 


Buster Gleucefier 
Glo Kent begith’d thus? and France in cheller 


Aad che to mghe ? Prefernb'd hie powre, 
Confia’d Seon tion? All chis dene 


Daf. 

Clea. No? wie creded theo thec terrible difpecch of 
it mo your Pocket 2? Maa pone Spocney, bath not 
fucb neede co hide ic felfe come, ific bee no- 
thing, I thell not neede SpeGacies. 

Bef. Sur, pardon ence; ic ise Leteer 
from my Brother, thac | hewe aot all ore-read ; and fer fo 
awch 25 J base peres'd, | finde x oot fit for your ore-loo- 
kin 
Clon, Giee me the Letter,Ss. 

. I thail offend, either co detaine, or give ix: 
The , 38 in pert I wnderftand them, 
Arce too bieme. 


. Tha polcre, andremerence of Age soaks: the 

world basor to rhe bef of ear riams : heapes cur Fortunes from 

py ry forsee Snore, sel ary 
ee 

war 4s ot bath power, but as 0 us faffer' Comin ee. haf 

Pas bray cary lai four Father would fleepe tif | wakid 


Pansy mayest oa sa a ae 
bolaned of your Brother 
Hum ? ealpiency ‘Gini ices, you hould 


lo fe his Reueanew ; my Senne Edgar, had hee s 
to write chis? A heart and braine to becede it in? 
When came you co this ? Who brought it ? 
Bef. 1c was not brought wee, my Lord; there's the 
canoiog of it. ] foand ic throwne in at the Cafement of 


ny Cloffer. 
Ghee. Vou know the chars£er to be your Brothers ? 


Baft, Uf che meccer were we Jeo eaany . Iducht {weer 

ade but in refpeQ of char, 1 would faine thinke ix 
we Ge NOL, 

Glos, It is his, 


Bef. Iris nis Locd : bat i bis beart is 
i rig storages — 
Has heaewer before fownded you m this befines? 
. Newer my Lord.But I have heard bin oft main- 
disc cu be Gaithss Soames oe perfodl sg e, ood Fathers 
declin’d, the Facher (hould beces Werdto the Son, end 
the Sonne manage his Revennew, 

Glow, O Villsia, villsio: bis very opinion ta toe Let- 
eet. Abhorred Villsine, vnnscurall, detefted, brotith 
Villaine; worle then bratith : Go ferah, feckebim: Ile 
‘apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine,whese 1s he? 

si pal fn rebel ar re tpd 
fefpend indignation sgainh til you cen 
droc fs ea eas ccAtinsy cous tenes pe fh 
Twn 6 certaine courfe : where, if a violenely proceed 8- 
piace miftaking his 


cof King Lear. 


hisebedience. I dere pawne downe my lite fer huan,shat 
be hath writ this vo ferle ny sfedhion co your Home, & 
sabovieages4 dats abags al 

fo? 


Gis, yor gt ae 
eee 


hiss one : sitaetot tate koa : frame the Be- 
Ser 
felfe, to bein » duc refolution, 


Fie a I will fecke hie Sir, prefentiy 1 poe dregs 
as 


ni eon 

Glen. Thefe lace Ectipies dead Moone pr 
tend no good to vs : qoeergrdet woh of Netsre can 
led Ge le oa eee 
by che fequent effedts. cooles, friendthip falls of, 
Brothers ciesde, Jn Cities, murinies ; ia Councries, d :- 
coed ; in Palleces, Treafon ; aad the Boad crack’d, ‘twist 
Sonne aod Father. This villaine of mine comes oder 1. e 
gireimlbdoaes Father, che King fais fc m 

as of Nacere, here's Fathers ogsi t Childe. Lilla 
ferne the bell of eur Cenk: M 


- Tis ftrenge. Ezra 
Bef. This che exeethant of the world, thac 
when we are fieke in fornmne,often the ferfers of oor own 
behaviour, we mske guilty ef ovr difafters, the Sun, the 
Mecerans Serna oa Maen secefitie, 
heavenly compu Knanes, Theeues, and 
Treachers by Sphericall predominsnce, Dronksrds,Ly- 
ars,and Adulcerers by an infore’d cbedience of Planetary 
influence; and ell thar we are cuill in, by agdiune thre- 
fing on, Ansdmirable cusfion of Whore-mefter-msn, 
or his Goatith difpofition on the of a Starse, 
bes ps wich my mother vader the Dre- 
pews my Naticiy wes vnder ria Marr, fo 
ic followes, lem rough and Leacherous. } fhould 
have bin chet J sm, had the maidenieft Szarre in the Fir. 
cnament twinkled on my ee 


Pac: shoes cide Chaat apacon iu cig Causes 
eny Cacis villsoous Melancholly, with s a, pres like Tem 
oBediem. ——— O thefe Eclrpfes do portend thefe diui- 
fons. Fa, Sol, La, Me. 
. How now Brother Edwend, what ferious con- 
ation are you in? 
Breit (ao tho ee Se 
follow thefe Ecliptes. 
‘5 Fa don tate voc ale ou oa? 
B Pa a aaa a ca 


}, Speke with hice ¢ 
Edg. ‘I, two bosres togesher. 
Baft. Parted you in good ? — ae di- 
pleafore in him, by word, 
- None srall, 
Bat. Bethink your felfe wherein i tay have ofen- 
ded bim : and at my forbdeare his prefence enull 
forme little time hech the beast of pis difpleafere, 


which ot this infleat fo rageth in hin, chat with arr 


chiehe of your perfea,x woeld 
"Sows Villsine hoch done me 


1 fey, recive with me ve my lodging, whence I will 
Fcly being you to beare my Lord fpeake: peay ye gee, 
there's ny key : f you do Rirre shrood,gee arm'd. 

Asan 6d Beecher ? 


ike che and herrer of it, pray you 2 
Edm. 1 do ferve you is this buhactle : 

A Crodeloes Father, anda Brother Nobile, 

Whole sauure is fo forte from deing 

Thee he {afpeAs nooe : on whofe foolith heachlie 

My pradtifes ride enbe:! fee the balineffe. 


AU eich me's neere that I can fallnon fis. 





Scena T ertia. 





fae Geamil, aad Steward, 


Gan, Did my Father (trike my Gentlemen for chi- 
of his ? 
te, 1 Maden. es ie 

Ges, and oi wrongs me cucry howre 

fic hills cecoes Disc rahe. 

That fers vs all at ods : He not endiere its 

Hs Knights grew rictous,sod hunfelfe vpbraides vs 
On every trifle. When be returnes fr ating, 

I will nos fpeske wish hien, (ay I am Gicke, 

If you come flacke of former ferei 
You thall do well , the fault of it the anfwer. 

See. He's comming Medam ,! heare him. 

Ges. Puson wher ll an, oa da pleafe, 
Yoo aod your Fellowes: I'de heuc it come to q 
ifthe diftafte iz,let him vo my Sifter, 

Whole mind and mine! know in that are d0e, 
Remember whac | hove {eid, 

See. Well Madam. 

Gee. And let his Knights hauc colder lookes smeng 
Sach what growes of it no marier, sduile your fellowes 
the write Arsight to my Sifter to held my courfespre- 
pore for dinaer. Excast 





Scena Quarta. 





Entor Kost. 


Pn che If but as will I other secentsborrew, 

cma Gpeech defale,my intent 

Mey Poletagh eto ts Gl ioe 

Bar Traded any Lkencffe. Now banifin Kear, 
If chow canfi ferwe where thou doft ftand condemn’d, 
So may k come,thy Mafter whom thou low’, 
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je te cane been Gee 
. ene Rot Rey s Gene. 6 tee. 
whee ere thee > , i a 
Ken. A aanSk. 
Brak: Whee dof thes profeSc? What weald’f thee 
vs 
Kees. 1 do profelfe to be no lel chen I feeme;to ferue 
him cructy ches will put me in treft, colove him thet ts 
heaeft.ro conserfe with hie ther is wife and (eins lirtie,to 
00 fight when] cannot cheole, sad to 


Lear. What srt thes ? 
Keat. A very booeft beerted Fellow, end es poore es 


King. 
Lear. If choube’ft as poove for 2 febieG,es bee's fora 
art poere enough, Whe: wosldf thou ? 


Keer, You. 

Lear. Leh — know we fellow ? 

Keat. No Sit,buc you heue ches io couneERORcE 
which { would faine call Mefles. = ‘ 

Ler. What's thas ? 

Rent. Authority. 

Lea. What feruices confi thou do? 

Kent. lea e boneft counleile, side, ran morte 

plaine 


blundy ; chat which ordinary men are fa for, 1 em qual- 
lifted io and the beft of me, is Diligence. 

Lee. pip setae 

Kea, Nox fo young Sit to lowe a women fos 
sos (S'aldio dove on het fe ny uated. I heae mene 
toy becke forty cighe. 

Lea. Poliow me,chow thalt ferve me 4] lhe thee a0 
worfe after dinner, | will not part from thee yer. 
ho,dinoer, where's my knaue ‘my Foote ? Go you and call 
iny Foole hither. sr toh where's my Daugheer? 

Emer 


owerd. 
Ste, So pleafe 06 ass, Ext. 
Lear. Whar faies the Fellow there ? Call che Clee 


pole backes wher's my Foole? Ho, I chinke che wosld’s 
afleepe,how cow f Where's thar Mungrell ? 

Koigh. He faies my Lord, yous Daugbeets is not weil. 

Leer. Why come nor the flowe backe ce me wheo} 
call'd him? 

rt os Siz, be anfwered me in che roundeft manner, he 
would not. 


Lear. He would nes? 

Keight. My Lord, 1 know not whee the meagre: ts, 
bus to my iedgement your Highneffe isnot encercain’d 
with thas Ceremonioes 30 @S YO were wont, 
theres o great sbarement of hindnefle appesres as well in 
Be Sere epentonescs inchs Deke benies snd 

c et, 

Lear. Ha ¢ Saift thou for 

Kaigh. 1 befecch you perden me my Lord, if] bee 

» farmy duty cannot be filent, when I chinke 
you Highneffe wrong’d. 

Lear, Thos bet remembreft me of mine owne Con- 
ception, ) haee perceived a moft faint negie® of lac, 
which I beve racher blermed es raine ownc iesleus curio. 
inte shen as 8 very and of enkindneffe; 
{ will looke fircher incoo't: : buc where's my Foole 2 J 
heave not feene him this cwo defes. 

Kaight. Since my young Ledics going imo Prewe 

Sw, 












18% The Tragedie of King Lear. 

Laer, No wore of thee Ihave exced ewe, Foot. Reacide, gas me oe 
. No more of chet, I have k ° ang end Ue 

and cell ey Daughees,} would Speake with bar, Gee poo cwo Crownes. sii — 

on ees wy Feate C0 yon Se. yen come ue Lear, Whar ewe Crownes thall chey be ¢ 

Su, who om 1 Sis? Foals, Why cher | hawe cur the Meh’middie and 


t 


Ever Soped, ence vp the mente,che twe Crownes theegge: whee 
Soe. Pde Fecher. thos clouc#t chy Crowees :'ch’middie, end geet cwey 
Low. My Ladies Father ny Lords trene,yeo whes- | beth ports, chou beer’ft thine Affe cathy bockee're the 































perdea. 
‘ bey lookes with we, yoo Refcall? 
See. ieee be Brakes ay book ve wifemmen are growne 
prone wurvart: bata boatial aad And know not how thels wits to wease, 
I chaokse chee fellow. Theis nenaers sre fo epith. | 
Thon ferw'f me,and Ile leur chee. is. When erere you wont to be fo fell of Sengs Gere? 


Kent. Conne fr,arfe.ewey, tle ceach you differences: Posie. I haue vied it Nenckle, erelfince chowened'@ 
sway, ewey, if you will mestere your lubbers length e sidan co ple! (pesto for veben thou gau'®t chem 
breceheashenchry 


bur 8 coe, hese yeu wifedome, fo. the sod,and downe chins owar 
Lea: Mow sy Godby Vonas 1 thaake chee, chere’s Por fodane oy did weepe, 
easoch of thy fervice, And | for forvow feog,: 





Eater Foals. 
Poole. Let me bire bie reo, heres ny Coxcombe. Aad goe the Foole smong. 
Lea, How yield ste! duepaislershasslianad Pry'chy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemefier chet cup conch 
Feels, Sirrsh, you were bet cahe my Coxcombe. thy Poole co lie,t would faine learne co lie, 


Lear. Why my Boy / Lew, Aad yor he frreh,weel hese 
Feels, Whyt for taling ones part chet’s out of fancur, Foole. 1 marucll what bia chew and thy d ere, 
, & thoe coal not fale as che wind fics.chou"k carch | they’ heee me whipe for ing tree: henrae 


ts fanpbons Conceabe; why this fellow | whipt for , 60d foapeciones | em whips for holding 
he’s beaith'd rwo on’s Dangiatvs, sad iid the third « Bae dhe arotgtom Seedy 


biefhag again his will,if thou follow hum, chow meft | aad yet! would aor be chee thos thy 
ereds weare my Coxcembe. How now Nunckle? weeld | ett oboth fides, and left aoching ith bees 
I hed cewo Coxcombes and wo Daugheers. ee cree: 

Lew. con Gina wre Cauwil, 

Feat. If 1 gowe chem oll my lining, 1d keepeeny Coz- | Loar. How now Dacgheer? what makes that Fesacles 


combes my {elfe, chere’s aioe, soother of chy | oo? You are too mach Tth’frowne. 


Daughters. Feole. Thow welt a preety fellow'when chen hedft ao 
Lea. Take heed Siersh, che whup. oced cocare for her frowning, now chee art aO with- 
npr cots whca tubsdy Beachncy Sood bytes | sors sodang, Yes fxtoocs | wield ay reopeed 

whipt oot, . Read by'thfre | choware es I 

ead thake. ay ae ad faci bids ceghough you lay ecciing..” 

Lew. A peftilent gs to me. om,med,he chet keepes oor crafnot cram, 
Fools. Sis ceach thes « (psec, Weary of ell, (hall wan: fome. That's a theal'd Pefeod. 
Lear. Do. Gee. Nox anly Sic this. your all-lycenc’d Fools, 
Feole. Marke it Nuncie; Bur ocher of yoar infoleor recinee 
Howe more then choa (howeft, Do hoorely and bresking forth 
lefle then chou koowefR, fa ranke.and( nas co be cndur’d) riots Sir. 

Lend leffe chen thoa oweft, had rhought by making this well knowne 

Ride more then thou goeft, Tohsuc found a (afe redreffe.bur now grow 

Leartie more then thoe cowell, what your /elfe coo lace haue fpoke snd deus, 

See lefle chen chou throweft; you one Oe on toa 

Leone thy drinke and chy whore, By your sowance, which i eu fooeld, che faake 

And keepe to a dore, Would nox (cape ceafure nee the redrefics fleepa, 

Aoé chee (hak haue more, Which wn che tender of s wholefome weale, 

Then cwo tens toa fcore. ene their working do you that offence, 

Kast, This is oothing Foole. = eigen alr ecard 
Feels. Then ‘tis like che breach of an vafeed 7 | ww difcreet : 
ene me nothing for's,can makene vic etne- Fele, Foryow Neackle, i le ee 

Jeng Nuncie? a fed the Cuckoo fo long, sbet it's had ie bead efiby 
Lear. sal esr ene Caodle,snd we weselef dack- 

Noching can be rede ome of cothing, 

Feels. Prythee teD him, fe mech hs sent of bis lend Lew Areyou our Daaghrer? Pers 
comes to, he will not beleeve s Foals. Gen. | would yoo would mehe vie of your geod wife- 

Low. A bisvet Poole. (Whereof I koow you ore freught),snd pat ewey 

Fesie, Do'Rt thou know the difference my Bey, be- | Thefe dilpefirioas, which of lave ranfpect you 
tweene a biree: Foole,snd s fweatene. Prom whet you rightly are. 


Gasln, Day 









Poole, May not an Affeknow, when the Cort drawes 
wi : lowe thee. 
Whoop I 

Ton okay was know me? 
Thes is not Leart 
Do's Leer watke thus ? Speake chus? Where are his cies? 
Eicher bis Notion weakens, hie Dif 
Are « Ha! Woking ? ‘Tis not fo? 
Who isit shat can cell me who | am ? 

Foele. Lears (hadew. 

Leer. Your nemne, faire Gentlewoman ? 

Gea. This admiration Sir, is mech oth¥asoug 
Of other your new prankes. I do befeech you 
To vnderftend my purpofes t: 
As you ere Old,and Reverend dbe Wife. 
Heere do you keepe 3 hundred Knights and 
Men fe diforder'd, fo deboth’d, and bold, 
Thas chis our Coure infected with cheir manners, 
Shewes like a riotous lene ; Eprcusifine and Luft 
Makes it more hke a Tauerne, or a Brothell, 
Then s grac’d Pallace. The fhameit felfe doch fpeake 
For ioftant remedy. Be chen defir’d 
By her, chat clfe will take che thing the begges, 
A litele to difquantty your Traine, 
Aod the remainders that fhell fill depend, 
Tobe fech men as may befort your Age, 
Which know chemfelues, and you, 

Lear, Darkneffe, s0d Owels, 
Saddle my horfes : call wy Traine cogether. 
Degenerate Baftard, Ile not trouble thee ; 
Yer have t left ¢ daughter. 

Gon, You ftrike my people.and your diforder’d rable, 
mak: Sereants of their Becters, 


Euter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that toolate repents : 
Isit your will, fpeske Sic ? Prepare my Horfes, 
lngraicude ! chou Macble-hearred Fiend, 
More hideous when thou thew ft chee in a Child, 
Then che Sea-monfter. 

Alb, Pray Sit be pacient. 

Lear, Detefied Kite, chou lyeft. 
My Traine sre men of choice, and raseft parts, 
Tha all particulars of datie know, 
And inthe moft exs& regard, fupport 
The worthips of their name. O moft fmall faule, 
How vely did'ft thou in Cordelia fhew ? 
Which hke an Engine, wrench my frame of Nature 
Fromthe fixt plece: drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beate ac this gece that lec chy Folly in, 
And thy deere Iudgement out. Go,go,my people. 

Alb My Lord, ! am guiltleffc, as 1am ignecant 
Of whac hath moucd you. 

Lear. Ic may be fo,my Cord. 
Heare Nature, heare deere Goddeffe, heare : 
Sufpend chy purpofe. if thou did't intend 
To make chis Creature fruitfall: 
Inco hes Wombe conucy irriluy, 
Drie vp in her the Organs uf incresfe, 
And from her derog ste body, oeuer (pring 
A Babe cohonerher. if the mut ceeme, 
Create her chalde of Soleene, chacee may lwe 
Aad be arhwart dilnscur'd corment to her. 
Lecic fampe wrinkles ia her brow of youth, 
Wich cadent T eares feet Channels in her checkes, 
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Terne all her Mothers eR oe peaas 
To end contempt : the may feele, 
Hew then a Serpents tooth ic is, 


Teohoue s thanklefic Childe, Away, : 
ib. NowGebthilechien 
i aie felfe to know 

Gen. Never affii to 
But levhis difpoticien have that fcope en 
As dotage giues ic. 


Ext. 


Whee Sftie of er Feil 
Lear. ie ollowers at sclep ? 
Within s fo ? sad - 

A, Wha's the matter, Sis? 

Lear. Tie tell thee: 
Life snd death , Lam meer 
Thst thou haft power to thake my manhood 
Thac thefe hoc teares, which breake Beara pebve 
Should make thee worth them, 
Blaftes and Fogges vpon thee: 
Th'vncented woundings of a Fachers curfe 
Prerce euene ear about thee. Old fond 
Beweepe this caufe againe, lle plucke ye 
And ceft you with ae di coulseGe” 
Tocemper Clay. Ha? Lec is be fo, 
Thaue another doughrer, 
Who I am (ure is kinde and comfortable : 
When the fhallheare this of thee, wich her asiles 


Shee’lfleschy Woloithvifege. Thou thalt finde, 
That Sle sefume che thepe which chow dof thinke 
I have caft off for euer. Exxis 


Ges. Do youmarke chat ? 

Alb. 1 cannot be (0 partiall Goveralf, 
Tothe great lowe | beare you, 

Gen, Pray youcontenc. What Ofwald,hoa? 
You Sit,more Koaue then Foole,after your Maftere 

Foele. Nunkle Lear, Nunkle Lear, 

Tarty,rske che Foole with thee: 
A Fox, when one has caught her. 
And fuch s Daughter, 
Should fure to che Slaughter, 
If my Cap would buy « Haker, 
So the Foole followes after. 

Gew. This man hath hed good Counfell, 
A hundred Knights ? 
"Tis politike, and {afe co let him keepe 
At point ahundred Knights : yes, chat on eweried 
Each buz, each fancie, each complains, diflike, 
He msy enguard his dotage with their 
And hold our Iiues in mercy. O/mald,! fay. 

Alb, Well,you may feare too fare. 

Gow, Safer then ttuft too farre; 
Lec me All toke away the harmes I feare, 
Not feare fill co be esken. 1 know his 
What he hach vecer'd I heae writ my Sifter : 
If the fuftaine him, and his hundred Knights 
Whea I hase fhew'd ch'vnfitnedfe, 


Eue Seward. 

How now Ofwald? 
What hsue yoo writ thac Lecter co my Sifter f 

Siew. 1 Madam, 

Gon. Take you fome company, and sway ce hoefe, 
Informe her full of my particular feare, 
And thereto adde fuch reafons of your owne, 
As msy compact it more. Get you gene, Pr 
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Aad haften your recurne; ne,no,my Lord, Fost, She that’s 2 Moid now ec leughe st my deparrere 






This milky genclenefle,end courfe of yours Shall noc be a Maid long, valeffe things be cu Shorter, 
Tiesehl nc oaeae oa casts pees Exact, 
SSE OY ES A EE I, 





Your are much more at task for want of wifedome, 
mildsefie. 


OMAR ects oaon meypercetcwmor es | Abus Secundus. Scene Prima, 




















Striuing to better, oft we marre 
Gea, Ney thea queenseeD 
Ab, Well, well,the vent. Exeme 
Ruer Bah ard pad Cran fray, 
: Baft. Senc thee Caras, 
Scena Quinte, Cer. And your Siz,] howe bia 
With i ; 







Ester Lear, Kent Gevtleman and Fools, Ba. How comes chat? 


Lear. Go youbefore to Gloffer with thefe Letrers; | broad,] meane the whifper'd ones, for chey are yest 
sequaine my Daughter no further with sny ont you | ear -kiffing srgumencs. 
know, then comes from her demand out of the : Baft. Not!: pray you what sre ? 
Hf your Dilligence be not fpeedy, J thall be chere afore Cer. Have you heard of no likely Wartes toward, 
you. TwisttheD of Cornwall,and Albay? 
Kent, Iwilloot fcepe ay Lord, ae Baf. Not sword, 
er 








; ° Car. You may dothenin time, 
Feele. If ameane brawnes were jo's heeles, wert notin | Fare you well Sir. Ear. 
dogs fees? Balt, The Duke be here co night ¢ The betrer bef, 
This weaves it [elfe perforce into my bufincfle 





« 1 Boy. 
Poole, Theal prythec be merry, thy wit thall not go | My Ferber heth (et guard co eakemy Brother, 
thed. And I haue one thing of a queszie queftion 
Which I mof 28, Bricfenefie,and Rortane wocke. 
Euter 






Lear. Ha,ha,he. 

Feel, Shale fee thy other Daughter will vfe chee kind- Edgar. 
ty, for though the's as like this, asa Crabbe's tikean | Brother, s word, difcends Brother I fey, 
Apple,yer 1 con tell what I cen tell, My Fother watches: O Sir, By this place, 

Lear, What con't ceil Boy ® Intelligences given where you are hid; 

Foole, She will cafte as hke this as, e Crabbe do's to3 | You haue now the good aduaneage of che nighe, 
Crab : thou canft tell why ones nofe flands i’ch'middie | Haueyou not fpoken ‘gsiaft the Dake of Corneal? 
















on’s face? Hee's comming Inther,now i'th’ St ® 
Lear. No. And Regas with him, hawe you nothing faid 
Foele, Whyte keepe ones eyes of either fide ’s nofe, | Vpon his partie gsinft the Duke of 2 
that what a man cannot (mell out,he may {py santo, Aduile your felfe. 
Lear. 1 did her wrong. . fem fare on't,not s word. 
Foele, Can'fi cell how an Oyfer makes his thell® Baft. Thearemy Father conmamng,perdec map 
Lear, No. Incunning,! muft draw my Sword vpen you: 
Feels, Nor I neither; but I can cell why s Snailehe’s | Draw,feeme to defend your felfe, 
a houfe. Now qu you well, 
Lear. Why? Yeeld,come before my Father, light hos,bere, 
Fools, Why co pur's head in,notto give ic awaytohis | Fly Brocher, Torches, Torches,{o farewell. 
wigs wece lease his hornes without a cafe, Exit Edgar. 
. Twill forges my Nature, fo kind a Facher Be | Some blood drzwne on me,would i 
Horffes resdy? Of my more fierce endesuour. Ihave feene drunkards 






Foole. Thy Affes are gone abour ‘em; the teafon why | Do more then chis in {ports Father, Father, 
the feven Scasres are no mo then feuen,s a pretty seafon. | Stop,ftop,no helpe? 
Lear. Becoufe they sre not eight. 
Feele. Yes ndeed,thou would'i make a good Foole. Emer Glofter ped Seraants with Torches. 
Lea, Totak  againe perforce; MonfterIngracude! 
Fools. If chow were my Foole Nuackle, II’ haue thee Glo. Now Edauod,where's the villalne? 










beaten for being old before thy ume. Baft. Here flood he in che dark, bis Sword out. 
Lear, How's chet? Mambting of wicked chermes,conturing the Moone 
Feele, Thou fhouldft not hauc bin old, till chow hadft | To ftend aufpicious biftris, 

bin wife. . Buc whereis he? 
Lear. O let me not be med, not msd fweer Heaven: ff. Looke Sir,] bleed. 






keepe me in remper,] would not be mad. How now are Clo, Where is the villsi ? 

the Horfes ready ¢ Bef. Fled chis way Sirs when by no ceanes he could. 
Ges. Resdy my Lord, Glo. Purfue him,ho-go after. By no meanes, whet? 
Come Boy. Bef. Pesfwade ee co the of yous Londthip. 






The Tr. 


for choogh In be nigheyyet the Moone thines Re melee 
fop eth’ Mocafhine of yeu, you whorefon Caltyenly 
Barber-monge: draw. 
Stew. Away,! hea aothing to do with thee. 
Kes. Draw you Rafcall, yoo come wich Letters a- 
take Vanitie the 


Bef. How now, what's che matter ?Part. 
rr With you acepretd if you pleefe,come, 


Kew, No Mareell,you bese fo beflir'd your valour, 
Refcall necure difcisimes in thee:a Tsylor 


fellows Taylor make s men? 
peril, senghelel bate could 
not haee made him foill, chough they had bia but two 
oth'trade. 
Cor. 


Speake yet,how querrell? 
Ste, Tos enclenn Refine Sur, whese ife I bene fpar'd 
et fare of his grey-beasd. 

rp seers sd ay ie : 
my Lord,i willgiue melesve, Iwill creed this va- 
bowled villaioe taco me 


herter: 


o9e ince morter, and daube the wall ofs 
Iakes with him. Spere ay-beard, you wagteile? 
Ce. Peace ficrah, mae . 

You beafily knave, know you no reuerencc ? 

Kens. Yes Sir, but enger hache priviledge, 

Cor, Why art cheu angrie? 

Kons, Trax Coch a flece as this fhould wesre a Sword, 
Who wesres no honefty : fuch faviling rogues as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords: twaine, 

Which ere cinctince, ’enloofe : fmooth every paffion 
That in the nsturesof chess Lords rebel, 

Being oile to fire,fnow to the colder moodes, 
Revenge,sfirme,snd cwrne cheir Hatcion beskes 

With every gail,and verty of their Mafters, 

Knowing neught (like dogges) but following : 

A plague vpon your Epilepticke vifage, 

Smoile you my (peeches,es I were « Foote? 

Goole, if ] had youvpon Sorwm Plaine, 

11d driue ye cackling home to Camelot, 

Core, Whar art thou mad old Fellow? 

Ghf How fell you our, fay thar? 

Kent. No contraries hold mote anti 
Then I,and fuch a knsue. rae 

| Core. Why do thou cali him Knaue ? 
Whar is his fauls ? 

Kem. His countenance likes me not. . 

Cor. No more perchance do’s mine,nor his,nor hers: 

Kent. Sit, ‘tis my occupation to be plaine, 

TU haue feene bester in my time, 


ing Lear 

Then @ends on any facnlder chas I fer 
Before me,at this tnftanc. 

praie’d for both fic& 
Ft] reee ove aed cents nnes ibe gee 
Quke Narore. He cannot Satter he, 
An honeft mind and plaine,he meft {(peake truth, 
ed ne ee 
Thefe kind of Knanes } know, which in this plainneffe 
Harbour more craft,aod more courepter ends, 


afpeQ, 
Whole influence like ie erat of relcn ee 

Corn. Whae mean’ by this? 

Kast. To go out of my disle&, which you difcom- 
mend fo much; Iknow Sir,} sm no flscreser, be thet be- 
geile ina plaine accene, was a plaine Koaue, which 
or my pert 1 will not be, choogh] fhoald win your 
difplesfarc to entrest me too't. 

Corn, What was th’offence you gaue hice? 

Ste. I never gavehi any: 

It pleas'd che Kibg his Mafter very iste 

To trike ac me vpon his mifconfiruGion, 
When he comp34,and flartering his difples fase 
Tripe me behind:being downe, nfuked,saif’d, 
And put vpon bim {ach » deale of M30, 

That wosthied hith, gor praifes of che King, 

For him raw ema was (eife-fabdued, 
And in the fi of this dead czplok, 

Drew on me here agi 
Kea. None of tele Reogees,snd Cowra 

But Aiax is there Foote. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ? 

‘You fubborne ancient Knave, you reverent Bragat, 

Wee'l teach you. 

Kent, Sir, am tooold toleame: 

Call noc your Stocks for me, feree the King. 

On whole imployment J was fent to you, 

You thal! doe (mall refpeéts. how coo bold malice 

Againlt the Grace,end Perion of ary Maftes, 

Stocking his Meffenger. 

Cora, Fetch forth she Stocks; 

As I hase life and Honoer,chere fhail he fic tiff Noone. 
Reg. Till noone? till night ay Lord end ail nighs seo. 
Kent. Why Madem,if] were your Fathersdog, = - 

You fhould not vfe me fo. 

Reg. Siz,beinghisKnave,! will. Stocks brenghe aut. 

Cor. Thia isa Fellow of the Rife fame coloar, 

Oct Sifter fpeakes of. Come,bring away the Stocien 
Gie. Let me befecch your Gracenot to dof, 

The King his Mafter,needs muff coke it if 

Thar he fo flightly yalued tn bis Meflenges, 

Should baye him chos reftrained, 

Cor. Ile anfwere thac. 

Reg. My Sifter may recicae it much mare worfle, 

To haue be Goneierenn shes eee 
Cem, Come pawey. : 
Glo. 1 sm forty for thee friend,'tis the Duke pleafarc, 

Whofe difpofition all che world well kaowes 

Will nox be rudd nor onerest for thee. 
Kene.Pray do not Sir,I havc watch'd end trasail'd hard, 
Some time Ithall Ocepe onc the reft Le wihifile . 
A good mens fercune may grow om at hesiess me 








T 
"Twill be ill taken, 


xk. 
Keut Good King,chat mult epprowe thu commen few, 
Thou out of Heavens benedi@ion com‘ 
Teche warme Sus. 
Approach chow Bescon co this vader Globe, 
That by thy comfortable Beames | a 


Perle chis Letrer. Nothing slanoft fees micacles 
Buc miferie. 1 kaow ‘tis from Cordeise, 

Whe hath mofi fortunecely beene inform'd 

OF may ob(cered courfe. And thall Bade came 
From this enormous Srere,{eeking to give 
Loffes cheir remedies . All weary and o're-watch'd, 
Tshke vantage heame cyes not to behold 

Thes (haeetnll lodging. Fortune goodnight, 
Senile once more,tumne thy wheele. 


Enter Edger. 


idg. I heard eny (elfe procisim'd 
nats che hepey bellow ofa Tree: 
Efcap'd che heat. No Port is free, no place 
Thee guerd, and moh vaufall Hane 


Do's net acread oy taking. Whiles | may f 
I will preferus me ge am on 
To cake the ba 
That euer penury inc 
Broughs acere co bealt; my 
Bianket my joes elfe all wy heires 
Aad with prelemed nokednefle owt-foce 
The Wiades,and perfecusions of che skie; 
ont Bedt (esi ie ch gt 

am ith rearing veices, 
Sesike in theis won'd aod mortified Armes. 
Pins, W edden-prickes,Nayles,Sprigs of Rofemerie : 
Aad with this neue Obie from low Farmes, 
Poore peici silages, Sheeps-Costes, end Milles, 
Semcies rh Lonoke MA fomerime with Praiers 
leferce dheit charuic : poore Tarfyged poore Tom, 
Thac's fomething y ct : fdgar I soching am, 


Racer Lear Pods aad Gent ieman. 


Lea, ‘Tis froage chat chey thould(o depect from home. 
Aad aot (end becke my Meflengers. 
Gear, Ast lesen'd, 
The mghe before,chere was no pecpofe in them 
Of chis remoue. 
Kew, Hailero chee Noble Mafter. 
Lear. Ha? Mak’ chou ches thame shy paftione ? 
Kent. led Lord, 
eels. Hah, ba, he weares Cruel! Garters Horfes ore 


Exit. 


tide by the heads, aod Beares, by'th'necke, 
Moakies by'th loyoes, ead Men by'th’ legs: when s man 
owerluftic ac legs ches he wesres wodden acther-flocks. 
Thectach foe 
hath fo much ¢ ralloeke 

To let thee heere? le 

Kew. (sss boch he and the, 
Yous Son and Danghees. 

Leer, No. 

Ken. Yes, 

Lea, Not (oy. 


Kear. Ulav yea. 
Lear. By lapucr | Ceteare no, 


' 











































Refolue pe parts hafhe, which wav 
Thou ai delerve,cr they inpole chis viage, 
Comming from vs. 
spe bot jogueee Leen them, 
I did to 
ba the place, 


eral wea a paeabrednie- 
My darie iog, come there a reeking Pelle 
Siew'd tnbishebhe hatte brevsuete parting forth 


Prom GeariBhis Miftris felecstions; 


me to follow ,end secend 
The leifere of their anfwer,gaue me cold lockes, 
Aod meeting heere the other Meffeoger, 
Whale welcome I percein'd hsd poslon'd aloe, 
Being che very fellow which of late 
D. fpleid fo fawcily egamnft your Highnefle, 
Hauing more man chen wit sbovt me 
He rais‘d che boufe, with loud aad coward cries, 
Yoer Sonoe and Daughter found this trefpefe worth 
The fhame which heere ic fuffers, (wey, 

Peele, Wincers not gon yer,if the wil'd Geefe fy thet 
Fathers chac weare regs, do make their Chudren blind, 
Buc Fachers thas beare bags, (hall (ce their children kind. 
Portune that artant whore,nere turns che key toth’ poore. 
But for all chis chourthalc haue as meny Dolors for thy 
Danghrers,es thea canft cell in» yeare. 

Lear, Oh how this Mother {wels vp toward oy beert! 
Hifferice paffie,downe thou climing fortow, 
Thy Elements below where te this Daughter? 

Kent. Wish che Earte Sir, here within, 

Lear, Follow me not, Aly here. 

Gen, Made you no more offence, 
But whet you (peake of ? 

Kent. None: . 
How chance the che King comes «ith fo (mel snamber? 

Feels. Aad chou hadft beene fet i’ch’ Scockes for shat 
geefiioa,houd’it well defesu'd ic. 

Kea. Why Foole ? 

- Feede. Wee' {ec chee ro fchoole co an Ant, totusch 
thee cher's b0 labousing rch’ wincer, All chac follow thar 
notes are led by their eyes. bee blinde men, and there’s 
soteanole smong twenty, but cen fenell him chac’s fak- 
ing; let go thy hold, whea a heele runs downe s 
hill, leafl 1c breake thy necke with following. Bar the 
great one that goes vpward, lec him dowbes after : 
when a wifeman gives shee better counlellgiue me mine 
againe,] would hance acne but knaues follow u, Goces 
Foole pives it, 

Thac Sir,which lerwes ond Goekes for gaine, 
And follo wes bur for forne; 

Wiill packe, when it begins co raiae. 

Aod leave thee 10 the ; 

Buc I will carry,che Foole will Ray, 

And let che wifeman Gie : 

The knane tasnes Foole chat runnes sway, 
The Foole no knaue perdie, 


Ester Lear ped 
22> WWhere leara’d yoo cas ? 
Pav-. Wots'ch' Stocks Poole. 


Gxt. 





inhie owne courte. Do you but marke how this becomes the heuke ? 
























Lear. Veagesnen Plague Deeth. ConfaGen : Deere deogheer, | confeffe chet | am old; 
Fiery? Whee ? Glofer, Giefier, as dlechdroenctrd fae knees | begge, 
Md the Deke of Cormsaland his wife. youl coe Repencat, Betiond Food. 
» Well wry good Lord, ] heue ioforen’d them fo, Reg. Good Siz po more : thele tte valaghtly triches : 


















Glo. lony Lear. Newer Rega: : 

Lear. The would fpeake with (ormoal, She heth abeced me of halfe my Traine; 
The deere Pother Leok’d blocke me, foe beeme with her Tepgue 
Would with his Daegheer ¢,cormmenands,teads,fer- Moft Serpen. €, pon the very Heart, 
Are they inform'd of this? My bresth andblood: (asce, | All che fler'd Vengesnces of Heaven, fall 
Fiery? The Gery Duke,tell the hoc Duke thet —— On her ingracefull cop : ftrike her bawee 
Nc. wsr ust yer, ey bebe mace well You taking Ayres, with La 
lafrraty doth fill oegled all office, Core. Pye far, fie. 
Wisscos cau eal is bound we ocx bat oui fcloes, Ls.You nimble Li binding 
When Nature eR, commands the mind Inco her fcornfalt eyes : lnfedt ber Beaury 
To (effer with che body; Ile for ; You Fen-fuck'd Fogges, drawne by the powefull 
Aad am fallen ovt with my more hesdicr will, To fall,and bisiter. 
To cake the indifpos'd and fickly fx, Reg, O the bieR Gods ! 
Fes the foaud men. Death oo my ftste : wherefore So will you with on me. when the rath meodeis on, 
Should he fic heere ¢ This 2& perfwedes me, Lear. No thou fhalt never hawe my eurfe : 
Thar this remerion of the ond her Thy cendes Nacure thail noc give 
Is peaditfe caly Gine me my Seruent forth; Thee o're to harfhneffe : Her eyes ore Gerce, bus thine 
Goer cali che Deke, and’'s wife, 1'd fpeske wich them : Do comfort, ond not berne. “Tis not in thee 
Now tly : bid chem come forth and heare me, To gradge my plesfores, to cut off my Traine, 
Or ae Chamber doore Ile beare the Drum, To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizrs, 
Till ic erie to death. And in concluhon, to oppofe the bole 

Glo. I would heee off well berwixt you. Fx. | Again my comming ia. Thee bercer know B 


Lear Obme my heart’ My rifing bean ! Butdowne. | The Offices of Nature, bond of 
Feels. Cry to tt Nunckle, 22 the babi tl did co the albert cream beslbvbrwetanl 
Reles,when the pac ‘em i'th’ Pee shue, theknopt‘em | Thy halfe oth Kingdome heft thouset fergor, 
eth’ coxcombs with 2 fticke,and crved downe wantons, | Wherein J thee endow'd. 
deemes twas her Brother, thacin pure hindneffe ro his Req. Good Sis, 10th’ perpefe. Tuchgt wistie. 
Herfe butvered his Hey. Lear. Who put my man i’th Scockes ? 


Eater Stewards 
Eeser Cornewall Regen Glofter Sernmds, Core, Whar T “s thes? 
Lear, Good morrow to yor both. Reg. Uknow'c.my Sifters : chis spprowes her Lerter, 
Core. Haileto yourGrace. Kent bere {et at liberty. That the would foone be heere. Ja yout Lady come? 


ghoeffe. Loar. This ise Slove, whole cafe borrowed pride 
Ler Regas,\ thinke your are . 1 know what resfen =| Dwels m the fichly grace of her he follewes, 
I beve to thinke fo, if choo fhoeid’h nex be glad, Our Vaslet, from avy fighe. 
Carn. 


I would divorce me from thy Mother Tombe, tneenes your Grace? 
Sepulchring sn Adolcreffe. O are you free ? Eater Conarill, 
Some other time for thet. Beloved Regan, Lear.Who flock my Seruan? Zages,] hane good 
Thy Sifters naughe : ob Rega, fhe heth tied Thos did’ nor now on’, 
Sherpe-cooth'd ynk ® vulture beere, Whe comes here >O Heavens ! 
T can fcasce {peske to thee ,thou ie nos belecue If you do love old men ; if your Cwreet (way 
With how deprau'd equality. Oh ARew Obedience ; if you your (elves are old, 

Rez pray you Sir,teke pertence,| howe hope Make it your caufe : Send dewne and tske any pert. 
You leffe know how to value her deferty Art net ofhern'd to looke epen this Beard ? 
Then fhe co fcant her dutie. O Regen, will you take her by the hand? 

Lear, Sey? How is that? Gea, 


Sirf How heave I offended 
ae: I cannot thinke my Sifter in che leaft fade, 
Weuld faile her Obligation. If Sit perchance 
She have refrained the Riots of your Fellowres, 
foch wholefome end, 


Lear. My caries on het. 


TheTs 


Deleru'd euch lee aduencement. 
ra bos Did you? Pa 
ie an. prey you Pacher being weake,feeme 


expaetion of your Moneth 
You will reearne aad Cicocue with rey Sibler, 


Difapifiog helfe traine, come chen to me, 
lem ow Coes ious se ous of thai gooaien 
Which thal be acedfull for your entertslorment. 
Lear. Reterne co her? and fifty men difenifs'd ? 
No, racher er all reofes,and chufe 
To wa af che comity och'syte, 
Tebe iCoursde wich the Welle sed Ole, 
Necefficies thaepe pinch. Recerne with her? 
Why the hetebloodied Prance,that dowerlefie tooke 
Our yongeft borne, ! could as well be breaght 
To knee bis Throne,end Squire-like penfion deg, 
To keepe bafe like a foote; returne with her? 
Perfwade me cecher to be love end femp ter 
To this devefted groome. 
Gee. At yeur choice Sir. 
Lear. I prythee Denghrer donot make me mad, 
1 will aot creuble thee my Childsfare well; 
hanes toanctameldy-arewae rail aaeak 
Bat yet thou ert my fle(h, my blood.m heer, 
Gerke 8 difeste that’s inne fieth, ees 
Which [ mufi needs call mine, Thou art a Byle, 
A plague fore,or imboffed Carbuncle 
In my corrapred blobd. Bot Ie not chide thee, 
Lec fhame come whitn it will,I do not coll it, 
1 do not bid the Thonder_bearer fhoote, 
Nov cell cales of thee ro high-isdging Jone, 
Mend when thou can'ft, be berser ar thy leifure, 
1 can be potien,| can flay with Regan, 
I and my hundred Knights. 
Reg. Not akogether fo, 
i look dno: for you yet, nor am ded 
For your fit weleome,giue care Sirto my Sifter, 
For thofe thet mingle resfon with your poten, 
Muft be conten: to thinke you old, and fo, 
Bec the knowes whet fhe dee's, 
Lea, 15 this well (poken ? 
Reg. 1 dare suouch it Sic, what fifty Followers? 
Is ic not well? Wha: fhould yeu aced of more ? 
Yes,ot fo many ? Sith chat both checgeand danger, 
Speake geinA fo great a number ? Hew in one house 
Should many vader cwo commends 
Hold semity ? Tis hard, almofi impofhbte. 
Ces. Why rnight not you my Lord receive stcendssce 
From thofe chat the cals Seruants,or from mine? 
Reg. Why pot my Lord? 
If chen they chanc’d to flacke ye, 
We could comprroll them; \f you will come to me, 
(For now I fie adanger)! eotreste you 
To bring buc fiee sod twentie so Do more 
Will I gwe place or notice. 
Lear, 1 gave youall. 
Reg. An : good ip Ae eben 
Lear, Made youmy Goordians my Depofiocies, 
But kept areferuation ro be followed” 
With {uch enomber? What,muft [ come to you 
With five end twenty ? Argae,faid you fo ? 
- And fpeak’t agsine my Lord, no more with me, 
Lea. Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look wel feeor'd 
When ochers are more wicked aot being the worft 
Stands in fome ranke of praife, lle go with thee, 
Thy fifty yee doch five and twenty, 


Whaz need fene nod ? Ten? Oc Gue 
yes twenty ? Ten? ? 
To follow ins houfe, where twice fo many 
Have s command to cend you? 
Reg. What need one ! 
Lear, O reason nor the need : ovr baleft Beggers 
Are io che pooreft thing feperfluous, 
Allow noc Natare, more chen Nature needs: 
Mans life is chespe as Beafles. Thou at a Lady; 
Ifonely co go werme were gorgeout, 
Why Nature needs nos what thoe gorgecus wear, 
Which fcarcely keepes thee warme,bui for rue need: 
You Heaaens, give me that patience, patience J need, 
You (ee me heere (yoo Gods)s poore old man, 
As full of griefe es age, wreeched in bevh, 
Ifit be you chet Rirses thefe Daughtershearts 
Agsinft cheir Father, foole me nox fo mach, 
To beare it tamely :toech me with Noble anger, 
Aad let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Staine my mans cheekes. No you vnnacurall Hags, 
J will hove fuch son you both, 
That all the world thal! I will do fuch thi 
What they are yet,] know not,but they thalbe 
The tecroes of the earth? you thinke Ile weepe, 
No, lle not weepe,] have fall caufe of weeping. 
Sterme and Toapeff, 
Bor this heart thal break inro a handred thowfend Aawes 
Or ere Ile weepe; O Foole,! fhall go mad, Exome. 
Core, Let vs withdrew, twill be a Scorme. 
Reg. Thishoule is little,the old man on'ds people, 
Cannot be well beftow'd. 
Gee. Tis bis owne blame hath puc himfetfe ft om refi, 
And mull needs rafte bis folly. 
Reg. For his paticular, tie receiue him gladly, 
Bat not one follower. 
Gea. Soam | purposd, 
Wharc is my Lord of Giffv? 
Enter Giofter. 
Core. Followed the old man farth, heis rerorn’ 
Ge. The King is inhigh rage. 
Core. Wherher is he going ? 
Cle. He cals co Horfe, bur will I know noe whether. 
Corn. “Tis bef co give hien way, be leads hianfelfe. 
Gea. My Lord,entreace hien by na meanes to Ray. 
Glo. Alacke the night comes on,end the high windes 
Do ci reffie,for many Mites ebour 
There's fcarce s Bath. 
Reg. O Sw,to wilfull men, 
The inieries that they chemfelues procure, 
Mufi be their Scheole. Maflers: thus vp your doores, 
He is acrended with « delperace ersine, 
And what they mey incenfe him too being opt, 
i his care ccleaner sr cata r 
or. Shee doores » tise vighe, 
My 2a counicls well : sa fit oth forme, Zasnt. 


4Aélus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Storone Fii8, Eater Keet pod o Gentlemen, feawraly. 


Keat. Who's there befides foule weasher ? 
Geo. One minded like the wember molt vaquiet 1 
cea 





will houfe, before the head hes 
The er ne pall 
The man f mokes his Tos, wher he his Hast 
Shell of s Comne cry woe, and curne his fleepe co wake, 


For chere was acess yet faire women, bur 
mouthes in 9 gisfic. i pea 


Esser Xaut, 
= No,! will be the peccerne of all patience, 


Kas. Also Sis ase you here? Things chet love nighs 
The wrathfull Shins 
che dake 


As Gore n0¢ bat thew hes chis Rieg, vndivelged Crimes 
ind the wl vell you who chat Fellow i Vv; of iuftice. Hide chee, thou Bloudy hend; 
‘Thee yet you dene know. Pye on this Scorme, Thou and thou Stenuler of Versus 

Ereke the é That ort lacefucns, Caytifie, to pesces theke 
Thee vnder couert, and conseniens 


Scena Secunda. ( ore hardes chen the Genes whereal ‘se sai'd, 
cuen but new, her yeu, 
Deny’d me to come in) returne, and feose 
Seorens fii. Cuner Lear poed Fook, Theis conced curtefie. 
La. Blow windes.& crack your cheeky; Rege,dlow My wits begia 
You CeraraGs, end H 's (post, 
ou Sulpb'rous rebel, bla 
bore i aos od ths ai-thaking Thunder Ree Fecke ond Keene Loe in may heart 
w A Poere . one pert in may 
Sertke flecche thicke Rotundity o'th'world, That's forry yes for thee. 
Crache Natures moulds, all germeines {pill st once Feole, He chat hes ands wit, 
That mekes ingratefull Man. With the Winde and the Raine, 
Feale, O Nunkle, Court boly-weter ine dry heofe, bs Mofi make consent wich his Fortunes fx, 
Cen ee ee A. pay na ahead fre Pen 
la, 8 Le. True Boy: ing Vs to 
Tr aienalany creprtoain cme 


Nor Cat- caane nat to 
NA Vinai saa Geld 








Ané Bosdes,and wheres, do Cherches beild, 
Then thal the Realnc of 4flwse,come to great coofafion: 
Then comes the uence, whe lives to feet, 


ing fhalbe vs'd with feet. (time. 
Srepeecie Aderii thal rah, for | thee before hs 


Scans Tertia. 


Laver Glofter ord Eduvund. 


Glo, Alecksalacke Edenerd,| like not vordaaareia 

I defred cheir lesee ther I pity him, 

prea. ora me che vie prscsepelan 20s "6 
ena on paiec of perperuall difpleafere, ne:ther to 
of bie. cacreat for him ,or say way faGeine him. 

Bef. Molt fevage and vanacerall. 

Gia Goroo; {ay you nothing. Thereis disihon be- 
eweces the Dukes, sada worfle mareer chen thet: I heve 
gootioed  Latorribes nigh, sie dangerous oo bs (pects 
Ehaneloch’dthe Leterr in ary Clofler, shete inturres che 
King now beares, will be revenged home; ther is part of 
o Power elready , We wut mclineco the King, I 
will looke hire, and prinly reliewr nm 5 goe oe ond 
enemtaine talke with tbe Duke, that my charity benct of 
bien percewed; If he sske for me, Ismill, end gone te 
bed, iF 1 die for 1t, (ns 00 leffe is threstned me) the King 
my old Meficr maft be relieved. There is frenge things 
pewerd you be carefull. Ex, 

Baft. This Curreheforbid chee shall the Dake 
Infternly know sad of thas Letrer (00; 

This feemes s fare deferurag end mot draw me 
That which my Poacher 200 leffe chen all, 


The yonger rifes,when the old doch fall, Esx. 


Scena Quarta. 


fuser Loar Kent sud Fools. 


Kaw Here isthe place my ( ord, good ey Lord ener, 
The cirrany of the open nigit’s tow tough 
For Nature to endere. Store Jil 

Lear, Let me sione. 

Keer, Good any Lord enter heere. 

Lear. Wik breake ay heart ¢ 

Kem, had rather breake mine owne, 

Geod my Losdenter. 

Lear. Thou chenk’ft tis much rhec chis contentioss 
Bnuades vs to the skinfo :’t18 00 thee, (Boeme 
Bue where stre greater malady 1s xt, 

The leffer 13 [carce felt. Thou'dft thun s Beere, 

Bat i they flight lsy toward the roaring Ses, 

Thov df meee the Beare i th’ mouth when che mind’s 
The boches delicace - che tempeft in my mind, fee, 
Doth from my fences toke all feeling elfe, 

Save what besseschere,Filliall ingracsueude, 

Js ke not a3 tins mouth fhovid teste this hand 

Foe tefting focd too? ¢ But 1 will penith home 

Mo, will weepe no more; ia fochs mght, 


To (het me out > Poure on,! will endore: 

lo fuch a sight as this ?O Rey 

Yoor old kiad Father, whofe franke heart game afl, 
O thas way mednefie lies,set me then chat : 

Ne more of thee, 

Ken. Goed ay Lord enest here, 

Lee, ge in chy felfe,feche thine owns cafe, 
Tits will aot gine me lesus to peader 
On cthiags would hast me more, bat le gocin, 
hues ds rel leamsierind apr 

y gut thee my De pray ile 
Peoore asked wretches, where fo ere a 

florme, 
You lop : vafed ides, 
nga earapatlig eta beuc tene - 
oe core of chis: Take Phyfiche, Po 
mat ft thake che feperfiux co them, 
Aad thew the Heauens more inh, 


Eater Edgar pod Fels. 


Edy. Fechors sad halfe Fathom end 
Feels. Come not in here Nuocie, here's 8 


me. 

Kere, Ghee me thy hand, who's there ¢ 
. Fools. A (piciee, o fpirice, he {eyes his meme’s poore 

ome, 

Keat, Whee ort chow that doft gremble these i'd 
Graw ? Come forth. 

Edg Away, the foule Fiend followes meyshrough che 
therpe Haxhorne blow the wiades. Humb, gosto thy 
bed and warme thee. 

Lear. Did’ choe giue alto thy Daughters ? And sre 
thoe coms to this/ 

Edger, Who giors ony to poore Tam? Whom 
the foule fiend hath led though Fire, snd through Fiawe, 
through Sword ead Whirle. Poole,o're Bog, 20d Quag- 
emre,chac hath Jard Kaiwes vader bis Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pee, fer Rass-bene by bis Porredge, made him 
Proud of heart,to de oa 2 Bay trotting Horfe,owes foure 
tache €8,t0 courfe his owae (hedow for a Traitor, 
Biiffe chy hue Wits, Tessa cold, O do,de,do.de,do de, 
bliffe chee from W birle- Windes,Scarre-blafting ond re- 
hing,do poore Tew foe chariue, whora rbe foule Ficod 
vexes. There could } beus him now,end there,end therz 
ag & ve,a0d there. Storrae fl. 

Lea. Ha'shis Daughters brought hic to this padle ? 
Could'® thos faue oorhing? Would’ chou givc “em all? 
Feele. Ney be refere'da Blaakes, elfe we had bin oll 


tham‘d. 

Les. Now sil the thes in the ows eyre 
Hang fased o're athe oo thy beers, 

Keot. He hath no Daoghcers Sir. 

Lear. Desth Traitor, nothvag could heue fubde’d 
To fuch alownetie,but hus vokind Dsoghters. (Namure 
Is be the fathson thee difcarded Fasbers, 

Should have chus hele mercy on their flefh: 
ludiclous punifhmene, ‘twas this ficth begot 
Thofe Pdicane Daughrers. 
dg. Pillicock fet on Pillicock hill, slowalow,Joo Joo. 

Poole. This cold night will uae vs all to Poolcs, and 
Madmen. 

Edger. Take heed othifoole Fiend, obcy thy Pa- 
rents, keepe chy words Lottice, (orsere tex corre! 

se 


Ent. 


Tew. 
i helpe 
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vrth mens fworne Spoufe , fesner thy Sweet-beart on 
proud arrey. Tom's a cold. “Y 


that 
coarriuiag ef Loft, ead wak'dto deck. Winelou'd] 
éecrely, Dice gend in Woenen, o82-Peremeur'd 


tret by. tere 
Thos wert bester la a Gease, then ro anfwere 
with chy vncouer'd body, this extremitic of the Skies. Is 
gaan no more chen this ? Confider hive well. Thoo ow'st 


becroe heere. 


Eater Gleaceffer, wid a Torch. 

Feele. Prythee Nanckie be concented, ‘cis s neughtle 
night to fwimmein. News lice fireias wilde Ficld, 
were like on old Letchers heart, o foal! fpack, all the refi 
oa's body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foale Flibbertigsbbet ; hee at 
Curfew, and walkes ax fir Cocke : Hee gives the Web 
and the Pin, fquints che eye, and mekes the Hare-lippe ; 
Mildewes the white Wheare, and barts the poore Cres- 
cure of earth. 

Swiebeld foored thrice the old, 

He enct the Nighe- Mare,and her oine-feld ; 
Bid her a-ligt«,and her troth- 

And aroyne thee Witch, aroyne 

Kes. How fares your Grace? 

Lear. What'she? 

Kou, Who's there ? Whazis't you feeke? 

Clan, What ere you there ? Yous Names ? 

@dg. Poore Tom, that estes che (wimming Frog, the 
Tosd, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, end che wacer sthar 
ia the farie ofhis hear, when the foule Piend rages, ests 

for Sallets ; fwallowes the old Rat, and the 

dite 3 drinkes che green Mentle of the ftandio 
Poole : 1s whigt from Tythiog co Tything, 
Gockt, punith’d,snd imprifon'd : who hath three Suites 
to his backe, fixe thiscs co his body : 

Hosfe to ride, and weapon ta weeres 

Buc Mice.end Rais,and fuch fmall Deare, 

Haue bin Toms food, for feuen long ycare : 
Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin,pesce thou Fiend, 

Clon What, hath your Grace no bercer company ? 

Edg. The Prince of Darkenefle Is aGencleman. Afeds 
ay Paaet and CMabsa, Pa 

ow. Or fieth 20d blood, my Lord, is growne 
vilde, thac it doth hace what pesic : 
~ Poore Tom's scold. 
Glew, Go in with me 5 my dary cannot fuffer 


Aad 


be where both Gre, sad food ,srady, 


irft let me calke with this Philofopher, 
canfe of Thender? : 


Now out-law’d from 


But Istcly: very lece: 
Na Father his Sonne d 
te hach crez'd my wits, Whar a nigte’s this? 
feech your grace. 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sie: 
Noble Philofep 


fill with my Philofopher, 

Keer. Lord, foosh bam 1 
Let him take the Fellow. 

Glen. Toke bim you on. 

Keas. Sirs, come on: go eloog with ve. 

Lea, Come, good Athenian, 

Glen, No words, no words, huth, 

&dg. Childe Rowland vo the darke Tower came, 
His word was fill, fie, fob, and fomme, 
1 fanell the blood of s Brittith man. Ensee 


Eater Cornel and Edun. 

Corn, 1 will hove my revenge, ere J depart his houfe. 

Baf. How my Lord, | ey be cenfored, thar Nerore 
chas gives way to Loyaltie, fomething feares mee to 
thinke of, - 

Corwe, 1 now perceive, it was not al your 
Brothers euill difpoGtion made him (eeke his death : bue 
a provoking merit fet a-worke by a reprousble badocffe 
in hirnfelfe. 

Baf, How malicious is my forrene, chat I muft re- 
pent co be sult ? This is the Letser which hee fpoake of; 
whic’: approves hic an intelligent partie co the aduance- 
gesofFrance © Heavens !chat this Trealon were not; 
or not I the deteAor. 

(ore. Go with me tothe Datcbeffe, 

Bef. 1f che moccer of this Paper be certalp, you bave 
mighty bufinciie in hand, Pe 








The Tre 


Cars. Troe oc falle, ix hath raade thee Bs rie of Glow- 
cefter : feoke ous where thy Father is, chat hee mey bee 


for 
Bf. hin comforting the King, ir will Auffe 
bis fsipition more fully. | will in way courfe of 
Loyalty, chough the confiia be fore berweene thet, and 
my blood. 

Core. 1 will lay craft vpon thes: end thoe thalc finde 
a deere Father in my lous. Enmow. 


Eater Keut, acd Glaceffer. 

Glos , Heere ts better then the open ayrecake it thank 
fally: I will peece owt the comfors with whac eddision f 
can: I will not be loag from you. Exis 

wre of his wits, heave given way to bis 
seward your kinduefle. 


Eater Lam, Edgar ,and Fools. 
Edg. Fraterrette cale me. and cells me Nevois an Aang 
ber im che Lake of Daskneffe : pray lanocent, and beware 


Lear. A King.a King. 
Peele. No, be'ss Yeomen, that he’s s Gentlemen to 
pia Soe es Dee cere eee cee hie Soane 8 


Kent. O pitty : Sir where is the patience now 
it waar tlcbaniate wince 
. My reares begin to rake his part fo auch, 
bug shee 


They marre roy g- 
Lew, Theliale dogges, and afl; 
Trey, Blonch and Sweee-beert : fee, they barkeat me. 
. Tom, will throw hishead at them: Auaunt you 
Curres, be chy mouch or blacke or white : 
Teoth that poyfons if ic bite : 
Moftiffe,Grey-hound, Mongzill.Grim, 
Heund or Spaniel, sins aek fe 
Or Bobxaile tight, or Troudle ta 
Tom will moke hum weepe snd weile, 
For wich throwing ches my heed ; 
Dogs the beech, and all are fied. 
Do,de.de.de : fefe: Come, march to Wakes and Feyres, 
Aad Masket Townes : poore Tom thy hore is dry, 
Leer Thenlec them Anatomize Reyes : Sce whet 
breeds about her heart, Is there any caufe in Nature that 
make thefe hacd-heares. You fic, ] entertainc for one of 
my hundred ; only, 1 do nes like the fathion of your gar- 
ments. You will fey they ace Perfian ; but let ihre bee 


chang'd. 
Emer Gla. 

Kem, Now good my Lord, lye heere,end reft awhile. 

Leer. Makeno ncife, makenoneife, draw the Cure 
taines : fo, fe,wee'l gor Supper Ith’ morning. 

Fook. And tie gocrebed st noone. 

Glen. Come hithes Friend : 
Where is the King my Nafter? 

Ket. Here Sitsbut trouble him noct,his wits are gon. 
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thy armes ; 


fome prouifion 
Gine thee quicke condu&, Come,come,away. Enret 


Scena Septine. 


Sumer Corveel, f 
sis Sears Bafad, 


Corn. Polite {peedily to ay Lord your hesband, thew 
him chis Letcer, che Arm of Sabet a 
ain Z y landed s feeke our 


traitor 
. hem inflandy, 

pd Piecke out his sea: 

Core, Lesug him tomy difplesfare. Edmond, keepe 
you oer Sifler t the reuenges wee are bouad to 
take vppon your Traitorous Father, arenot fi for your 
behoiding. Aduice the Duke where you ere going, tos 
moft feftiusce : wé are bound to the like. Our 
Poftes thall bef waft,and meelligene beewixt vs. Fare- 
well deese Siftes, farewell my Lord uf Glow fies, 

Cuter Steward. 
How a Radda o King? 

Stew. My of Gloafter hath conuey'd him bence 
Some five or fix and chirty of his Kaighes 
Hor after him, met him at gece, 

Who, with fome other of the Lords, 
Are gone with him toward Doeer; where they bos 
To haue well armed Friends. 

Corn. Get horfes for your Miftris. 

Gea. Farewell Sweet Lord, and Sifter. Ext 

Corn, Edsumd farewell : go feek the Traitor Glofer, 
Pinnion him like a Theefe, bring him before vs ; 

well we may not paffe vpon his life 
Without che forme of Iufiice : yet our power 
Shall do acurt’he co our wrath which men 
May blame, bet not comprroll. 
Enter Glouceff cr ead Sertatts, 
Who's chere? the Traitor? 

Reg. ao Fox, ‘cis he. 

Corn, Binde faft his corky armes. 

Glen, What meanes your Graces? 

Good my Friends confider you are my Ghefts : 
Do me no foule play, Friends. 
Core. Binde him J ie 
. Hard,hard : O filthy Traieor. 
Glen, Vammetcifull Lady,ss oe are,}’me none, 
Corn. To this Chaire binde him, 
Villaine, thou thale finde, 

Glow. By the kinde Gods, ‘tis molt ignebly done 
To plecke me by che Beard. 

Keg. So whice, and fuchs Treitor ? 

Glee. Naughty Ledie, 

Theie haires w ich thou deft revith from my chin 
Will quicken and accufe thee. 1] am yout Hoft, 
With Robbers hands, my hofpitable favours 








Corn. Come Sit. 

Whae Letters had you late from France ? 

Reg. Be Genple anfwer'd, for we know che truth, 

Cora, And what confederacie hove you with the Traie 
tors, late footed in the Kingdome ? 

Reg. To whole hands 

You naue fere the Lunasicke King : Speake. 
Glen, Thove a Lecser gucflingly fer downe 

Winch came from one that's of a newtrall heart, 

And not from ene oppas’d. 

Comm. Gunning. 

Reg. And Sife, 

Core. Where haft chou fent the King ? 
Glea, To Douer. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dower ? 

Wars'c thou nor charg’d st peril. 

Corn. Wherefore to Dowes 2? Letham enfwes tha. 
Glen. Lamiyed to th'Seake, 

And I muft ftand the Courfe. 
Reg Wherefore to Dover ? 
Gle Becaule 1 would nor fee thy cruel Nailes 

Plucke owt his poore old eyer : nor chy fierce Sifter, 

In bis Annointed flehh. ficke boarsth phangs. 

The Ses, with foch’ a Rorme as his bare bead, 

In Hall-blacke-aight indor'd, would haue buoy‘d vp 

And quench’d the Scelled fires : 

Yer poore old heart, he holpe the Hesuens to raine. 

If Wolves hed at chy Gate howl’d that Rerne ume, 

Thow thosld'ft have fad, geod Porter carne the Key . 

All Cruets elfe fubicrade : 2 | that fee 

The winged Vengeance ouerreke fach Children. 

Cora. Seet fhait thoe aever.Fellowes hold § Chaire, 

Vpon thefe eyes of thine, Ie fer my foore. 

Glow. He chac will thinke to hwe,tull he be old, 

Gine me fome helpe. ——O cruell! O you Gods. 

Reg One fide will mocke another : Th’other too, 
Core If you fee vengeance 
Serw Hold yous hand my Lord: 

T haue feru'd you ever face I wes s Childe 

But better ferurce baue I neaer done you, 

Then now to bid you bold. 

Reg. How aow, you dogge ? 
Ser if youdid weate a besrd vpon your chin, 
Aid hake it on chis quessell, What do you meane ? 
C orn, My Villasne? 
Seru.Nay iben come on, and take chechance of anger. 
Reg. Giue me chy Sword. A pezant ftand vp thus? 
Ailes bre 
So Ohl amfaine: my Lord,you haue one eye lefs 

To fee tome mifchefe on him Oh 
Corn. Left 1 (ce more,presens it ; Out vilde gelly : 

Where is thy lufter now ? 

Glen. All datke and comfortieffe? 

Where's ary Sonne Edanand ? 

Edmaned, eokindle ali the {parkes of Nature 

To quit chis horrid se, 

Reg. Our treacherous Villaioe, 

Thou cell’ on him, chachareschee. [te washe 

That made the oucrrure of thy Treafonsto vs : 

Who is too good to pitry thee. 

Glas, O my Follies! then Edgar wes abus'd, 

Kinde Gods, for gine me that,and profper him 
Reg. Go chroft him our at gates,and let him fonell 

Hits way to Dover. 

How 18's my Lord? How looke you ? 
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Exst wab Glonfer. 
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we. 









4dus Quartus. Scena Prima. 








Enter Edgar, 
dg. Vecberter chus,and knowne to be conteme’d, 
Then fill contemo’d and flasser'd, to be worfl 
The loweft, and mot deedted thing of Fortune, 
Seands fill in efperance, lives not. fease : 
The lamentable change is from the bef, 
The worft recurnes tolaughtes. Welcome then, 
Thou vafubftantsall ayre chat | embrace : 
The Wrerch that thou hall blowne vato che worft, 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. 
Ewter Cisufter and on Oldman, 
Bur who comes heere > My Facher poorely bed ? 
World, World, O world} 
Bur thet thy Arange mutations make vs hate thee, 
Life wouldnot yeeldecoage, —- 
Oldm. O my good Lord, I haue bene your Tenane, 
And your Fathers Tenanr, thefe fourefcore yestes. 
Glas. Away, get thet away : good Friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee, they msy hert, 
ow cannot fee ° 
Glow, Lhaveno way, mii theseloe weake RO eyes 3 
I Aumbled when I (aw. Full oft ‘tis feene, 
Our meanes fecure vs, and our mecre defies 
Prove our Commodities. Oh deere Soane Edgar, 
The food of chy abufed Fachers wrath : 
Might] bur live to fee thec mm mytoech, 
Na il had eyes againe. 
Oldm. How now ? who's there > 
Edg. O Gods! Who 18't can fay I am at the worft? 
1 am worfe chen ere | was. 
Old, ‘Tis mad Tom. 
Edg worfe } may be yet : the worft is nee, 
So long es we can fay thas is the wor 
Oldm. Fellow, where goeft ¢ 
Glee. 1s it » Beggar-man? 
Oldm. Madman,and beggsr too, 
Glen. Hc has fome reafon, eile he could noe beg, 
I'ch'left nights florive, | fuch a fellow faw; 
Which made me chinke a Man, Worme. My Soane 
Came then into my minde, sad yet my minde 
Was chen (carfe Freends with bim. 
I baue heard more fince: 
As Fhres to wanton Boyes, are we to th'Geds, 
kill vs for chesr fpere. 
- How fhouldthisbe? 
Bad 1s che Trade that meff play Foole to forrow, 
Ang’ ring it felfe,end others. thee Maftcr. 
Glea, 3s thac the naked Fellow ? 
Oldm. \ my Lord. 
Glen, Get chec away :1ffos my fake 
Thou wilt ore-rake vs hence a mile or tweine 
i'th'way toward Dower, do it for ancient loue, 
And bring fome covenng for this naked Soule, 
Which Ile imsreare to leade me, 
Old. Alsche fir, he is mad 























































cold. I connec dandy ie farvher. 
fellow. 


ce, thet will not fee 


re quickly 


And esch mao haue enoagh. Doft chow know Deoe:? 
Bag. 1 Maher. 
Glen. There sa Ciffe, whofe hgh and bending bead 

ia ube ¢ Deepe: 

Being me but to the v brrenme of it, 

And Ile repeyre che au thos do'R beare 

With ane rich about ee : fom chat plece, 

1 (hall no leading ocede. 
Edg. Give ene thy rave, 

Poore Tom thall leade chee 



















Eco. 






Scena Secunda. 





Esser Generil, Bap ard, and Steward. 









Noe met v3 on the way, Now, where's your Msfter ? 
Saw. Maedesn within, bus neuer man fo chang'dz 

1 cold bien of the Arusy that woo Eanded' 

He fmil’d act. 1 cold him you were comming, 

His anfwer wes, the worfe. Of Glofters Treachery, 

And of the 

When I inform'd him, then he call'd ave Sot, 

Andcold me J bed curn’d the wrong fide ont : 

What mofi he thould difske, feemes pleafanc to hien 5 













That deres not vadertske : Heel aot feele wrongs 
Winch cye bien co on anfwer : our withes on the way 
or Laan Backe Edasend to my Brother, 
H his 


his powres. 
1 matt change names at home, and give che Diftette 
Toco my Husbands hands. This cruftic Seruane 
Shall paffe berweene vs 2 erc long you are like to heare 
(If you dere vencure in your owne behelfe) 
Miftrefles command 







the belt P arsefi char 1 hane Albany. 
will, -Esh Gen, Thane beene warth the whifile, 





Gas. Welcome my Lord.J merecil our mild husband 


de Wornans fereices mec aaks 


Poole le 
gt Melon, become wy Lord, 


You sre sot worth the duft which che rede winde 
Blowes in face. j 











Thine Honor, from 
Ab. See chy lelfe diveil ; 
deformutie feemes not in the Fiend 





Hach placke him afer. 
Alb, This thewes 
ee our neather crimes 
canvenge. Bur (O Gloafter 
he his ocher eye ? i aaa ) 
Atef. Both, both, wy Lord. 
This Lecer Madom, cranes 2 (peedy enfwer: 


Moy all ilding m my fancie plucke 
Vpon my hatefall fe. Another way 
The Newes isnot fotart. Ile read,and enfwes. 

Alb. Where wes big Soone, 
When they did rake his 

Atif. akhmy hisher. 

So tg tanta 

. Nom Leer 

Ab. Knows be the wickednelfe? 

Mef. = good ache ag alana 
Aod oa pen 
ob ee oy eae 

Af, Gloufter, | line 
Tochanke chee for the lowe chow thew tft the King, 
Aod co sevenge thine cyes. Come hcbes Priead, 
Teli me what more thou koow’R- 


him 





Scena T ertis. 





Enter wich Drawn aed Colestrs, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
avd Souldicurt. 
Cor, Alecke, ‘tis he: why he was met cuen now 





Al you vapublith’d Verwves of the earch 
het day with my ceares ; be sydant,snd remediate 
Ja che Geodenans defives: feeke. feeke for him, 

‘droge, diflolwe the life 
meanes to leade a. 

Enter Mfenger. 
Newes Madam, 

The Brictith Powres exe marching hitherward. 

Cor, Tis kaowne before. Owr preperation fands 
In expedtstion of them. O deere Father, 
Tete chy enango 1 go abou: Thesfose grest France 
My mourmag, and imporsun'd reares hach pictred - 
Noblewne Ambicion deth ous Armes incite, 
Bix lowe, deere lous, and our ag'd Fachers Rite : 


Seene moy | heare, and fec bia E xewnt. 





Scene Quarta. 





Eater Regan aed Steward. 
Reg. Box are my Brothers Powres fet forth ? 
Stew. 1 riba 
Reg. Hienlelfesn perfont 
Pa Medam oe aa 
Your Sifler isthe besces Souldier, 
Reg.Lord Edmoad {pake not with your Lord ot home? 
Stew. No Madam. 
Reg. What might import my Sifters Lecter to him ? 
Stew I know pot, Lady. 
Reg. Fauthhe is poafted hence on ferious matter : 
It was gress ignorance, Gloufters eyes being out 
To let bim live. Where he arrives, he moves 
Allhearts ageinft vs: Edeesed, Ichinke 1s gone 
In pitty of his ie difpatch 
His nighted life : Moreouer to defcry 
The ftrength oth’ Enemy 
Stew. 1 euft needs afterhim, Madam, with my Leteer. 
Reg. Our cepopes fer forth to morrow, Ray with vss 
The wayes are dangerous. 
Seew. I emay not Medam: 
My Lady chorg’d my ducie inthis bufives. 
Reg. Why oe ee os 
aght not you tranfport her p lesby word? Belike, 
see thi ie snow oo: whee. He loue thee much 
Let me wnfeale the Letter. 
Stew, Madam,| had rather ———= 
. tknow your Lady do's not lour her Husband, 
I am fore of chat: ond ac her Jare being heere, 
She gave Mrange Elisds, end moft (pesking lookes 
To Noble FAkoad, 1 knew you are of her bofome. 
Seow. 1,Madem ? 


‘be T ragedie of K ing Lear. 





Ry. 1 in vaderftendiag : Y'ere: 
Therefore } do sdeife you take this nove t = 


My Lord is desd : Edmond, and | howe calk'é, 
Aad more conurmiens is be for my hand 







yous heares chas much Germ 
I pray defie her call ber wifegdiome ve hes. = 


rrdesel Aerbaseal 
If you do chence te heare of thes blade Tealeos, 
Prefermenc fais cn hien, chec curs hie off. 

Stew. Would | could moet Modem, I thowld hee 
Whee party | do fallow. 

Rog. Fare chee well : 


Scena Quinta. 





















Eater Gloureffer, aud Edgar. 

Glos. When thall { come toth'vep of thes femme bu 2 

Edg. You do ciimbe vp it now. Look how we tabe 

Clon. Me thinkes the ground is eenen. 

Edg. Horrible fleepe, 
Heorke, do you heare che Sea f 

Gles. Noculy. — 

Ed. bide aie) Sd Senfes grow lanperfc 
By your eyes angui : 

Glen, So may it Be indeed. 
Me thinkes thy voyce ie alrer'd, end thea 
In better p and matter chen chou did. 

dg. Yore taech deceia'd : 1a nothing sm Lchang'd 
Bat tn ay Gorments. 

Glen. Me chinkes y‘ere better fpoken. 

. Come on Sit, 

Heere's the place : Mand fill: how fearefall 
And dizie ‘tts, ro caft ones fo low, 
The Crowes end Choughes, thet wing the midevsy syre 
Shew fearfe fo groffe as way Gowne 
Hangs one thar gathers Sampire : dresdfall Trade: 
Me thinkes he feemes oo bigger chen his head. 
The Fithermen, thar walk'd vpon che besch 
Appeare like Mice : and yond «sil Anchoring Barke, 
Diminith'd co her Cocke : her Cocke, Buoy 
Almof\ coo (malt for fight. The metmuring Serge, 
That on ch’vanombred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. [he looke ne more, 
Leaft my broine carne, and che deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Glos Set me where you fsnd, 

Edg. Gtue me your band: 
Yo are now within « feore of rh'extreme Verge : 
For all beneath the Moone would I nos leape vprighs. 
Heere Friend's another purfe : in it, 2 Jewell 
Well worths poore menstaking, Psyries, end Gods 
Profper tt with chee. Gochou off, 
Bid me forewell, end let me heare chet gomeg. 

5 Now fare ye well, good Sir. 

em. With all my heart. 

Bag. Why I do crifleches wich his difpsire, 
gaan’ Cure ie. 

Gta. O you mighty Gods 
This world | dorenounce,ead in your fights 


































Gbeke 











To rich feleffe wiles, 
My douife, and losshed part of Nature thould 
Bucne is felfe ove. If Eager live, «9 blefe bien 
New Fellow, fare thes weil. 

- Gone Sir, farewell : 
99 ale aot dante 
The Tresfary of life, when life it fel 


By this hod thought bin pal. Alize,or deed? 

Hoa, you Sirs Priead, heare you Sir, (peake: 

Woe ee 
? 


thers, Ayre, 


SRovaf Gavwcr a iain pg gi store 


Heft hesay fabhance, bleeFA set, fpeak’A,ert 


Cannot 
Gla. Alacke, [hese no eyes: 

Is wrecchedacie d that benefice 

Te end ix Selle by death 2’ T was yet fome comfor 

When mifecy could beguile the Tyrenrs rage, 

And frefirace his proud will 


will. 
. Gwe me acme, 
VEE stom in P Eee you yous Legges? You fland, 
Giex. Too well, too well. 
Edg. Thisis abouc all vig mahi 


Vpon the crowne o':h'Clitfe. thing was thee 
Which perted from you? 
A peore enforwunace Beggor. 


Edg. As! Rood beeredelow, ieee, (eras 
Were two fell Moones : he hed a thoufsod Noles, 
Homnes wealk'd, and waved like the encagedSes: 
1c was focme Plead: Therefore thoe Pacher, 
Thiake thet the cleereft Gods, who make chen Honers 
Of mens I bee preferued chee. 

Glen. 1 do remember sow : henceforth He beare 


AffiiGica, cll edo eae fpeake of 
ped png aoe see : 


he Pieod, the Fiend, be led ove to thet 


. Besse frec end pecient 

ad dace Lae 
Bat whe comes heese ? 
The lefer fenle will as'se-eccomcedate 
His Molter thes. : 

Lear. No, they cannet touch me for crying. I am the 
Ta nD chan Sde-plercing gh 

Lear. Necere's abowe Art, in thet refpect, Ther's your 
Preffe-money. That fellow handles his bow, like eCrow- 
keeper : raw asec uy Cloathvers yerd. leoke, s 
Moule : peace, peace, this of coafied oll 
doot, There's ey Ile prove x 0a s Gyest. 


Bring op the browne Billes. O well fowne Bieds Sur 
cloot, reieloat : Hewgh, Giee the word. 
Ey. Swrect Merioram. 


voice. 
Lear. Ha |Conarif with 3 white beard? 
me ke s Degge, sad told mee I had the whise hayres in 
my Beard, ere che blacke ones were there. To fay |, and 


They flacter’d 


ne, te thing thet I [sid : ],2nd 00 co0, wes no good 
Divinicy. 5 the reine ceme to wet me ence, andthe 
winde to meke me chatter: when the Thunder would pos 
peace a¢ my bidding, there J found ‘em, chere J fomels ‘em 
ow, Gotoo, are not men o'their words ; they reld 
tue, ] was ching s’Tisa Lye, Jam noc A 

Ghee. The ticke of hes voyee, Séesalicmobe. 


Adakery Pchoo fhale not dye: dye for A 

No, she Wren goes coo’t, and che fanail gilded 

Do's lercher in my fight. Lex lacion chriees 

Foe Gloofters batterd Son was binder to his Farher, 
Then my Doughcers got cweene the lewfull fhects. 
Toot Lazary pell-mell, for | lscke Souldiers. 

Behold yond poiing Dame, whofe fece berweene her 
Forkes pretages Snow; thas minces Vertue & do's thake 
the head co heare of plesfuresname, The Fitcbew, nor 
thefoyled Horfe goes toot with a more norous eppe- 
tite» Downe from the wafte they sre Cenceures, though 
Women all sboue : bus torhe Girdle do the Gods inhe 


net, there is the felphusous pit; bareings fcoldsing Gench, 
confemption: Pye,Ge, fie; pah, ps : Give mean Ounce 
of Ciwet 3 good Apothecary {weecen my samagiaation : 
There's money for thee. 

Glew. O ler ee kiffe that bead. 

Lear. Let me x fic, 
It feneiles of Morralicy. 

Glen, O rain’d peece of Nacase, this grest world 


Shall fo weare our co nseght. 


it. 

Glen, Were all thy Letters Sennes, I could net kee. 
Edg. I would nos cake this from report, 

Ic he, aad my heart breakes at it. 
Lem. Kes 


yoe 
head, nor ao meny in your purfe 
wy cafe, your parte m alight, yet you for 


The V Geer hangs the Cousner, Tho 
rough 












































¢ The Tr ing Lear. 


cecter’d claaches Vices de appeare: Robes, | The bounsic, snd the benizon of Hesece 

per a gownes hide all, Place foes wxch Geld, and To beer, and boos. 

the @rong Lace of hashing tiie : Arme pak, ; hewsdide‘a Strward. 

reggts, a Pigmics Rraw do's pierce it. None do's tow. prize : mo? heppie 

ge iy tone lin sblsas abe aa ote Friend, | Thee head of cheng, was firtt fram‘ Ref 
who haue tbe power to fesle ch'acealera lips, Ges thee | To raife myforsante. Thou old, vn Traitec, 
taffe-cyet, and like a {curuy Politician, feemeco fee the | Breefely chy felfe remember : une 2 owt 

thou doftnct. Now, aow,now.new. Pull off my Ther mut deftroy thee, 
Beores: harder, $erder, fo. Glen, Now lex chy friendly heod 


. Omacrer, and wnpertimency mixz, Puc enough too’. 
R alg reer rials bold Peasar, 

Lear. lf thoo weepe my Fortunes, take Dar'fi« pport s publi(h‘d T raicer ? Hence, 
linow tice wth mongh GyamneiGlete, Leaf that ch'mfe ion of his forrune take 
Thow mei be neriens ; we came crying bithers Lake hold on thee. Let go his arme. 

Thou know'fl, che fic came that we the A Edg. Chill not lec go 
We wawie,and cry. 1 wil preach co thee s Marke. Warhout verther‘eafeon 

Glen, Alscke.alacke the day. Seow. Let go Sleuc, or thes dy. 

Lear. Whea we ere borne, we cry chat we ere come Edg. Good Genileman gee your gece, and let poure 
To ehis greac flage of Fooles. Thin a good blocke: volke s end “ched ha’ bin zwaggerd ovt of my lide, 
Jt were a delicate firstagem to (hoo "*twou sotba’bin so long es"tis, by « veccsigit. Nay, 
A Troope of Horfe wnh Felt : le pat’ in proofe, come not acere th’old man : heepe owt che vor ye, or ice 
And when | hove Rotne vpon chefe Son in Lewes, try whuher your Coftard, or my Bellow be che hareer; 
Then kath, oll, ill, tool, kill, kitt. chill be plaine with you, 

Ester a Gentlemen, Stew. Ow Dunghill. 

Gen. Obheere heis slay band epon bien, Sir, « Chill prcbe your ceeth Zr : come,no eusreer vet 
Your moh decre Dawg iter ——— your 

Leer, No refcoe? + & Prefoner? J em even Stow. Slave thou haf laine me: Villain,cahe my porfe ; 
The Natural! Feole af Fortune. Vie re weil, If ever chow wilt thrwe, bury my bode, 

You fhall haue ronfome. Let me haue Sacgeons, And the Letters which chou find’A about me, 
erate wire oo = 7a banty tebe laticthear har 

Gen, You we Sny thi post - On venioely death, desth. 

Lew. No Seconds? All my fi Bag. 1 know hee cecil A fecuicesble Viteine, 
Whry , ches would make a man, 3 man of Sale As duccous te the vices of thy Miftris, 

Tovlehis eyes for Garden water-pots.1 wil diebranely, | As bedaclle would defire. 
Like ¢ fmugge come. What? I will be lowall - - What, 1s he dead? 
Come,come, | ama King ,Maflers, know yon chet? . Sie you downe Father : refi you, 

Gow. Youare s Royall one and we obcy you. Lee's fee thefe Pockets ; the Lonters cher he of 

Lear. Then chere's life nt. Come, ond you get it, May be my Frends : bee's dead ; I am eS 
You thal get tc by running : Sa, fa,fa,fe. Exe. | Hehadao other Deathiman. Let vs fee: 

Gear. Kighe moft pitiful mn che mesnch wrerch, Leaue gentle waxe, and manners : blame vi net 
Paft fpeaking of ins King. Thou haft a Daughter To kaow our enemies mindes, we np ther hearts, 
Whe rcdeemes Nature the generall curfe Thew Papers 1s more lawful. 

Which cweine hawe broughs hes co. Reads the Lerner, 

Edg. Haile gencle Sir. Brant vecipret all vewes be vemembred. Ton ban mane 

Geu. Sa,fpeed you : what's y our will ? ely pag fe tal esters grr 

Bdg. Do you beare ought (Sir )ofs Barcel cowaad. place will be frowfully offer’ d. ts worbing dons, if ber 


Gear, Mofi fure, end vulger: 


? vy fe f wenid fag) effetti. 
Cenr, Necresand on fpeedy foot sche maine defery ee Coe 
Scands on che bourely he. Oh indinguith'd fpace ef Womens will, 


Edg. 1 thenke you Sir, cher’s all, A plet vpon her vertuees Hasbands itfe, 
Gem. Though thet che Queen on fpeciel canfe le ere | And the cachenge my Brother : heere inthe fends 
Her Army is mou'don. Ex, | Thee ile rake vp, che pote valandiified 


Gag. Ucheake you Sir Of murtherous Lerchers : end mn the macere tite, 
Gien.¥ on cute gentle Gods, take my bresth from me, | With this vagracious Rrike che fight 
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt me againe Of the death-pradhe’d Duke : for him °as well, 
To dye before youplesfe. Thast of thy death, and bufinefie, 1 con call. 
Fdg. Well pray you Pacher. Glen. The ismad: 
Gha. Now good fis what are you? How fiiffe is my vilde fenfe 


E¢g.A moft poore men,seade tame to Fortunes blows | Thas | ftand vp, sad hence ingeniocs feeling 
Whe by che Art of knowne,and feeling forrowes, Of mry-hage Socroures? Beceer I were rod, 


Am pregnamtto . Gueme So fhould my thoughts be Sever from my greefes, 
aie leode poco ae ang. eae: on pra 


Glen, Heonve chaohes : And woes, by wrong imagination loots 

















Where am 1? Faire dey light? 
[ am mightily abes'’d; I thould ew'o dye with picry 
To ferencther thas. 1 know sot what to fey : 
J will aot (weare thefe sre my hands: let's fee, 
1 feete this pia pricke, would 1 were offar'd 
Of my coadnion. 
Cer. Olooke vpon me Siz, 
Aad held your hend in bencdsGtion oe ae, 
You anf not kaeele. 










me. 

Kast, Tobe scknowledg’d Madam is oce- ped, 
All ay reports go with the modeft cruch, 
Nor mare nest ciipt.but fo. 

Car. Be better (usted, 
Er t-te 
I . 

a Sang bapa Pe 
Yea tobe knowne (hortens my aade intevt, 
aaa Mt ay me not, 
Till came. ead L,chinke meet, 

























Aad to deale plainely, . 

| feare 1 em not in my perfeA mind. 

Me thinkes | fhould know you,and kaow chis tus, 
Yer Lem doebefall : For 1 am mainely igoorase 
What place this is:and all che skill 


Remembers not chefe germents : dor ] know aoe 
Weasel e eess eee Do ast lengh at me, 



























Cor. Then be't fo ay good Lord : For(os 1 em 2 man)! thinke chis Lady 
How do's che King ¢ Tobe my childe (ardelse. 
Cost, Madam Aitl. Co. And{olew: lam. 
Lear. Be your teares wet f 
Yes fah 31 prey weepenor 
If you hese poyfon for roe,I will driake i: 


J know you do not lour me, for your Sifters 
Heve (as J do remember)dene me wrong. 
You hauc fome caufe, they have not. 

Cer. No caufe,no e. 

Lea. Am 1 in Freoce? 

Kens. tn your owne kiagdoase Sie. 

Leer. Dona abefe me. 

Gea, Be comforced Madam she grest coge 
You fee is kilf'd in frre hien to go ia, 















Ca. had donate by your knowledge,end proceede 
Tuhtwsy of year owne will :isheacrsyd? 















Emer Lew a achatre carried by Seruanes 
Ges. 1 Madam: io che heauinelic of flerpe, 










We pas freth on bien. Trouble him no more tll further fethng. 
Be by good when we do swake hia, Cor. Wik plesfe your Highoeffe walke? 
1 dowd of his T c Lear. You muff beare with me : 


Cor. Oany deere Facher,reftaeracion heng 
Thy medicine on eny lippes,zod fer chis kiffe 
Repaire thofe violent berases,chat my cwe Sifters 
Haue wm thy Reuereace mode. 

Kewe, Ksnd 2nd deere Princefie. 






Prey you cow vel, “aa forge, 


1 om old and fool Exe 

















Alus Quintus. Scena Prinia. 









Eanes with Drones and C obser 1 Ednaend ogan, 
To houell chee with Swinesnd Rogaes forlome, Gentlemen pnd Seniors. 
In fhert,and neufty firaw? Alscke, elacke, 
“Tis wonder chac thy life end wits, st once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, fpenke to hie. 
Gea. Madam do you , ‘tus ficeeft. 
Cor. How does my Royall Lord? 
Hew (eee a 
Lea. You do me wrong co take me out oth’ grene, 
Thoo ert a Soule m biife, bus lam bound 
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You knew che g codnefle I tncend vpen yous 
Tell me bec cruly bet chen (peake che ceuth, 
Do yeu not lous ary Sifter? 

Dep. la honeur'd Love. 

. Bet heue you acues found my Brothers wey, 

To to bore fended ploce? 

Bal. Noby muwe honew,Madam. 

Reg Uacuce thall endure ber deere wy Lord 
Be nor fornilioe wich her. 

Bef. Feacenet, the sad the Deke her basbeod. 


Beter with Draw and ( cleors Albay ,Goveril, Soldurs. 


AB. Onc very loving Sifter well be-met : 
Siz this [ heard, che King ts come co his Daughter 
Wah others, shom the ngoer of eur State 
Ferc'd co cry out. 

Regan. Why is this reafond ? 

Gens. Combine, *guioft che Enctnie : 
Fer thefe domeflicke ond particucias broiles, 
Are eat che qurftion hecre. 

Ab, Lec'schen desermwe with ch’ancient of warre 
On our coding. 

Jeg. Sifter youte go with vs? 

Ge. Ne. 

- Tis moft conaenienc,prey go with vs. 
Ges. Ob ho, I know the Riddie.! will goe. 
Busuet beth ve Aravies, 
























Ester ry ol 

3dg. Were your Grace bed {peech wich man fo poore, 
Heese me one word. 

4%. \ie ouerrake Phase green 

Edg, Before you fight che Bactaile ope chis Lercer: 
If you haae veclory des the Trumpet found 
Fos bie chas broughe iss wretched though Ifeeme, 
I can prodece Champion, thst will prove 
Whes 19 snouched chere. If you mifcarry, 
Your bofiaeffe of che world hath fo an end, 
Aad machinacion ceafes. Fonene loves vou. 

oid. Stsy till | havc read the Leuer. 

o was forbid ic; 

When dane fhall Coruc Jet buc she Herald cry, 
And Sle sppeere sgaine. Exe. 

Ab. Why farechce weil,} will o're-looke thy paper 


Emer Eden. 


Bef. The Enemy's in view,draw vp your powers, 
Heere isthe gueffe of their rue Rrength sad Fosces, 
By dilligenc difcowene, but your haft 


le new wee ‘ 
AB. We will greex che time Esk. 
Bef. Tobdoth thefe Sifters have I fworne my loner 

Esch ieslows of the other,as the Aung 

Are of the Adder. Which of chem thall l rake ? 

Both ?Qoe / Or acithes ?Neicher can be entoy'd 

a sonagatecl da che Widdow, 

% es mad her Sifter Coumil, 

Aod hardly Thali lcarry out my fide, 

Her husband alive. Now then, wee vfe 

His counsenence fer the Batcaile, which being done, 

Let hes whe would be rid of him ,denife 

His fpcedy taking off. As for che mercie 

Winch he intends to Lear and 10 Cordelia, 

The Borsile done, and they within out power, 



























dhe 








. Lear, 


Shall never fee his pardon ; for wy Rate, 
Scands onme to dead eek sotibeni. 





Scena Secunda. 





MAloreon wit bie. Enter with Drone ond Color: Lear, 
(ordstea, and Sontdeer s guer the Stage, and Excos, 


Ewser Edgar and Glofer. 
Edg. Heere Father, teke the fhadow of this Tree 


For your good hoaft : pray chat che right may chriwe : 
Ifeuer 1 securne to you egzine, 


Te bring you comfort, 
Gla. Grace go with you Sir, Exe. 
A larsre and Retreat webia, 
fata Edgar 


de. Away old man.gwe me a 2 

Ki wiles hath loft, he ey pales” 
Giue me thy hand - Come on. 

Glo. No ferches Sit, man my roc cuenheere. 

. Wher in ill choughts againe ¢ 

Nice tt endure - 
Theis going hence,cven as cheis comming bitber, 
Ripeneffe is all come on. 

Gle. And that’s truc too, Evens. 





Scena T ertia. 





Ester 12 congqueft wah Dram end Colowrs Edumad, Lew, 
and Cordelia yas prefenars Seraldasrs C aptame. 


Bal. Some Officers take chem away: goed guard, 
Vouill thea grester pleafures fic be kaowne 
That are to cenfure them. 

Cor, We are not the firft, 
Who with bet meaning haue incurd’d the worft : 
For thee opprefied King I sm caft downe, 
My (elfe could elfe out-frowne falte Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we noc fee shefe Daughcers,and chef Safters 2 

Lear. No,no,n0.no : come let's away Co priion, 
We two alone will fing like Birds ith’Cage- 
When chou doft aske me bieffing Ue kneele downe 
Aad aske of chee forgiueneffle : So wee'lliue, 
Aad prey,and fing and tell old tales end leugh 
Ax gilded Batteries : and heere (poore Rogues) 
Tathe of Court newes,and wee’) cs ke with chere coo, 
Who loofes.and who wiat; who's mn, who's eug 
And coke rpon's the myftery of chings, 
Asif we were Gods (pies : And wece'l weare out 
Ine wall'd prifon.packs and (c&s of grem ones, 
That ebbe and flow by ch Moone. 

Baff. Take them awsy, 

Lear. V pon fuch fecrifices my Condalie, 
The Gods themfelwes throw Incenfe. 
Heue ! caught thee? 
He thax ports v9, thal bring a Beand frore Heaues, 
And fire ve hence, like Foxescortpe thine eyes, 
The good yeares thal! devoure them, Seth end fcil, 












4 Ti a 4 "1 f 
Ere they thall make vs weepe ? 
Weele fee e'm ftarw'd firft 1 come. Suit. 
Bf. Come hicher sheaske. 
Take thou thisnore,go them to prifon, 
One flop I haue adusne’d thee, if chou do ft 


As this inftsudts thee,thou dot make chy wey 
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, chat men 
= as the clone is; to be rpresfmsyal 
’s not become s Swordgshy i 
Will not beare queftionseither Sy thoule 0%, 
‘Ox chriue by ether meanes. 
Cap. edo my Lord, 
Baf. About it,and write happy, when th’hefi dove, 
Mazke I {ey inttantly, and casry it fo 
As] hase fet ic downe. Exit Captain. 


Flearsh. Enter Alban ,Goncrill, Reg on,Soldiers. 


AIS. Sis,you haue thew'd to day your valiant Areine 
And Fortune led you well: you have the Cepriues 
Who were the oppofices of chis aayes ftrife: 
I dorequicethern of you fo co vic them, 
As we thal! find their merites,and our (afery 
May equally determine. 

Bf. Sit,] thoughe ithe, 
To fend che old and miferable King to fome retention, 
Whofe age had Charmes 10 it, whofe Title more, 
To plucke the common bofome on his fide, 
And turne ous impreft Lawnces in ous cies 
Which do command chem. With him I fene che Queen: 
My reafon all the fame,and they are resdy 
To mortow,oc at further {pace,t'appesre 
Where you thall hold your Seffion. 

Alb. Sit, by your patience, 
Dhold you bx a (ubied of this Warre, 
Not as 8 Brother. 

» Thac's as we lift co grace him, 
Mcthinkes our plesfure might haue bia demanded 
Ere you had {poke fo farre, He led ous Powers, 
Bore the Coramiffion of my plece honk log 
The which immediacie may weil YP, 

And call it felfe yous Brother. 

8» Not fo ee rH 
In his owne grace he doth exale hiesfelfe, 
More then in your sddition. 


the beft. 


- Iefters do oft prowe Propher. * 

co. Hola,bols, j 
That eye that told you fo,look'd buc s fquint. 

Rega. Lady I om not weil,eife I fhould enfwere 
From a full howing Ronvack. Generall, 
Tekethoumy Soul diers,prifooers ; 
Difpofe of chem, of me,the walls is chine: 

Witneffe che world, chat I create thee heere 
My Lord,and Mafter. 

Gee. Meane you co enioy him > 

Alb. The let alone lies not in your good will. 

Baft, Nor in chine Lord. 

11. Halfe-blood ed fellow, yes. 

Reg. Lecche Drum ftrike,and prove my title thine, 

a. Stay yet,heare resfon 4,! arreft thee 
Oncapitafl Treafon; and ia thy arreft, 

This geilded Serpent : for your claime fairc Siftcrs, 
I bare ut in the intereft of my wile, 


ee ae 


y+ 


oe O07 


If none sppeareto th A 


There is ge : emake ison chy heart 
Ere Itafte art in 
ate brad | in noching 


exchange, whet in the world hes 
That names me Traktor, villaia-like he hes, 

Call by the Trampet: he that deres spprosch; 

Ox him,on you, who not, | will mainzaine 

My truth sad honor fismely. 


Ena es Badd. eo 


Ab. AHerald,ho. 
Troftco thy Gagle vertee,for thy Souldiess 
Alllecied in my name,heue io my name 
a Fee My Bee grow é 

am, My e es Vpon me. 

mi Sheis nor well conucy het to ory Tents 
Come hither Herald,let che Trumper found, 
And read out this, A Tempe foonds. 


Herald 
Fan mex itie or degree, the tiffs of the Ar- 
gdp Bro ad catoed tefad euucige. 
shat bess a manifelh Traitor, bet bim appeare by rhe third 
Sound of the Trampes : ben bold in bus 8 Tremper 
He. ee 3 — 
Her. A § Trempe. 
. Tranpet anfecrs withen. 


Enter Edgar armed, 


you? 
Your name, your and enlwer 
Thisprefent pedvest | sick 

name 


&dg. Koow isloft 
By Tresfons t bere.gnawne,and Canker-bis, 
ecam I Noble as che Aducrfery 
T come to cope. 


lb, Which is thet Aduerfery ? 
« Whar's he that {peakes for Eduvennd E ache of Glo. 
Bah, Himfelfe,whac {sift chow to him ¢ (Acc? 
Edg. Draw thy Sword. 
That if my fpeech offend a Noble heart, 
Thy armemay do thee Lullice,beese ts mine 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
The ebro of mine Honours, 
Myo ty profefion. J proreft, 
Maugre thy firengcth place,youth,and eminenet, 
Defpife thy viGtor-Sword,and fire new Feccuna, 
Thy valor,sad thy hears,thou art a Traitor t 
Felfeco thyGods,thy Brother,and thy Father, 
yeni sae "gtin chis high ilutirous Prince, 
And irom ch'extremeft vpward of thy head, 
To the difcent and duft bdew foote, 
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Amol Toad {ported Traitor. Si thow 00, 
Tiws Sword,chis erme,and my ivits ore bene 
Lo a ae eloea eake, 

ou 


Bef. In wiledome | thoald sake 


And chat thy congee( 
What fafe,and nicely [ aight weil deley, 
By rule of Knight-hood,! difdeine sad {parne: 
Backe do I coffe chefe Treafons to thy head, 
With che hell-haced Lye,ore-whelme thy heart, 
Which for they yet glaace by,sad {carely bruife, 
This Sword of wine thall give chem infant way, 
Where they fhall reft for ewer. Trumpers fpeske, 
Alb. Seechin fave him. Alaram. Fegies. 
Goa. Thisie praife Clofter, 
By th'law of Warte,thos waft not bound to safwer 
An enknowne oppofite-thow art not vaaquith'd, 
But cozend,and beguid, 
Alb, Shur your mouhDame, 
Or wich this peper thall f top ic : hold Sir, 
Thou worfe then any name.reade thine owne euill : 
No tearing Lady, perceive you know it. 
Gee, Say if do,the Lewes ace mine aor chiae, 
Who can sraigne me for’ ? 


thy seme, 


Ext. 
Ate, Moft wonftroes 'O,knowTt thou this psper? 


Baft. Askeme not what 1 know, 

Alb. Go after her,the’s defperate,gouemne her. 

Bef. What you hase charg‘d me with, 
That have I done, 
And more,much more,the time will bring ie our. 
‘Tis paft.and foam! . But what art thou 
That haft thos Fortune on me ? If thou'et Noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

. Lec’s exchange charity: 

Fa Serer igor then chow art Edveond, 
Ifmore,the more tb‘haft wrong’d me. 
My aae is Edgar and thy Fathers Sonne, 
The Gods are sull,and of our pleafanc vices 
Make inflromentsto plague vs: 
The darke aad vitiows pisce where thee he gor 
Coft him his eyes. 

Bef. Th’haft fpoken right, 'tis crue, 
oe iscome full ciecle,1 om heere. 

. Me thought thy very gste did prophelie 

ARoyull Noblenee : aan Atle thee, 
Let forrow {plat avy heart, sfewer J 
Did hece thee, or thy Father. 

Ee. Worthy Prince I kaow’t. 

4b. Where haye you hid your felfe 2 

How hauc you knowne the mileries of your Father? 

&dg. By nurling there wy Lord. Lifts breefe cale, 
And when ‘tis rold,O thac my heart would berft. 
The bloody proclamation to efcape 
Thar follow'd me (a feere,(O ovr lives fweetneffe, 
That we the pame of death would bony dye, 
Rather then die at once)tsughe me co hi 
Into a mad-mans rogs,t'sffume 3 fembleace 
Thet very Dogges difdsin'd : and in this hebic 
Met} my Father wich his bleeding Rings , 
Theis precious Stones new loft-beceme his 
Led hire beng’ for him,feu'd hem from dilpsire . 
Never(O fasit revesl'd my felfe voto him, 
Vonill forme haife hoare pait when | was ered, 
Nor (ure,thoagh hoping of this good fuccefle, 
Lesk’d his bleting and es fir co leh 


Told hin our pilgrimege. his Baw'd hease 


nega pe 1 co fepport) 
Bord fallingly. eae ae ae 


Perio This fpeech Pra. saerpon mowd me, 
Yoolvekive you hed tecehiog wrvta i 
46. i chere be moresnore ithe, 


. What meaoes this bloody Knife ? 

Gee. *Tis hor,it fmoakes, it came cuca Grom the heart 
of ————O fhe's deed. 

rite wears para : 

our Lady Sic, ber Shes 

py teris poaclaay fhe aoa | 

Baft. 1 was concraLtedte them both, all duce 
Now marry in an infene, 

Edg. Here comes Kent, 


Enter Kent, 
Ab. Prodace the bedies,be they aliee or dead 5 


Gomerell gud Rapams =. 
This iedgement of the Hesuens cher makes vs creanble. 
Touches vs noe wich pitty: O is this he? 
The time will noe allow the 
Which very manners veges. 
ap am come 
To bid my King and Msfler a . 
Ishe eo Sig nee: 
iar pita er ahd end ordslta? 
where's the Pend where's’ C 

Seefi thos this obicA fae 

Kent, Aloche,why chus! 

Bef Vet Edumad was beloe'd: 
The one the ocher poifon'd for my fake, 
And sfcer lew hertelfe 

Ab. Euen fo-cover theic faces. 

Bef. Ipant for life : (ome good | meane to de 
Defpight of mine owne Nasore. Quickly fend, 
(Be beiefe in it) roth Caftle.for my Wat 
Is on che life of Lear,and on Cordeles: 
Ney ,fend 10 cme, 

Alb, Ron,run,O run. 

Edg. To who my Lord? Who hs's che Office! 
Send chy token of é 


To ley 
Alb. The Gods defend her, beare biew hence avehile. 


Enter Lear with Cordelia abes ermes. 
Lear.Howle,howle,bowrle: O your are men of ftenes, 
Had yous tongues end eyes, I'd vfe them fo, 
Thes s veulc fhould crock : (he’s gone for ewes. 
1 knew when one is dead.and when one hues, 


She's dead as corch : Lead mes Leoking-giofle, it 
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yiekien pee 
. Is chin the promis’ end ? Ema 4 Mofeoge. 
. Pall and cesfe. Mee, Ehasall vs aco 0sy Lord. 
Lear. This feacher firs, the ues:ifis be fo, M6. Ther's bat 8 enfic bere : 
It ts a chance which do’s redeem all {ocrowes Yeu Lords sad Noble Friends, know oor intent, 
Thee csex 1 hewe felt. . Whas comfort ro this great decay may come, 
Kens. Ory good Mefer. Sball be sppis'd. Fer vs we will refigne, 
Lew. away. During the ufe of this old Maiefty 
Ed. "Tis Noble Kaw your Friend, To tum ow abfolere power, youto your rights, 
Lear. A plages vpon you Murderors, Traitors all, Wah boote,and lech addition as your Honours 
J enight heve feu'd ber,cow the's gone for ewes : Heue more chen merucd. All Friends thall 
C. Cordelia,ficy since. Ha: Tafte che wager of cherr eescuc,and all Foes 
What is t thou (ait ? Her voice was ever fof, The cup of there deferumngs . O fee fer. 
Geatle,and low,sn excellentthing in women, —- Loa. And ary poore Foolc 1s hang‘d: a0,n0,n0 life? 
Lkill'd che Slave chee was shenging thee. Why hhouid nestle Horfe.s Rac have fe, 
Geet, “Tis cue (my Lords )be did. And thos ao breath ac al ? Thoa'lt come no more, 
Lear. Did | not fellow? Never ccver never oeuer newer. 
| have feene be day, with ay biting Faulichion Pray you endo this Berton. Thenke you Sir, 
apr a ico em old now, Deo you lee this? Looke oo hes? Leoke ber lips, 
And thefe fame crofies fpoile me, Who sre you? Looke there,booke there. . He dis. 
eyes are not o'th deft, Ile tell you Ararg. Edg. He faints my Losd,my Lord. ‘ 
Kew. \fForvene brag of two, fhe low'd sod hased, Keer, Bieske beast, ! prychee breske. 
Onc of chem we behold. Gdg. Looke vp my Lord. 
Lear, Thisise dull Gghe are yoo not Kewt? Keat. Vex noc his ghoft,O let hin peffe be bores him, 
Kew. The fome : yous Seruent Kou, Thaz woold vpon the wracke of this cough world 
Where is your Seruant Cats ¢ Seretc him out longer. 
Lea. He's a good fellow, | can tell you thee, Edg. Hess goa indeed. 
He'le finke and quickly too, he's dead and rotten. Kear. The wonder as, he hath endar‘d fo long, 
kan, No my geod Lord,i am the very men. He buc vfurps his life. 
Lea. Ve lee chat {traight. Ab, Beare thea from hence,ous prefer buGnefie 
Kees. That from soar firft of difference sad decsy, | Is generall woe : Fnends of my fovle, you cwaine, 
Heue follew'd yous fad eps. Rule sn this Realme,and the gor’d ftare foftaine. 
Lear. Your are welcome huber. Kent. Lhave o rourney Sis Shortly to go, 
Krat. Norno maneife. . My Mafter calls me,} ew 00% fay no. 
All's cheerlefie,darke,snd desdly, Edg. The waighe of thus (ad tirme we moft obey, 
Your eldeft Daughcers hence fore-dove themfelues, Speake what we Not what we ought 10 (sy : 
And detperacely are dead The oldeft bach borne mof,we that are yong, 
Lew, \fol thake. Shad ocwes ce fo auch, nos hve fo long. 
Alb. Hekoowes not what he {sies and veine 13 it Exean orth a dead Mare. 


fs 


FIN IS. 


310 The Tragedse of Orbelle 








THE TRAGE DIE OF 


Othello, the Moore of Venice. 





eA dus Primus. Scena Prima. 





Bmer Rederige acd lage. Conner be rualy follow'd. You fhall marke 
a Many ¢ dutious sod knee-croehing knane; 
Rederigo. Thee ( ae ee e 
ver cell me,] cake ve mech mkindly Weares out his time,much like his Maft ers Affe, 
thos (Je) who haft hed my . For neughe but Preweader, & when he's old Cathees'd. 
ee eee now ofthis. | Whip mefech honeft kneues. Othe:s there are 
you nos hesceme. Ifeuer [did dream | Whotrym‘d in Formes,end vifages of Dutse, 






Of feck amecter, sbhorre me. Keepe yet chest hearts artending oo chemfelses, 
Reds. Thoucold’fi me, Aad chrowing bur thowcs of Sensice on tacit Lorde 
Thow did'ft hold hie in chy here. Doe weil chsiue by chem. 
1 me And whea they haue tin'd theirs Coates 
II donor. Three Greas-ones of che Cintie, Dee themfelues Homage. 
laperfonsll faite te make me his Licetenent) Thefe Fellowes have fome foute, 
Seca ts isi wed by os fea die And (uch one de J profeffe my felfe. Per (Sir) 
iknow my price, | sm worth no worfle s place. It 19 28 fore es you sre - 
Bax he (es lowing his owne pride,end perpoles) Ware I the Moore,] woald nos be /age : 
Busdes chem.with a bembeft Circumfisace, In following him I follow but my feite. 
Hombly Auffc with E prctuces of werre, Heaven is my ludge,aot } for loue snd dutie, 
Nea-furtes my Mediators Fer cerres, feies he, Bet fecming to, for my peculiar end : 
j bewe already chole my Officer. And whet was he ? For when my outward AGou doth demonftrace 
For-footh,s great Arithmatician, The native a@, and figure of my heare 
One Adee Cali, Ft, In Complement excerne, ‘tus not lang ser 
(A Peliow slmoft dermn’d in a fairé Wife) But | will weere my heert vpon my (leeee 
Thaz aever fet a Squadron in the Field, For Dawes topecke 2 ; lam nee what lem. 
Neer the desifion of s Bertaite knowes Red. What 0 fall Portene do's the Thicks-lipsows 
Nore then a Splafter. Volefle the Bookith Theosicke: | Ifhe can cerry’s thus? 
pcrsrcbaph hea sprconsse by A ae rp pobre 
AsNMefterty sebe. Meere pracie (withour preAife) e = wake hin, poyfon hus delight, 
Is afl his Seuldierfhip. But he( Sir) had th'eleAtions Procisime him in the Streets. Incente hex hinknen, 
And 1( of whom his cies had feene the proofe Aad though he in s ferrite Cl A 
At Rhodes, at ,oad on others grownds Plague bim with Flres:chou gh chat his loy be Joy, 
Chriftea'd,and Heathen nut be be-leed aud calm’d Yet throw fuch chances of vexation oa’, 
By Debicor.end Credicor. This Counter-cafter, Asitmsy leofe fome colour. 
Le (in good time) meft his Licucenant be, Rede. Heere is her Pathers houte,tle call aloud. 
1 (bleffe the marke) his Meorefbins Auntient. ee Cerri like temcrows accent,sod dise yell, 
Red, By heaven, | racher would hauc bin bisheagman. | As (by Night and Negligence) the Fire 
y ,chere’s Ro remedic. Is {pied in m4 pet Cities. 
Ts of Servicer; Rede. thos : 2rabantie,Siginor Brahanis, bos, 
Preferment goes by Letrer.snd affection, fags. Aveaherwhat hoo, Brabeatw : Theeucs , Theenes, 
Ané nat by old where each fecond Peck to your houfe,your daughrer snd your Bags, 
Seood Heire to'th'fct. Now Sir, beicdge your felfe, Theeues, T hceves, 
Whether I in any iuft terme em Affin’d Bra. Abeas, What is the reefon of thus terrible 
Teo love che Afcere? Summons? Whar }s the master there ? 
Red, 1 would wot fallow hien thea. Redo. Signior is all pour Penile within ? 
Jago. OSit coment you. Sage. Are your Doorn loch'd ¢ 
1 follow him to ferve my cure vpon him, Bra. Why? Wheretore ath you this ? 
We connor all be Matters or all Blaftecs 


kage. Sit, y*ere cob'd for Chame puc cnyou Couns, 
‘our 





the eMoreo Venice. 


Your heart is busit, you hase lof he! fe your foule 
Buen now,new, very now,on old blacks Rem 

Is bi der? Aaah Asife,crife, 

A the fnorring Ch izens wich the Bell, 

Qx elf the deuill will meke  Grand-fire of you. 


Asife! fey. 
Bra. Vi bet,reue you loft your wits f, 
Red. Moft reucrend Sigaior,do you know my voice? 
Bre. Net !: what are you? 
Red, = Sete is Rader igo, 
‘Bre. worfler welcome : 
§ bowe charg’d chee not to haunt sboursmy doores: 
Ja honeft plsinenefic thou heft heard me fay, 
My Doughres isnot for thee. And now in msdnefle 


(Peng fell saad ditempring draughtes) 
pon malicions 


i¢, dof chou come 
To Gar ° 
Rod. pike 
Gulia thou auft needs be fure, 
My @irits and ace have in cheis power 
qoekoaben ss thee, 
Rede, Parience good Sir. 
Bra. Whiaccell’tt thou me of Robbing ? 
This is Venice: my houle is not s Grange. 
Rede. Moft grauc Brabantse, 
In Genple and pure foule, | come co you 
fa. Sit :you are one of thofe thas will not ferve God, 
if che devill bid you. Becaufe we come to do you feruice, 
ead you thinke we sre Ruffians you le hane your Daugb- 
ter couer'd witha Barbary horic, you'le haue your Ne- 
phewes neigh co you, youle have Coarfers for Cozens : 
and Gennets for Germaines. 
Bre. What prophane wretch art chou? 
Ja. 1am one Sit shat comes to tel you your Daugh- 
eer and che Moore,ere making the with two backs. 
Bra. Thos art 8 Villaine, 
fage. You sre a Senator. 
Bre. This chou hale anfwere.! know thee Redwige. 
Red. Sir, Twill anfwere soy thing, But I befeech you 
If t be yoor plesfure, and moft wife confent, 
(Aspertly i find js 1s ) that your feire Daughter, 
Ac cbis odde Even and dull watch o th nighe 
Tranfgorted with no worfe nor better guard, 
But with a knave of common hire,a Gundelier, 
To the groffc clafpes of a Lafciuious Moore : 
If this be knovene to you,and your Allowence, 
We then haue done you bold, and faucie wrongs. 
Bus if you know noc this,my Manners tell me, 
We hauc your wrong rebuke. Do not belecve 
That from the fence of all Civilitie, 
Ithus would play and crifle with your Reuerence. 
Your Daugbrer (if you have not giuenher lesac) 
J fay agsine hath made a groffe revole, 
Tying her Datie, Beautie, Wit,and Fortunes 
In an extrauagant,and wheeling Screnger, 
Of here,and euery where : ftraight [atishie your (clfc. 
If the be inher Chamber, or your houte, 
Let loofe on me the Juflice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 
. Bra. Sika onthe Tinder,hoa: - 
ioe me a Taper : call vp all my people, 
This Accident is not valike my dreame, 
Beleefe of ic opprefies me alreadic, 
Lighs, I fey.lighe. 
Jag. Farewell: for I moft leaxe you. 
It feemes nos meete,nor wholefome to my place 


gaz. 


Zit 
pocenees, astfI Ray, 3 
Aga arr ily leg Sen OR 
ow ever this may gall him wach (ome checke 
Connoe with fefetie caft-bim. Forhe’s d 
With fuch loud reafon to the C Worres, 
(Which even now flands in AGt)that for they foules 
Another of his Fadome,they have none, 
To lead their Bafineffe. In which 
Ido hate him es | do hell apines, 
Yet,for necefistie of a 
(Wace cieiee tee ot Lous, 
ach is indeed thal find him 
apt orien 
And chere will I be with him. So farewell, En. 
Enter Brabantio with Seruacts and Torches. 


Sra. 1c ie too creean euill. Gone the bs, 
And whet'sto come of my defpifed time, 
Jonsughc but bicterneffe. Now Redevige, 
Where didft chow fee her ? (Oh vaheppse Gisie) 
With the Moore fa:ft choa? (Who would be a Father 2) 
How didft thos know ‘was fhe? (Oh the decesues ma 
Patt chought:) what feid the to you >Gee mos Tapers : 
Rasfe all my Kindred. Are they metried thinke you? 

Rede. Truely | chinke they are. 

Bra. Oh Heseen : how pox the ent ? 
Oh creafon of che blood, 
Fathers,from hence cruft act your Deeghters minds 
By what you fee them 0@. Js there noe Chermes, 
By et eee 
May be sbos'd ? Heue you not read Rederige, 
Of fome fuch thing ? 

Red. Ves Sit: Ubeve indeed. 

Bra. Call vp my Brother : oh would you had hed bet, 
Some one way,fome snother. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,end the Moore ? 

Red. I thinke I can difcouer him, fyou plesfe 
To get good Gusrd,end go with me, 

Bra. Prey youlesdon. Ac every hoefe ite call, 
([may command ac moh) gee Wespons (boa) 
And taife fome ipeciall Offers of might « 
Ou good Rederigo,1 will deferve your peines. Esse: 


Scena Secunda. 








Eater Orbe, lage, Artendants wrk Torches. 


la. h ia che erade of Werre I haue {laine men, 
Yet do ! hold i: very Ruffe oth'confcience 
Todono contia’d Murder : Ilacte lniqaisie 


_S ometime to do me feruice. Nine,or ten tienes 


I had chought c‘have yerk’d ham bere wader che Ribbes, 
Otbele. ‘Tis berrer as it is. 
. Nay but he praced, 
And lpoke (uch (curvy, and iog cermes 
Againfty our Honor, that with the litehe godlineffe f hove 
I did full hard forbearebim. But Lpeay you Sit, 
Are you faft married ? Be affur'd of this, 
That che Magnifico is much belou'd, 
And hath in his effe& 0 voice potentiall 
As double as che Dukes : He will divorce you. 


Or put vpon you what reftraine OF grecuance, The 


7 


Pay ter ( 

e 

peg baw rponrer For know lage, 

Bur thet 2 lowe che gentle De/deuena, 

I would not my vnhoufed free condicion 

Pur invo Circuar(cription,ond Coafine, 

For che Seas worth. Bot looke, whet Lights come yond? 


Emer Cafes, with Torches. 
Thole ore che ratfed Facher,and his Priends : 

You ware be® go in. 

Orbel, Notl : I mufi be found. 
My Pacts, my Title,and my perfect Soule 
Shall manifelt me ngtily. Is 1c chey? 

lage. By leam,i thinke no. 

Oded. The Servants of the Dukes? 
Aad my Lieucenans: ? 
The goodneffe of the Night vpon you (Friends) 
Whar is the Newes ? 

Cc The Duke do’s greet you (Generall) 
And he requires your hafte ,Poft_halte appearance, 
Enen on the inftanc. 

OcbeBe. What isthe maccer thinke you ? 

Cafie, Something from Cypras,es I may divine» 
It is a buhneffe of fomehence. The Galties 


Haue fem a dozen fequent Meflengers 
‘ night,ae one anothers heeles : 


This very 
And many of the Confuls,sais'd and met, 
Are at the Dukes already. You heue bin bosly cali'd for, 
When being noc at your Lodging to be found, 
The Senace hath fent about three feverall Quefts, 
To fearch you out. 
Ochel, "Tic well [ um found by you: 
I will bat fpend e word here inthe houfe, 
And goe with you. 
Cafe. Aunciam, what makes he heere? 
Fago. Faith be to night hath boarded a Land Corsa, 
If ft proue lawfull prize,he's meds for ever. 
Cafia. 1 do nor enderftead. 
Jage. He's married. 
Caffe. To who? 
lage. Marry to ——— Come Captaine,will you go? 
Ochel. Have with you. 
Caffe. Here come ssnother Troope to feeke for you. 


Emer Brabast oo, Redevige with Officers sad Torches. 


Lego. 10 is Brobanse,Genetall be adus'd, 
He comes to bed iment. 
Orbee. Holla, fiend there. 
Rede. Signior 18 the Moore. 
Bre. Downe with him, Theefe. 
lage. You, Redevsgec? Cme Sit,! am for you. 
One, Keepe vp your bright Swords, for che dew will 
ruft chem. Good Signiet you thall more command wich 
es, then with Weapons. 
gre, Oh thos Toule Theefe, 
Where haft thou flow'd my Daughter ¢ 
Damn'das chou ascthou haft encheunted 


Of fach a ching ss chou: to feare not to 
ladge me the world, if ‘tis noc grofie in fenfe, 
Thac chou haf pradiss'd on her with foule Chasmes, 
Abuc’d her delicate Youth, with oc Minerals, 
Thee weakens Motion, Ile haue’t dilpued on, 
‘Tis probable, snd pal to i 
sdershese sppeahiend sad do sitar x 
For an abufer of the World, a pradtifer 
Of Ans inhibiced.and owt of vearrant; 
Lay hold vpon him, if he de refift 
Subdec him,ec hes perill. 

Orbe. Hold yous hands 
Boch you of my mctining,and the reft, 
Were ic my Cue to fight, ! thould have knowme i 
Without 8 Prompcer. Whecherwill you ther 3 goe 
To snfwere this your charge ? 

Bre. To Prifon. ill fit creme 
Of La w,and courfe of dire® Sefhon 
Call thee co anfwer. 

Orbe. What it do obey ? 
How may the Duke be cherewith farisf'd, 
Whofe M ers are heerc abou: my fide, 
Tobring me to him. 

. Tistrue moh worthy Signier, 

The Dukes in Countell and your Neble fife, 
Laem fure is fene for. 

Bra, How ? The Duke in Counfell? 
In chis cune of che nighs ¢ Bring hem avesyy 
Mine's nor an idle Cafe, The Duke hieafetfe, 
Or any of my Brothers of the Stace, 
Cannot but feele this wrong.as ‘cwere theiz owne : 
Fos if fuch A@ions may have free, 
Bond-fMaues,end Pagans thall our Scarefmen ba. 


Scena T ertia. 


Encar Duke Senator: and Offers. 


Dake. There's no compofition in this Newes, 
Thar gies chen Credice. 
1. See. Indeed, are di 
My Letters foy,eHundred und Gels. 
Dubs. Aad mine 0 Hundred fortie. 
3. Sees, And mine two Hundred : 
But though they tumpe net ona lufeccompt, 
(Asin chefe where the syme 
Tis oft with difference yet do they all confirrne 
A Turkith Fleece,end besring vp eo Cyprus. 
Dake. Ney: is poflsble enough 00 vadgement: 
I do net fo fecureme in the Breas, 


Ensaer Sagla. 














































Duke. Now ? What's the befinefie ? 

Seder. The Torkith mokes for Rhodes, 
ace I bid cepoce here co che State, 

y Signior Augeb. 

Dale. How fey youby this change? 

zt. a This nig 

ne of reafon. “Tis a Pageanc 
h heepe vs in faife gazc,when we confider 
Thiveaporteacie of Cyprus tothe Take, 
Aad let our felues againe but vnderftand, 
That as it more conceroes the Tarke then Rhodes, 
Se may he withmore facile queftron beare x, 
For chat it fandsnoc m fach Warrelike brace, 
Bur alcogecher lackes ch'sbulieres 
That Rhodes is drefs'din. If we make th 
We muft not thinke the Turke is fo enchilifell, 
Teleaue that lace which concernes him firft, 
Negledting an actemps of cafe,aad gaine 
To wake,and wage a danger profittetfa 

Dake, Nay ,in all confidence he's nec for Rhodes, 

cor. Here is moce Newes. 


of chis, 


Eater aMifeage. 

Mefoa, The Gitsaee Recwer’ vl Gracious, 
Ste esmng with dee courfe cowsrd the lle of Rhodes, 
Haue there inioynced them with an efter Flecte, 

1. Sen. 1,(0 I thought : how many,ss you pueffe? 

Meg. OF thirtie Saile : and now they do re fem 
Theic backward coerfe ,besring with frank appearance 
Their perpefes toward Cyprus. Signior Meutave, 
Your truftie and moft Valiene Sezuicoor, 

With his free dutie,recommends you thus, 
Aad preyes you co belecuc him. 
Deke. “Tse certaine then for Cypres : 
Berens Leceicos is 101 he in Towne ? 

3. Sen. He's now in Florence. 

Write from vs, 

To him,Peft Pof-hefte difpacch. 

3. Sén. Here comes Br chusrie,and the Valiant Moore, 


Esser Br. Orbelo Caffe, [. : 
oe ope a aa 


Duby. Valiane Orkele,we mot firsight employ you, 
4p esi the generall Enemy Osroman. 
UB did not fee you : welcome gentile Signior, 
Welack’s your Counfaile,and your helpe to nighe. 
Bra. So didI_ yours : Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither any place,nor ought Bheard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed ; nor doth the generall care 
Tekehold on me. For my perticulas griefe 
Is of fo Reod-gate.snd ore-besring Necure, 
Thee ic engluss,snd {wallowes other forrowes, 
And icis fill x felfe. 
Dak. Why ? What's che macrer ? 
Bra. My Daw :oh my Daughter 
Sev. Deed ¢ eer oe 
Paes a te me. 
is abue’d Aoine from me,and corrupted 
By Spels,aad Medicines bough: of Meunsebankss 
For Nature, fo prepoftsoufly to erre, 
(Being nox 7 dpa ce lemme of fenfe,) 
Sans witchcraft could not. 
Dekg, Who ere be be shat en this feule 
Hoth ches beguil'd your Daughcer ofber fatfe, 


een LL 1 /,, ae | ee 
Offer. A Nicfleng ex from che Gailies. Beoke of Law, 


And 
You Tall your falfe read, jn the brever beteer, 
Afcer yout owne fenie : yea,though our proper Son 


in Yer AGion. 

Bra. Humbly | theake your Grace, 
Hore is the man; chis Moore, whom now ie feomes 
Your fpeciall Mendete,for the Scace affaires 
Hach hicher brough:. 

Dole Weare verieforry fore. 

. What ia owne vo this? 

Bra. Nothing, bet this is b. vere 

Orbs. Moft Pocent,Grave,and Reseren'd Signiors, 
My very Noble, end spproa'd good Mafters; 

That I haue cane away this old mane Daughter, 
Tc is moft tcue : roe I have marred ber; ° 
The verie head, and front of my offending, 
Hach this extent; nomore. Rade am I,in my (peech, 
And litcle blefs'd with the foft phrafe of Peace; 
For fince thele Armes of mine,had feuen yeares pith, 
Till now, fome one Moones wafted they heut vs'é 
Thett deere(t aAson,in the Temed Field : 
And rele of this great world can I (peake, 
More then pertaines to Feats of Broiles,and Bartaile, 
And rinia ae grece my coufe, 
In for my felfe. Yer, gracious patience 
1 pe de Secvesntbia igri 
Of my whole courfe of Love 
Whee Drugges,what Charmes, 
What Coouoration,and whac mighty Magicke, 
(For fech proceeding | am charg’d withall 
J won his Daugheer. 
Bra A Maiden ,never bold: 
OFSpicie fo Aill,and quier,tbat her Motion 
Blufh'd at her felfe, and then fpighe of Nature, 
Of Yeares,of County, Credice,ewery thin 
To fall in Lowe, wish wha the es to leckeony 
Itis s10 tmein’d,end moh: cA. 
That winteetetie PesfeAren fo cealdletts 
Agsiof all roles of Neaure,and moft be driven 
To find oot praQiles of cunning helt 
Why chis fhould be. [ therefore vouch egeine, 
That with fome Mixtures,powrefull o're the blood, 
Or with fome Dram,(coniur'd to thie effe@) 
He weoughe vp on her. 
To vouch this,is no proofe, 
Without more wider and mere over Te 
Then thefe chinhabits end poore likely-hoode 
Of moderne feeming,do prefer againft him, 

Sea. But Orbele, Cs 
Did you, by indireA@snd forced courfes 
Subdue,end poyfon this yong Maides sffeCtions? 

Ox came it by requeft,and {uch faire queftion 
Asfoule,cto foule affordesh 2 
Orbe, 1 do befeech you, 
Send for che Lady co che Sagitary. 
Aad let her fpeake of me before her Father; ; 
If you do finde me foule,in herrepost, 
The Troft, the Offe,! do hold of you, 
Not oacly coke away, butles your Sensence 
Euen fall my life. 

Detg. h Defdemoes Wither. 

Orbe. cau there : 
You beft the : 

And cell (he come,as crefty as to heauen, 
1 de confefle che vices of my blood, 
So wftly to your Grane esres,tie prefent 
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How { did thre sn this faite Ledies lour, 
And fhe in mine, 

Dakg. Say i Ochelis. 

Orbe. Her Pother lou'd me,oft ioutted me: 
toh sedi alae bushi 
From co yeare: che Baczsile,Sieges ,Forrane, 
Thee { baue pat 


I ran ig theowgh, even from my boyith deies, 
Cath'sonj coemane thes be bad coe atta 
Woerein I fpoke of mot dilaftrous chances: 
Of mouing Acesdents by Pleod end Field, 
Of hei fcepes i th’rcaminent dead! y breach, 

taken by the lefolent Poe, 
And fold te (auery. Of my redemption thence, 
Aad porcsece in my Trevellours inflorie. 
Wherein of Antars veft,sad Defarrs idle, 

ks, Hills, whole head touch hesven, 

It wae sy hint te Sech wes my Proceffe, 
And of the Canibeis that each others care, 


The aad men whole heads 
Grew beneath thes fhoulders, Thefe things to besre, 
World incline 


Buc (ali che boefe Affaire: would draw her hence 


Thac I would all my Pilgrimege dilase, 
percels fhe bad fomething heard, 
:Idid confens, 
Aad often did begsile her of her teares, 
When I did {peake of fooe diftrefiefull Nroke 
That my youth foffer'd : My Scorie beng done, 
She gave me for ay peines 8 world of hifics: 
She ferore in farch ‘cwas ftrange : ‘twas pathing firange, 
*Twas pitcifulls twas wondrous pittifull. 
Bhe with’d fhe had not heard it,yec (he with'd 
Thee Heaven had made her fuch a mah, She chank'd me, 
And bed me, if! hed a Friend that fou'd her, 
1 dhoald bar teach him how to rell my Story, 
Aad that would wooc her. Vpon this hint I pake, 
She lou'’d me for the ri, hed palt, 
And I fou'’d her shat the did pity them. 
This onely is the witch-crafe } haue vs'd 
Here comes the Ladiec : Let her witneffe it. 


Enter Defdenona,lage, Attendants. 


Daty. I chinke this cole weald wia my D too, 
Good Brabe tie,take vp chis mangled marter at the beft: 
Mea do theis broken Weapons rather vie, 

Than their bare bands. 

‘Bre. 1 pray you heare her {peake ? 
If the confeffe thac the was the wooer, 
Defiredtion on my head, if my bed blame 
Light on che maa. Come hicher gentle Miftris, 
Do yoo perceive in all this Noble Companie, 
Where moft you owe obedience? 

Def. My Noble Facher, 
1 do percewe heere a divided dutic. 
Teyou} am bound for life,end educetion: 
Mylile end Song pe meaqlrgh pe 
How to ref; the ’ 
Tam there your Daag Bac beere’s my Husbend; 
And fomech dutie,as my Mother thew'd 


The Tragedie of Othello 


To you,preferring you before her Father : 
Somuch I chal thas Im fe 
Dus to the oping Lord, des 
Bra. God be with you: I base done. 
bias it your Gract,on to the age A Gaiters 
I to adopt s Child, ie 
iy oy 
I © plue chee shac wi 
Which be thew bef with all my hease 
I would from thee. For your fake (Jewell) 
lam at foule,} heue ne other Chuld, 
Por chy efcape would teach me Tisranie 
To hang clogges oo them, J have dove my Lerd. 
Dake. Lec me fpeake like your felfes 
And lay —— 
Which 23 8 grife,oz helpe thefe Lowers. 
harap pelle 
ceing the worft, which laze on 
Tomourme s Mifcheefe thet is paft and gon, 
Is che next way to draw new mifchiefe on, 
What cannot be prefern'’d, when Forcune takes : 
Patience ,her Jniury s mock'ry makes. 
The rob'd chat fmiles, {reales hac iag from the Thiefe, 
He robs hiefelfe,that fends a bootelefie griefe. 
Bre. So let the Turke of Cyprus vs beguile, 
We loofe it nor fo long 03 we can (mile: 
He beares the Sencence well,chat nochuag besres, 
But the free comfort which from thunce he heaves. 
But he beeres both che Sencence,and theforrow, 
That to pay griefe melt of poore Patieace borrow. 
ThefeSentences,to Suger,or to Gall, 
Bang Qroog on beth ies cre seocell, 
Buc words are words, 1 neuer yet did heace : 
Thac the braised heart was pierc’d through the cares. 
I humbly befeech y ou proceed ro th’ A ftsires al Scace. 
Dake The Turke witha moft mghty Preperation 
makes for Cyprus: Orbele, che Fortuude of cheplace ts 
bef knowae to you, And thoegh we have there a Subfii. 
tute of moft sllowed fofficiencie; yes epinien, s more 
foueraigne Mifttis of Effe@s, throwes 9 more {eles 
voice on you s you muft therefore be content to flubber 
the gloffe of sew Fortuoes, with this more Aub. 
borac.and boyftrous expedition. 
Orbe. The Tissoe Cuftome,woft Grave Senstors , 
Hath madeche flincy and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thrice. drigen bed of Downe. I do agaize 
A Nacarall and prompt Alscascie, 
I finde in hardneffe ; and do vadertake 
This prefeat Worres sgainft che Ortamites. 
Wob therefore bending ce your Scate, 
I crave fix tion for tfe, 
Dve reference of Place,and Exhidici.a, 
With foch Accomodation snd befert 
As lesels with ber breeding. 
Deke. Why ot her Fethers; 
Bra. Iwill not have kt fo, 
Othe. Nor J. 
Def. Nor woald } deretecide, 
Te re ey Pother ini 
By being in his eye. Greatous Duke, 
Te my vofoldiag, eed your pro{peroes care, 
Aad let me Gade s Chareer in your veice 
T'sib8 my Smplenefie. 
Duly. What woald you Deflwwme? 
ye That I loue che Moore,to line with him, 
My light violence and Rorme of Forcenes, 











Euen to the very has of my Lord; 
¢ in his mind, 
Ando his Homoars and his valiant parts, 
Did I my foule and Foscanes confecrate. 
So char (deere Loeds)if 1 be lefe bebind 
A Moth of Peace.andhe goroche Warre, 
The Rites for why [love him are bereft mes 
And I a heagie interim (hall fopport 
By hus deere sblence, Let ine go with him. 
Orbe. Let her pauc your voice. 
Vouch with me Heaven, therefore beg 1t noe 
To pleafe the pallace of my Apperie: 
Nor so comply with heat che yong effects 
In my defon&,and proper fatisfaction. 
Bax to be free, and boumeous to her winde: 
And Heaven defend your good foules,chat you thinke 
I will your icnous and great bufineffe (cant 
When the ts with me. No,when light wing'd Toyes 
Offeather’d Capid,fecle with wanton dulaefie 
My {pecolatiue,and offic’d [nftrament : 
That my Difports corrupe,sad taint my buhineffe : 
Let Houfe-wnues make a Skillet of my Hele, 
Aad all indigne,and bafe aduerficies, 
Make head egainfimy Eftimation. - 

a. Be x 08 you (hall privaccly determine, 
Either for ber Qsy.or going : ch’Affaire cries haft: 
And (peed muft anfwer it. 

Ses. Yoo moft away conighe, 
Othe. With all wy heart. 
Duk. Acaine th'moraing, here wee'l meete againe. 
Orbebo,lesuc fome Officer behind 
And he thal! our Commiffion bring to you: 
And tach chings elfe of quafitic and cefpe& 
As doth import you. 
Orbe, So pleafe your Grace,my Ancient, 
Aan he ts ofhonefty and cruft : 
Tos coaueyonce | afhigne my wife, 
With what elfe necdfull, your good Grace (hall thiak 
To be fent sfter me. 
Deke. Levis be fo: 
Good night to cuery one. And Noble Signiot_ 
If Vertue no detighted Besutic Iscke, 
Your Son-in. law is farre more Farre then Blacke. 
Sen, Adieu brave Moore,wfe Defdensena well 
Bra. Looke to her( Moore)if thou hsft cies co fee: 
She ha’s deceiu’d her Facher.and may thee. éxa 
Orbe. My life vpon hes faith. Honeft Jago, 
My De llesceco thee ; 
I prychee lee chy wife stcend on her, 
And brig them sfter inthe beft adusneege. 
Come De fdemena ,1 have but an boure 
Of Loae,of wordly matcer, and direGion 
To {pend with chee. We mufl obcy the chetime. Ent. 


Red. lage. 

lage. What fait chou Noble beart? 

oe Whar will I eee thou? 

‘age. Why goro bed and 

Red. 1 will iocontinently aoune my (elfe. 

age. \f chow dg'ft,! fhell nener Joue thee after. Why 
thou filly Gentleman ? 

Red. it iv Gllyneffeto live, when co live ts torment : 
end chen haue wea prefcription co dyé, whea desthis 
our tion, 
lage. Ob villenous : Ehaue look’d vpon the world 
for foure times feven yeares,and fince] coold dittingaith 
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berwixt s Benefic,and sn Iniune :] never found man thet 
knew how to love himfelfe. Ere 1 would fay, | would 
drowae my felfe for the loue of s Gynney Hen,} would 
change my Humanity with a Baboone. 
Red, What fhould I do? [ conteffe st is my fhame 
to be fo fond, but it is nos in my vertue to amend ic, 
Jago. Vertue? A figge, "usin our felues chat we are 
thus,or thas, Our Bodies ere our Gardens, to the which, 
out Wills are Gardiners. Sochazif we will plane Nec. 
tels, os (owe Leccice : Set Hifope, snd weede vp Time: 
Supplie is with one gender of Hearbes,or diftradl with 
: either to have tt flerrill wich idleneffe, o¢ manu 
ced with Induftry, why che power,and Corngeable au- 
thorise of this hes in our Wills, Ifthe braine of our lives 
had not one Scale of Resfon, to porze anouher of Senfu- 
aline, the blood, and bafeneffe ofour Natures would 
conduct #5 to mofl prepoltrous Conciufions, Bur we 
have Reafonto coole our raging Motions, our carnal 
Stings,or vnbitced Lufts: whereof! take chis,thac you 
call Loue.ro be 8 Se&,ox Segen. 
Rod. J cannes be. 
lage. 1013 meerly a Loft of che blood and a permiffion 
of che will. Come, bea man: drowne thy (elfe? Drown 
Cats,and blind Puppies. t hace profeft me chy Friend, 
and I confeffe me knit to thy deferuing,with Cables of 
perdurable roughneffe. I could never bercer ficed thee 
thea now. Puc Money in thy purfe; follow chou the 
Warres,defeate thy faucar, with an vfurp'd Beard. 1 fay 
puc Money in thy purfe.ft cammotbe lang that Defdemona 
Should continuc het love to che Moore. Puc Muncy in 
thy purfe: nor he hist ber. (¢ was a violent Commence- 
meatin her, andchou thal (ee an anfwerable Seque- 
fraction, put bue Moncy in thy pucle. Thefe Moores 
ace changeable in their wils : fill chy purfe with Money. 
The Food that to him now isas lufhious as Locufts, 
fhalbe to hin (hortly, as biecer as Coloquintida. She 
muft change for youth : when the 1s faced with bis body 
fre will find rhe errors of her choice. Therefore, put Mo- 
ney inthy pure. Ifchouwilt needs damine thy felfe, do 
it amore delicate way chen drowning. Make all the Mo- 
ney thou canft : If Sanéimonte, and a fraile vow be- 
twine an ering Barbarian, and fuper-fubcle Veneusn be 
not coo hard for my wits aad all che Trbeofhell, thou 
thalt enioy het ; therefore make Money : a pox of drow- 
ning thy felfe,is is cleave out of the way. Seekechos ra- 
ther co be hang'd in Compaffing chy ioy, then to be 
drown'd,end go without her. 
Rede. Wilt thou be fat co my bopes, if] dependon 
the iffue? 
lage. Thov art fure of me: Go make Money : | have 
isis nee cher: and I re-tell thee againe, and againe, | 
hatethe Moore, My canfe is hearted; thine hath no leffe 
reafon. Lec ysbe coniunGive in oor revenge, sgainft 
him. Ifthou canft Cockold him, thou doft thy felfe a 
leafure, me a fport. There sre many Events in the 
ombe of Time, which wilbe defiuered. Trauerfe. go, 
prouide thy Money. We will baue more of this to mor- 
tow. Adieo. 
Red. Where thai we meete I'ch'morniog ? 
Tage, Aumy Lodging. 
fad. Ile se wiih 5 ere 
lage. Gotoo, farewell. Do youheare Redorige? 
Red, Ste feil all my Lend. 
Lago, Thos do | ever amake my Foole.my purfe 1 
For imine owne gain’d knowledge (hould prophane 
1 fl would time expend with (uch Supe, 


Ete. 
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Buc |, foe meere 
Wall do, es @ for Surety. He belés as well, 

The bevser thal] cry perpele worke os him: 

Cafe's s proper man: Les me fez com, 

To get bus Place, and to plome vp any will 

In davbdlc Knasery. How? How? Ler’s fas. 

Ahver forme tiae, to abule Osholls's cares, 

Ther he is coo faavilisr with bes wife : 

He hath 2 perfon, and 8 femooth difpole 

To be fulpedted : fram'd to mehke worsen falfe. 

The Moore is ef s free snd open Nocure, 

Tha: chinkes men honeft, thar but lerme vo be fo, 
And wit! as tenderly be lead by’th'Nole 

As Affes ore : a 

I haue’t : i 19 engendred : Hell, ead Night, 

Maft bring this manfirous Birth, co the worlds ight. 











Adus Secundus. Scena Prima. 








Eure Mom ave and two Gontionm. 


Man, What from che Cape, can you difcerne a: Sea? 
i Goat. Nothing ot ail, is ehigh wrough: Floed: 
I conact twint the Hessen, end che Mame, 
Defcry 2 Sele. 
Afes. Me thioks,sbe wind beth fpoke slewd a Land, 
A feller bleh ne‘re fhooks our Becelermems 5 
Ifit hach reffiand fo the Sea, 
What ribbes of Oske, when Mouncaines mek oa them, 
Can hold the Morries. Whos thal] we heare of chis? 
3 OO ee 
Fur do but land vpon che Fosming Shore, 
The chidden Billow fcemes to seit che Clowds, 
The winde-fhak'd-Surge. wh high & monfreus Maine 
Seemes to caft warer on che oP dens 
And quench che Guards of ch'cuer Pole: 
T neuer did like molieftauen view 
Oa the enchefed Flood. 
Ades. lf chat che Turkith Fleere 
Be vot enfhekes’d, end embay’d, they are drewn'd, 
Icis impoffiblc to beare it onc. 


Ena « Gotleman. 

g Newes Leddes : our warres ere done : 
The defperace Tempeft hach fo bang’d che Turkes, 
Thee thar defignemenc halts. A Nobdlic (hip of Venice, 
Heth (cene s grecuoes wracke end fefferance 
On moft pert of there Fleet. 

Mer. How? is this crue ¢ 

3 The Ship is hecre put ins A Verennefia,Michad Caffe 
Lrevrenant to che warlike Moore, Ocbells, 
1s come on Shote . che Moere himfelfe a Sea, 
Aad 1s in Fell Commuiffion hecre for Cypres. 

Meu. 1 am giad on’t : 
Tise cosriy Coaetaens 

3 Bec rtus (ame Caffe, chough be of comfort, 
Prank ee bvheu dar actor fedly, 
Aad praye the Moore be fafe ; for chey ware peread 
With fowle and violent Tempelt. 

Aten. Vray Heewens he bes 





of Orbello 


For | hane feru'd him, end the resn commands 
Like e full Soldier. Lev'sto the Sen Gee (Inne) 
As weil to fec the Vefiei) chac’s come in, 

As 00 throw-out eur eyes for brane Oshells, 


Euen rill we mele the - 
acted : Meine, and th Erne blew, 


Aten, she well thip'd? 

Cafe. His Buske seedy Tenberdsnd hs Pye 
Therefore any bope’ Cochered : 

8 

snes ene Keech ey 

Wiebe. A Seis, aSeile, a Salle. 

Caffe. Whee avifle? 

Gear, The Towne is empty ; on the brow o'th’Seu 


Caffe. \prey you Sir, go forth, 
And giue vs crath whe ‘ns thas 19 arric'd. 


Gers. 

Mon Buz Licetenant, 1s your Generali wyia'd? 

Caffe. Sick onsets eae 
That pat jon, and wilde Fame 


ogous 
One ches excels the quirkes of Bizz onung pens, 
And iath'effernal! Vefhareol Cresson or 
Deo’ tyre the Ingeovecr. 
Euter Gemieman. 

How new? Who he’s pur in? 

Gewe. “T1s one Lage, Auncrent to che Gener IL. 

Caffe. He's had moft favourable, and happee fger d ; 
Tempefts thermfelues, bigh Sess, and howling windes, 
The gucter’d-Rockes 20d Congrerated Sands, 
Tresxors enfieep'd, ro enclogge the guiltleGe Keele, 
Ther ocr Necereyjeasng go 

r mortal Nacures, ° 

Men, Wher the? 

Caffe. She chat } fpske of - 
Our greet Captains Captaine, 
Leh: to the condu& of the bold Lage, 
Whole f heere anticipates cor thoughts, 
A Senights Gress lowe, Oxbrils gused, 
And fweil his Satle with dune owne 
That be may bleffe this Bey wnh bis cell Ship, 
‘Moke loucs quicke peacs in Defdrmonass Arrest, 
Glwe renew'd fire 00 our extiadted Spérie. 


Ener Dofdonuna, Lage, Rederige wd Grdiia, 
Oh bebold, = 


The Riches of che Ship is come on thore : 
You men of C let her hour your kneus, 
Haile so ches Lacie ¢ and the grace of Hessen, 


Sclore, behinde thes, snd encuery hand 
Eowheele thee round. 


. Tchenke you, Vallem Cafe, 
Whasty ding ese yon el of ery Loed? 


the eMoore of Venice. 


. Heis ner yer scriu’d, necknow I ought 
sc he’s oral 2od will be thertly hewe.” 
Def, Ob, bat I feare : 


How loft you ? 
Caffe. The great Coacention of Ses, sed Skies 
Parted oar fellowship. Bat hearke,s Salle. 


= ASaile,a Saile. 
» They give this greeting to che Chtadell : 
This likewife MS Friend. 

Caffe. See for the Newes : 
Good Ancient,you ate welcome, Welcome Miftcis : 
Let x not goule your patience (goed Jago) 
Thas I extend my Manners. ‘Tis my breeding, 
That gives me Fairs aocltares 

@ Sir, would ive you fomuch ofher lippes, 

As of her roogue the 4 wes onme, 
You would haue enough, 

Def. Alas : the ba’s no {peech. 

lage. Lnfaith too much: 
I finde it Aill, when I have leaue to fleepe. 
Marty before your Lady hip, granc, 
She purs het tongue slittle in her heart, 
And chides with chinking. 

c£Lmil Youhaue little caufe to fay fo. 

lege. Come on, come on :you are Pidures out of 
doore : Bellsin yous Parlours : Wilde-Cats in your Kit- 
chens :Saintsin your Iniuries : Divels being offended : 
Aiea in your Hufwiferie, ead Hafwiues in your 


Def. Oh, fie vpon thee,Slanderer. 

lage. Noy, icis true sor elfeI ame Turke, 
You rife ta phry,sad go to bed ro worke. 

Emil. You thall nos write my praife. 

lage. No, let me not. 

Dom What would'ft wrice of me,if thou fhould'ft 

jeme 

lage. Oh,gentie Lady,do nee put me too,t, 

For fram aoiniag, if not Critical’ 

Def. Come on, offay. 

There's one gone to the Harbour? 

lage. 1Madem. 

Def. Lem not merry : bas Fdobegoh 
The thing I em,by feeming otherwile. 

Come,how would'ft chou praife me ? 

Lage. 1am about it,buc indeed my invention comes 
from my pace, os Birdlyme do's from Freeze,it pluckes 
oat Brainesandall But xy Mule labours, and thus fhe 
Wb be fare nd wiffirnefa ond 

‘ wit, 
ag iH the other vjaxh x. 
Cw "ds 
How if fhe be Blecke and Witty? 
6. [f foe be blackg pnd iberete have a wt, 
4 


Jago. She wener yet was fools{h thas was faire, 
Bor enew hor foly beipe ber 10 an beire. 

Defde. Thefe ste old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles 

b i'tlvaleboufe, Whac miferable praife halt thou 

for her oo Aan i 

Sage. There s wene fo i fh sherennte, 
Bus és; fanle sie ogsl para wife-enet de. 

Defde. Ob heauy ignorsnce: choupraifelt che work 
beft. Bur what praife could’ chou beflow on adefer- 
wing wonsan indeed ?One, chat in the suthorithy of ber 


317. 
ret did iaflly put oa the vouch of very malice 


She that was ev ROE? 
is ota pope anor ae 
Nener lacks Geld pad yes wort neuer gag, * 
Plod from ber wife eed yet faid vow | may. 
She thas being 
Dad ber 


- Tago. To fuckle Fooles and chronicle fraall Beere. 


Defde. Oh moft lame and nt concluhen, Do 
Pr ean him e£evlia, though he betby husband. 
ow fey you (Caffe) ishe not s moft prophane,and li- 
berall etalon? 
Caffie, He {peakes home (Medam ) you may reliith 
him more in the Souldier,then in the Scholler. 
sage. He takesher by the palme : 1, well (sid, whif- 
r. With asliccle a web as this, will] enfnare ss great 
aFly 0s Cafie. Tfmile vpon her, do: I will give chee 
in thine owne Courtthip. You fey trve, ‘tis fo indeed, 
If fuch tricks ee chefe Rrip you out of your Liewcenan- 
trie,ichad beene besrer you ted not kifs’d your three fin- 
era fo oft,which now againe you are moft spt to play 
the Sir,in, Very good + well kifs’d, ond excellent Curt- 
fe : tis fo indeed. Yer sgeine, your fingers to your 
lippes ? Would they were Clufter-pipes fos your 
ake. 
The Moore I know hic Trampet, 
Coffe ‘Tis cruely fo. 
Def. Ler's meete him, ond recieve him. 
Caffe. Loe, where he comes. 


Eater Oshele ped Attendants. 


Orh O,my faire Warriour. 

Def. My deere Oshebe. 

Oche. It gives me wonder great,ts my content 
To fee you heere before me. 
Oh my Soules ley - 
If after every Tempeft,come fuch Calmes, 
May the windes blow. cil they have waken’d death : 
And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 
Olympus high : and duck againe ss low, 
Ashell’s from Heauen. If ic were now ro dye, 
"T were now to be moft - Por I feare, 
My Soale hath her content (o ebfolote, 
That not snother comfort like co this, 
Succeedes in ynknowne Pate. 

Def. The Heavens forbid 
But chat our Loues 
And Comforts fhould encresfe 
Even as our dayes do grow. 

Othe. Amento that ( fweet Powers) 
{ cannot fpeake enough of this concent, 
Te froppes me here : it is coo much of Loy. 
And this and this the greate(t di(cords be 
Thot ere our hearts thall make. 

lage, Oh youare welltua’d now : But Tle fer dows 
the peggs that make this Muficke,es honeft as I . 

ts . sme. 
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The T ragedie of Otbclla 


Othe. Come: tet vs to the Cafe. cshonro angte Cafes, cher by ipesking too lead, of 


Newes (Friends; our Warres sre done : 
The Tuckes are drown'd. 
How do's my old Acquaintance of this Me? 
(Hony)you ait be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
I bawc found great love among’ chem, Oh my Sweets 
I prattle out of fathion,end | dose 
Ip mine owne comforts. I prythee, good lage, 
Go to the Bay, and difinbacke m 7 offers 
Bring chou che Mafter coche Citadel , 
Heiss good one,and his wah dag 
Do's challenge much refped. © Defdemena, 
Once more well met x Cyprus, 
Eset Othello aid 

lage. Do thou meet me by ac che Harbour. 
Come chicher, if chou be’ Valiant,(as they fay bafe men 
being in Love, have then @ NobWicie in shes Nacures, 
more chen is natiue to chem) lift.me; the Lieucenant co 
night werches oo the Coart of Guard. Firft,] maft celi 
chee this : Defdenona,is duce Gly in love wich bun. 

Red, With him? Why, ‘tis aot poffible. 

foge. Lay thy finger chus: end lec chy foule be in- 
flru&ted. Marke me with what violence the firit lou'd 
the Moore,bat for bragging. and celling hea fancaficall 
lees. Tolove him fill tor prating, let noe thy difcreet 
hearcthiake ut. Hereye muft be fed. And whar delighr 
Chall fhe haverolookecn che dieell? Whea the Blood 
in made dull wich che A@ of Sport, chere (hould be a 

coenflame ic.and co give Satiety « freth appcene 
Pooctiaetfe 10 fauour, fimpachy in yeares, Manners, 
and Beauties : all which the Moore is defe€tiue in. Now 
bor want of chefe requir'd Conuemences, her delicate 
cendernefie wil finde 1: (eile sbus'd, begin to heave the, 
gorge. difeellith and abhorre the Moore, very Nature wil 
anftso€t her in it,end compell her to fone fecond choice. 
Now Sir, this granted (as tr1s amoft pregnant end en- 
fore’d petition) who flands foeminenc in the dep -e of 
this Forune, as Caffe do's : a knave very voluble no 
further confcionable,then in putting on rhe meere furme 
of Cicill end Humaine feeming, for the better compsife 
of bis falt,sad moft hidden loole AffeAion? Why none, 
why noe: A finpper, and fabsle knaue, 2 finder of oces. 
fion : chat he's 20 eye can Mampe, end counterferc Ad- 
vantages though crue Advantage never prefent i felfe. 
A divelith knaue:befides,che kaaue ss tandfome,youny : 
and hath ail chofe requiGtes 10 him, chat folly and greene 
mindeslooke after. A peftilent compleat knsue, and the 
woman hath found him siready. 

Reds. | cannot beleese chat in ber, the’s full of mofi 
blefs"d condition. 

Sage. Blefs'd fi end . The Wine the drinkes is 
made of grapes. If thee had beene bicfa'd, thee would 
weuer have lou'd the Moore: Blefe'd pudding. Did thoa 
act fee ber paddle wish the palme of bis hana? Didft net 
marke thst ? 

Rod. Yer,ther ! did: buc chae was bet currefie. 

lege. Leacherie by thishand : an Index, and obfcure 
prologue tothe Hifory of Luft and foule Thoughts. 
They mes fo neese with their pets that thes breaches 
embrac'd togecher. Viilsnous thoughts Rederige, when 
ahefe mucabsities fo marthall che way, hard as hand 
comes che Mafter, and maine exercile, th incorporste 
conclufion : Pith. Bot Sir, be you cul’'d by me. J have 

rough: you from Venice Watch you to night : for 
the Comraend, Ie lay*c wpon you. Caffe knowesyon 
not: Ilenot be farse fromyou. Do you finde ome oc- 





















tainting his Slcipiine, os from whac other <outte 
i pleate, which the ume fhall more tauorably m: 
miter, 

Red. Well. 

age. Sitbe's rath, and very fodaine in Choller: sad 
heppely may Arike at you,proveke him thac he way : fc 
evea our of that willl cause thefe of Cypres co Mutiny. 
Whofe qualification thall come : 


by and by ar 
Sosa: I meft fetch his Necefferies a Shere. Fere 
well. 

Rede. Adice. 

lage. That Caffe loues her,1 do well beleew’t : 
Thas the loves him, ‘is apt,end of great Credite. 
The Moore (how beie thac } cadure him not) 
Is of a conRtant,louing Nobie Nacure, 
Aad | dere cbinke he'le prouc co Defdemena 
A moft deere husband. Now J do lowe hes too, 
Nox owt of abfolute LuA, (though pereduernure 
I Nand accompcant for as great afin) 
But parcely led to dyecmy Reuenge, 
For thax 1 do fulpe@ the ishie Moore 
Hath leap'd into my Sesce, The though whereof, 
Doth (like a poylonous Minexall) gnaw my Inwardes ; 
And euthing can,o¢ fhall contea my Soule 
Till] em ceven'd with bim, wife, for wilt. 
Or fayling fo,yes that f pet the Moore, 
Acleaft into 8 [elouz:e fo trong 
That iudgement cannoc cure, Which thing to do, 
If ims poore Trath of Venice,whom I trace 
For his quicke bunting, ftand the putting oa, 
Ie have our Michael Caffe on the hip, 
Abufe him co the Moore, in the right garbe 
(For § feace Caffe with my Night-Cape roo) 
Make che Moore thanke me,loue me,and reward me, 
For making him egregioufly an Affe, 
And pradtifing epon his pesce,and quiet, 
Even comadnefie. ‘Tisheere : bu: get confin'd, 


Knaueries pleloe tacc,is never (eene,till vs'd. Exe. 





Scena Secunda. 





Eoser Othelle's, Herald with a Preclewatien. 


Herald. \cis Othele's pleafure, our Noble and Vali 
ent Genesall. Thec vpoo certaine tydings now arriu'd 
importing the meere perditionot the Terkith Reete : 
¢uery man put himfelfe into Triumph. Some ro deunce 
fome to make Bonhres, each man, to what Sport and 
Reuels bis addition leadsbim. Por befides thefe bene. 
ficiall Newes,ic isthe Celebration of his Nuptiall, So, 
moch was his pleafere thould be proclaimed Alloffi 
ces ate open, & therets fall hberwue of Feafling from chis 
pre 





Am I pat co our Caffe in forme AGtion 
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tas — of five, ti che-Bell have cald eleven. ow ‘moaght this Flocke of drunkacds 
le, 


ifle of Cypratend out Noble General! Orhel- 
axa. 


Enter Orbele Defdruena aed Arvendant #. 

Csbe. Good Afichanl Jooke youto the gosrd ce night. 
Let's ceach our felves thet Honourable Atop, 
Notco diferenon. 

Caf. Sago bath direAtion whas co do. 
Bet notwi with my perfonall eve 
Wil lleoke co's. 

Orbe. Lage,is moh boneft : 
CMGchasl, goodaigh:. To morrow with your earlieft, 
Let me baue fpeech with you. pa deese Lowe, 

tf) 


The purchale made, the fruites are to enfee, 
Thee ates yet to come ‘tweene me,and you. 


Enter lage. 

Caf. Welcome lage: we maf othe Watch. 

ac he this houre Lieutenans : tis noc yet cen 
erth’clocke. Our Generall caf vs chus esrely for the 
love of bis Defdemena: Who, let vs not thercfore blame; 
he bath noe yet made wanion the nighe with her : aed 
the is for Some. 

« She's s moft exquifice Lady. 

lage. Aad lle warrant her, fall of Game, 

Caf. ladeed thes 2 moft freth soddelicace creacure. 

lage. Whee 20 cye the he’s? 

Meshinkes it founds « parley co provocation. 

Caf. Aninercing eye: 

And get me shinkes right modeft, 
Tago. ae when fhe fpeskes, 
18 i noc an Alarum to Loue ? 

Caf. She is indeed perfedtion, 

sage. Well : happineffe co their Sheeres. Come Lies- 
tenant,| haves flope of Wine, snd ncere withouc ase 8 
brace of Cyprus Gallencs, that would faine have a mes- 
fare to ae health of blacke Osbefe. 

Caf. Not to mght, good Jege, I heve very poore, 
and wnhappie Braives in danke: I could well with 
Cortefie would inuent fome othet Caftome of enter. 
tainment. —. 

fage, Oh, they are our Friends: bat one Cup, Ile 
drinke for yor. 

Caffe. Ihave Lranke but one Cup co night,and thee 
was craftily qualified too : and behold what inoustion 
ie moked heere. J am infortunste in the infirmity, and 
dare not taske my weakenefle with any more. 

loge. What man ? ‘Tis snight of Revels, the Gal- 
lents defire ic. 


Caf. Where ere they? 
lage. Heere,st the doore : | pray you cal" them in. 
Caf. Ve dot but ic diflikes me. Exit, 


Jage. 1 1 can faften but one Cup vpon him 
Wich chat which he hach dronke co night alreadie, 
He'l be 2s full of emcees offence 
As ong Mifitsis & 

New “ ftke Foole Reece, 

Whorn Love hath tarn’d almoft the wrong Bde out, 

To Defdernma hath to aight Carrows'd, 

Potations, e; and he’s to watch, 

Theee elfe of Cyprus, Noble Swelling Spirices, 

heakaies thew Henoors ins wary di ° 
“ay meres Lilet ) ‘ 

Hase Ito night fofter’d with fo > 

And chey Watch too. ic a 


Thee may offend the Ific. But here they come. 


Emer Caffe, Ment ave peed Gout icmen, 

#C do but approwe my dreame, 

My Boarce failes freely ,boeh with winde and Screame. 
Caf. Fore beauen,they have given me a rowte slready. 
Aden, Good-faich s litle one : not paft's pint,es }am 8 

Soaldier. 

Sage. Some Wine hoa. 

And let nee the Caruahyn clinke clinke : 

And let mathe Cannsken clrakg, 

A Seuldecrs aman: Ob po ans tsfe's but 4 fpav, 

why cbee ket a Sealdser dr sake, 
Some Wine Boyes, 

Caf. ‘Fore Heaven : en excellent . 

Jago. \learn‘dit in England : where indeedthey are 
mott potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germaine, 
and your (wag-belly'd Hollander, ( drinke hoe) are 


nothing to yous Englith. . 
: Cafis. $s your Englithmen fo exquifice in his drin- 
ing ? 


lage. Why, he drinkes yee with facillitie, your Deve 
dead drunke. He (weaces not to oserthrow your Al. 
maine, He gives your Hollander s vomit, ete the next 
Portle can be fill'd. 

Caf, Tothe health of oor Generall. 

Mes. \2 for it Lieutensac : and Ile do you Ieftice. 

Tego Oh (weer Eaglend. 

Kong Stephen wae worthy Peeve, 

Hs Breeches coft bsm but a Craone, 

He beid then Six ab te dere, 

With chat be cal dthe Taker Lowes 3 

He wa awiyght b Renowae, 

otad iben art bus of low degree : 

"Tis Pride thas polls she Coamntry dewae, 

Aad take thy aol d Cleaky about ¢ bee. 

Some Wine hos. 

Caffe, Why chis is s more exquifice Song chen the o- 
ther. 

tage. Will you heare’c agsine ? 

Ca Nox fort hold bits be vnworthy of bis Place, 
that do's thofe things. Well: hesu'ns sboue all : and 
there be foules maft be faved, and chere be foules moft 
oot be faved, 

Jago. \t's true,good Lievrensne. 

Caf. For mine owne pact, 00 offence to the Generall, 
nor any man of qualirie : I hope co be faved. 

lage. Aad (o do 3 too Liewtensm. 

Cafe. 1: (but by your leaue not before me. The 
L jeucenant is to be faued before the Ancient. Let's have 
no more of this: let’sto our Affaires. Forgive vs our 
Gaver: Gentlemen let's looke to cur bufinefie. Do nor 
thinke Gentlemen,] am drenke: chis is my Ancient,this 
ismy right hand, and this is my left. Lamnot drunke 
now :1 can fend well enough,sad I (peake well enowgh, 

Goat. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well chen : you muft not thinke then, 
that J am drunke. Esau. 

Moata. Toth Platforme (Mefters)come, let's fet che 
Watch. 

Lage, You See this Fellow,chat is gone before, 
He '>0 Souldier, fiero fiend by Cefar, 

And direGtion. And do bu: fee his vice, 
"Tis co bis verwe,s ieh Equinox, 
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The one ss long ss th’ocher, “Tis pletie ofbien : 
I fesr sha gio Dekel poss hies Le 
On fome odde cime of his infirmicie 
Will thake dus }fbad. 
Mast. ie he often thas ? ss 
lage, °Tis ewetmore his ve his Geepe, 
Helenratch the H € L pear roa 
If Drinke rocke nox bis 
Adon. 1c were well 
The General were pac in mind of ic : 
Perhaps he (ces 1¢ net,or his good neture 
Prizes che verewe chee in C 
And ee ee ee 
lage. How now Redersge? 
"} pesy you after che Liewtenanc, go. 
Me. And el de picty,that che Noble Moore 
Should hazard (ech 2 Place,es his owne Second 
With one of en mgrafe Infirmitie, 
Je were an hone Ahon,to fey fo 
To the Moore. 
Tage. Nort for this faire Tiand, 
I do love Caffis well : and would do mach 
To cure him ofthis evill, Bot heorke. what acife ? 
Emer C fiaing Rederigo, 
Caf. YouRogne een 9 
Afon, What's the marter Licecenant? 
Caf. AKnewe teach me my durie? Lic beace the 
Kasve into s Twiggen-Bottie. 
Red. Beste me ¢ 
Caf. Dof thou prare, Rogue? 
Men. Nay, good Lieutenant! 
I pray vou Sic hold yoer hand. 
Cafe Let me g0(Sir) 
Or Iie knocke you o're che Meusafd. 
Cifm. Come,come : you're drenke. 
Caffe. Deenke? 
laze. Away } fay : go owt and cry s Marinia 
May good Lieutenam. Ales Gentiemen : 
Helpchoa Lieutenant. Sy Adestene : 
tb Slab Hecre’s s goodly Watch indeed. 
s thas which rings the Bell: Diablo, hoa « 
The Towne will nfe. Fie,fie Lieutenant, 
You ie be afham’d for ever 


Enter Othehe and Attendants 

Orbs, What is the macier heere? 

Man. \ bleed fill, ! am hurt co th'deach. He dies. 

Orbe, Hold for yoor lives. 

Jag. Hold soa : Lieatenant, Sit Adentane,Gensiemen: 
Hase you forgot all place of fenfe and dutie? 
Hold. The Generall [peaks co you : hold for fhame. 

Oth. how now hos? Fram whence anfeth this? 
Are we curn'd Turkes ? end to out [elves do that 
Which Hessen hath forbid the Ort ensertes 
For Chrifhan (hame,put by shis becberout Brewle: 
He chac firs nexc,cocarue for his owne'rage, 
Holds his foule lighe : He dies vpon his Motion, 
Silence thse dreadfull Bell it frighes the Jfle, 
From hes propriety. Whet isthe marter, Mafters? 
HonefR /age chat lookes dead with greeuing, 
Speake: who begen this ? On chy louc J charge thee? 

Tage. | donot know : Friends all, but now,euen now. 
In Qvartet.snd in termes like Bride, and Grooms 
Devwefting them for Bed : and then,bat now : 
(Asif fome Plone had vnwitted men) 


que ¢ 


The Traged 


orp ond | =o 
° J cannot 
darted brought me to apart 


Oo Nid seams channel. qeroipey 


The wertd hath noted. And you: seme is greet 
Ja mouthes of wifeft Cenfese. Whet’s the matnae 


Thee yeu valece seputation chu, 
And goer ih option forthe amt 
Ofa - brawler? Giue me anfiwer 00 tte 

Sten. Worthy Orhefe,] om hast to danger, 
Your Officer Jage.ceo informe you. 
While I {pare Peech which fomcthing now offends 
Of all chat Ido know, nor know i ougbe 


ten. faid ardene emiffe this aeght, 
feife-charine be fometumes 8 vice, 
And to defend our felwcs, it be o fame 
When violence sffaites vs. 

Orbe. Now by Heseen, 
My bleod begins ary fefer Geides to rele, 
And pafhon(hauing my beft tudgement colled) 
Adieies to leadethe wey. 1f] once ftir, 
Or do but lift this Arme, the beft of you 
Shall finke in my rebuke Give me to kaow 
How this fowle Row began: Who fer it on, 
And hochat is spprew'd in this effence, 
kere airabana aici with me,bech er s birth, 
Shallloofe me. Wher ins Towne of warre, 
Yer wilde,the peoples hearts brim-fall of 
To Manage priate ond demefticke Quarrel ? 
Io night, snd on theCourt 10d Guerd of {sfeve? 
Tis monftrows : /age.who begen’s ? 

Adon. \f parrislly Afin'd or league in office, 
Thou dof deliwer more or leffe then Trech. 
Thow art no Souldier. 

e. Touch me not fo nerre, 
had recher base this congue cur from mymenh, 
Then it Mhould do offence te Michael Caffe. 
Vet I perfwade my felfe,to (peake che rruch 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generals 
Ad out ane and my felfe being ia (peech, 
There comes 2 Fellow crying out for belpe, 
And Caffe following him with determin’d Sword 
To execute vpon hen. Sir,chis Gentleman, 
Sceppes into enereats hes poufet 
My feife,the crying Fellow did porfue, 
Leaft by hisclameur (a8 ic fo fel) out ) 
The Towne might fall in fright. He,(forift of feces) 
Our-ran my purpofe : and] rerurn'd then rather 
For thac t heard the clinke. and fall of Swords, 
And Caffe high io oath : Which till co nighe 
J nere might jay before. When ! come becke 
(For this was briefe)l found them clofe cog ether 
At blow,and chroft cucn as againe they were 
When you your felfe did part cbem. 
Mote ofthis marver cennot I report. 
Bur Men sre Men : The beft fomerimes forget, 
Though Cafie did fome litle wreng tobi, 
As men in rage firike thofe shot with them bef, 
Yer forely Coffe { beleeue receiu’d 
From him thet fled,ieme Arange lodignhie, 
Which petience cou!d nos paffe, 





the eMoore of Venice. 


Lookeif Lowe be act cais’d vp: 
Deashe tessa example i 
Def. Whae is che enerter (Deere?) 
Ochs. All's well Sweeting : 
Come awey to bed. Sir foryour hares, 
My feife will be your Sargeon. Lead himoff: 
lage Jooke with care about the Towne, 
And Gleace thofe whom this vil'd brawle diftrsfted. 
Co me Defdrasena, ‘tia the Soldiers life, 
To howe thei. Balmy fembers wah'd with firife. Exxt. 
lage, Whee ore you hart Liescenan ? 
Hesven forb:d. 
nReputstion: Oh I have 
immortsll part of 
end wha renmsaines is beftiall. My Reputation, 
lagosny Reputation. 

Jago. Aslam en honefi man J had sions, aaa 
Get hecwen Roa there is aon : ane 
chen in Reputation. on isan idie,and mo 
impoficionsoft got without merit, sud loft without de- 
ferning. You lofine Sir geo at all,voleffe you 
sepuce your {elle fech s . What man,chere ore 
more wayes to recover the Generall ageine. You sre 
but now cof in his moode,(a punifhment more in poli- 
cie,then ia melice )even fees one would beste his of 
fenceicfle BEC affright en Impeneus Lyon. Sue to 
hice egeioe and he’s yours, 

Caf. will rather fee co be defpis'd, then to deceive 
fo good a Commander, with fo fli ght, fo drunken,snd fo 

ifcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And ¢ Parrat? And 

?Swegger ? Sweare 2? And difcourfe Fuftien 
enes owne thedow ? Ob chou invifible fpirit of 
Wier, if thou bsftno name to be knowne by, let vs call 
thee Divell. 
lage. What wes he thet you follow’d with your 
Sword ? What hed be done to you ? 
Caf. Iknow not. 


lage, lst pofiible ? 
ca Iremembez scaffe of things 


men fhould pur en 

wey thei Braines ? that we fhould with joy, 

sevell end eppleufe,crensforme our felucs into $. 
lege, Why? Bas you srenow well enough : how 

came you thus recovered? 

Caf. Icbath pleas’d the divell dronkenneffe, co give 
place coche dive! wrath one woperfeineffe, thewes me 
another co meke mefrankly defpife my felfe. 

lage. Come, you sre too feueres Morsiler. As the 
Tine, the Ploce, éc che Condicion of this Country Rands 
I could bertily with chis hed not befaine :but fince it is,as 
it io, mend it for your owne good, 

Caf. lwilleske hi for ray Place againe,he (ball tell 
me, 1 ams drunkard :had 1 9 couches as Hydra, 
fech en anfwer would Rop them all. To be now 6 fen. 
Gble man, by and by a Foole,sad aBest. Ob 
firenge! Buery joordinate cop is ¥ dpod the logre- 
diene is a dinell, 


Aed good Licwtenan, 1 thinke, you chinke I lout 


you. 
Caffe. Thaue well epproved it, Sir. J drenke ? 
lego. You, oc any roan heing, wey be dronke ats 
thoes men. | sell you whet you fhall do: Our General's 
Wilke, ie now the Generall. Imey fey fo, in this rolpedt, 
for thet be bath devoted, end vp himéelfe to the 
Contemplation, msrke : and of her ports 


@ to 
of fo free, fo kinds, 


Yous and ber hasbend, encreet her to 


: lage. 1 proteft i the Gacerisie of Lowe, ond honeft 


Caffe, 1 chinke it freely: and betimes in the mor- 
wings] will befeech the verteous Defdemens to vndentake 
for me : I am defperace of my Fortunes ifthey check me. 

Jags. You oreinthe right: good night Lieucensat,] 
maf to che Watch. 


Coffie. Good night,honett Jago, 


Tage. And what's he then. 
That faies J plsy the Villeine? 
When this eduife is free I give,and honeft, 
Proball to cainking, and indeed che coerfe 
To winthe Moore egsine. 
ES “tis moft ashe 
i Defdemona to Cabdve 
le sy Suite. She's from’d as (ruieefall 
se free Elements. And then for her 
o win the Moore, were te renowace his Beptifme, 
All Sestes,and Simbols of redeemed fro: 
Hie Soule is fo enferrer’d co her Lowe, 
Thet the may make, vnmake,do whet the hit, 
Buenas her A thal play che God, 
With his weske Pangtion. How am I then a Villaine, 
To Couafell Cafie to this parslell coorfe, 
oe? to his good? Diviaizie of bell, 
They do fuggef SEA ouibaer tiene 
achett with y t 
Hel iysiragheinisiter ty salabhtag 
jes , to ire his Fortune, 
And fhe for himm,plesdes Aron ly co the Moore, 
He powre this cinto his cate : 
That the repeales him for her bodies Left: 
Aad by how mach fhe firiues to do him good, 
She fhal endo her Credite with the Moore. 
So will I curne her vertee into pitch, 
And out of ber owne ie meke the Net, 
Thee fhail en-meth all. 


Exis Coffe. 
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will bee, | thell hewe fo much experience for my paioes ; 
And fo, with se meaty vt all, and alittle seore Wit, te- 
ture agsine re Venice. 

Jago. How poore are they thet have net Pesience? 
What woead did caer hesle bur by degrees? 
Thou know’ we worke by Wit,snd sec by Witchcraft 
Aad Wit depends on dit time: 
Dest net go well? Caffe hach benen thee, 
And chow by that feneli hurt hech ca fhees’d Caffe: 
Though ether things grow faire agsinft the Sen, 
Yet Proites chat blofloe firft, will firft be ripe 
Consene chy felfe,o-while. tocroth'tis Morning: 
Pleafure, and AAiion, make the houres feeme fhert. 
Retice thee, go where thew ort Billmed : 
Away, I (sy, thow thai know more heereafter : 
Nay get thee gene. Exie Rederige. 
Two things ere to be dene : 
My Wife muft moue for Caffe to her Miftris: 
He fec her on my felfe, ¢ while, to draw the Moor epart, 
Aad bring him hunpe, when he may Cafe finde 
abril wife: I,shec's che way: 


Dull noe Desice, by coldneffe,snd delay. Psi. 


eActus Tertius. ScenaPrima. 


Eater Coffee, Ad ofttians and Cleoue, 


. Mafters.play heere,! wil comene 
= thoe's briefs: nap eppnaiecal tae) saa 


Cle. Why Mafters have your loflrumenss bin in Na- 
ples, chat they {peake i'th Note thas? 

Mef. How Sis? how ? 

Clo. Ace thefel prey you, winde Infiruments? 

Rauf. 1 merry are they fir. 

Cle. Oh, thereby hangts tale. 

Maf. Wheredy hangs a tale, fir? 

Clew. Marry fis, by many 2 winde Inftrynenc chet J 
know. Buc Mafters,heere’s moucy for you rand the Ge- 
nerall f likes your Mufick, thet he ia you for lewes 
fake co make no more noife with it. 

def, Well Sir, we will noe, 

Clan Ifyouboue any Maficke thet may noc be heard, 
coo cagaine. Bus (asthey fay}ce heare Maficke, the Ge 
nerall do's nes greatly care. 

Maf, We have noae fech, fir. 

Clow, Then put vp your Pipes in your begge, for Ie 
ewey. Go.venith inco syre,s way. Exis Ma. 

Cafis Doft chow heare me, mine honeftFriend ? 

Cle. No, 1 heace not your honeft Friend : 

ea you. ‘ er 
afis. Prythee Keepe vpt uillets, thet'ss poore 
pietGcn fos thee if the mies thar attends 
the Generali be ftirring, tell her, there's ove Caffie en- 
tetas her a little fauour of Speech. Wile thou de this? 

Cle. She is Ricring Gr: if fhe will flute hither, | ths!l 

feeme to norsfie na tet Exit Cle. 


Buer lage. 
Ta hoppy time, /age. 
lege You have not bin a-bed chen? 
Caffe .Why no : the day had broke before we parted. 
Shave made bold ( fage) co fend inte your wife : 
My fuite to her is, chet the will to vertuow Defdemona 


The Tragedie of Ori 


y/ Th ieabe prefeati 

. te you y? 

hed is dccMle'c wbencs cs de ow ha Moste 

Our of che way, thet your conuerfe and befneffe 
get Then hehe for’ ree 
Cafe. 1 ct. Inewes 

A Phaceatine wnade kandg and hace 


Bute -Eaiie. 


yess! a 
Fer your & : bec all wall (re be 
The and bie wife are relking of ir, 


And the {peakes for you fiewtly. The Moore replies, 
That he you hort is of Fame in C . = Z 
And great A ffinitie : snd thee in whelfome W ifedome 
He might not but refele you But he he lowes 
Tebene, ne other Suicor, buc his tikings 

e ognine, 

Caffe. Yer i befeech you, 
U you thinke fie, or chat ic rasy be done, 
Giwe me se iaeee oes bree Dace 

Defdemen 


nil. 


With : 
Lad. Prey you come ins 
I will beftew you where yoo that! hase time 
ie o-gd ands A 

Cafe. Yarn coach bound to yor. 


Scoana Secunda. 


Oke. Thee epee gan gt, 
done,1 wilibe wething oa che Wacker, 
a Comieees fal we leer? 


Aed 
Lee ; 
cpeire there to ace. 
hago. Well my 
Orb. ThisF 
Gent, Well waite vpen your 


Scena Tertia, 


Suter Cafe aad Emilia. 

Def. Be thoa effer'd (good Caffe) { will do 
All my sbilizies in thy behalfe. 

eal. Good Madem do : 

T werrent it greeues my Husband, 
Asifche were his. 

Def. Oh chac’s on bonefi Fellow,Do not devb: Cafes 
Bec! will howe my Lord, and you sgaine 
As fricedly as you were. 

Caffe. Bovnccous Madam, 

What ener thall become of \Mirbee! Caffe, 
He's never eay thing but your trae Seruane. 

Def. Tknow’t : I thenke you: you do loue my Lord: 
Yow have knowne him long and be yee well affuc'd 
He thal in ficangeneffe ftand no faether off, 

Then in a politique diftance. 
Cafee..1, bu Lady, 

Thee policie may either left (along, 

Or feede vpon fach nicesnd wacerith diet, 

Or becede it fetfe fo aut of ty 

That I bejag abfent, end ce fupply'd, 

My Generall will forget = ous end Sereicts 
Def, De ner doubc thar , before « Emniiia bere, 
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give thee wecrent AGere *Tisasl entreste you weare your Gloues, 
pris : nba —_ Or feode on veurithing cifbes, or keepe you werme, 
Torheish . My Leed thal! acver reff, Or fee ee you todo a peculiar profit 
Tie wetch hier Same, and calke hicn out of peslences hd polish are dake pieces (abe 
@udt foense 30 Boord Wherein De to touch your indeed, 
== Se eens J thal be ul of pores, ed ificul wsigh, 
Wikh cutsy Cafe, Aad to ented. 
Per fear ak Orb. 1 ill deny thee nothing. 
Then give thy confe awey. Whereon, | do befeech chee, cue ches, 
Toleave me but a litle co my ri 
Facer Ovbolle aud Def. Shall! deny you? No: farewell my Lord. 
oEail. Sickisnerceueetury Led: Oth. Ferewe!! my D ‘demesne, Sie come to thee (trai. 
Modem, Iie tales my leane. Def. —Lauilia come, de 0s your Pancres teach you : 
r Why ftay,snd heare we fpeake. Whar ere yoo be, lam obedient. Exa. 


Coffin. Madem pos now : | om very ill at cafe, 
Exh Coffe. 
Se cee ae eens 
é act w 
s Wesrnc then Cafe pre oom we 
lage. Caffiercy Lord! ceanos thiahe iz 
That be would Reale yuny fo guilty-like, 


Meera 


Lise comigce oor 
"PO Wene be bance 
. Went he bencenow? 
Def. \foarh ; fo hombied, 
That he hath left part of bis greefe wich mee 
To faffer with him, Good Love, cal] him backe. 
Othel, Not now (Sweet Defdrwen) forme ocher time. 
» Buc thall’r be fhoccly ? 
. The fooner (Sweet) for you. 
Def. Shall be 10 vight,s¢« Sappes ? 
Orb. Ne,notro night. 
rk Te merrow Dinner then? 
Orb. 1 fhall not dine ac home: 
at the Citcadell. 
, to morrow mght,on Torldsy morne, 
On Tueldey noone, ot night ; oa Wenfday Morne. 
I prythec name the cme, but let ic not 
Exceed three infaich hee’s penicent : 
And yet his T in ows commmon reaion 
(Sane ther the wartes muft make example) 
Out of hes bef, isnet almoft a fault 
Trencurre a priuate checke. . When thall he come ? 
Tellme Orbels. 1 wonder in my Soule 
What you would aske me, thac I Chould deny, 
Or Rand fo osen'ring 00? Whee? Afichad Caffer, 
That case 2 woing wirh you ? sad fo msay 4 HME 
(When theve {poke of you difpraifingty) 
Hath cane your part, to fo mach todo 
To bring bim in? Truft me, I coald do much. 
Ow. e oe more : Let bien come when he will : 
I will deny chee nothing. 
Of Why, this is n0t a Boones 


Imeete the 


Ocb, Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soule 
Bat I do lowe chee : and when I lous thee act, 
Chsos1s come againe, 
a". My Noble Lord. 
What dof thou fay Jago? 
haga. Did Micbedl Caffe 
When he woo'd my Lady, know of your love? 
Orb. He did, from Grit to left : 
be doft thoa aske ? 
But for s facisfaGtion of my Though, 
Ne harme. 
Orb Why of thy choughe,Jage? 
Jago. 1 did nox thinke he hed bin acquaimed with hae. 
Orb. Oyes and wene bewweene vs very oft. 
lage. Indeed? 
On. Indeed? | indeed. Difcern'lt choo ough tn thas? 
Ishe nor hone ? 
lage, Honeli, my Lord ¢ 
On. Honeft! 1, Honett. 
lege. My Lord. for oughe I know. 
Osh. What dott choo choke ? 
lege. Thinke, my Lord? 
%° 
Orb. Thinke, wy Lord? Ales, show ecchost me 5 
Asif there were fome Monfler 1a chy choughe 
Too hidenss to be thewne. Thoe doft mren fominag : 
I heard chee fay even now, chow lik’R nor thor, 
When Cafise left my wife, What didd fino Ike? 
And when I cold chee, he was of my Counfeile, 
Of my whole courfe of woomg ; thou cned’h, ladeede ? 
And didd'ft concra&, snd pusle thy brow cogeiber, 
Asif cho chen hedd’ft thus up wnchy Brains 
Some homnbie Conerite. Mftbou dof loue me, 
Shew me thy though. 
lage. Wy Lord,you kuow I lowe you. 
Orb, I shinke chou do’ : 
And for 1 know chou'rt full of Loue, sad Honcftie, 
And weigh’ thy words before chou giu'ft them bresit, 
Therefore thefe flops of chine, fright me che mort : 
For foch thing sin a falfe difloyall 
Are crckes of CaRtome : but ina msa thac's lof, 
They're clofe dilations, working from the best, 
That Paffion cannot cule. 
lage. Foc Adschael Cafir, 
I dere be (veorae, I chinke thas he is honeft. 
Orb. I thinke fo coo. 
lage. Vien (hould be what they feeme, 
Orthofe chet be not, would they feerne none, 
orb. Cerretne, men thoeld be whas they feeme. 
Jago. Why then [ thinke Cafsie’s an hovel man. 
Orb. Ney, yet there's more inchis? 
T prythee fpeake co me, as tothy coed 3 
Ascthou dof rummnate,end giee thy wort of aoc i 
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parsing lena ie 
fh oud my perdon ane, 
Theagh | am bound co eucry Adie of éutie, 
1 am not bownd to thac : All Slaves erefree: 
Veet my > Why fay, chey ere vild and falce? 
As where's that Palece, whereintd feale thi 
Sometimes intrede nox? Who he’s chet brean fe pure, 
Wherein vacieanly Apprcheabone 
Keepe Leeses, and Low-dayes, end in Sefiions fr 
WO Thos dot conipne gala hy (Jogo) 
Onb. Thoe do’? coals Friead 
If chaw but chink’A hin wrong'd, and asek'tt his case 
A firanger co thy Thoughts. 
Lage. 1 dobefeech you, 
Though I percheace om vicious in my gece 
Ga rena tag Ba 
@ (py imo Absfes, and of my ic 
Shapes fauics chet are nex) chat your wfedeme 
Frem one, that fo imperfeally concenes, 
Weuld cake a0 notice, nor build your fcife s rouble 
* [Out of his i alee, funda steer 
At were not for yous fot your good, 
Nor for my Mushood, Hoacfty, oad Wiledome, 
To let you know my thoughts, 
Orb, What dof thow meane ? 
Jogo. Geod name in Man, & woman(deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate lewell of theis Seales; 
Who feales ay purfe. Reales crath : 
Tre fomech erga. | 
shad tearsige deyse has bin flowe to thoafands : 
But he chac filches ame my cod. 
Babs asco hn hick aes cociches 
And makes me wadeed, 
Orb. Ue know thy Thoughes. 
lege. You cannot, ifmy heart were in your hand, 
Noe thal not, whil ft ‘tis io my cuflodie. 
Och. Ha? 
lage, Oh, beware my Lord, of iealoufie, 
Is ts che gteene-cy'd Monfter, which doch mocke 
The meate it feeds on, That Cockold lacs i bhiffe, 
Wha certaine of his Fare, lowes not his wronger : 
Bax oh, wher damned mimes tcis he ore, 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; Sulpedts,yct foundly lowes? 
Od. Oanferie. 
Tage Poore, end Content, is rich, and rich cnough, 
Bus Riches fineleffe, is 06 poore as W unter, 
To bis chat ever feares he thal be poore : 
Good Heaven, the Sovles of all my Tribe defend 
From lesloufic, 
Orb. Why? why is chis? 
Thenk’R thou, I'ld make » Life of ealoufe ; 
To follow Rill the of the Moone 
With freth fufpirions ? No : to be once in doubt, 
Is co be refolu'd : E me for a Goat, 
When |! thall carne the of my Soele 
To fuch exuficate, and blow’d Surmifes, 
Macching thy Inference, “Tie not co moke me lealioue, 
To fay my wife ts faire, feeds well, loues company, 
Is free of Speech, Sings, Playes,and Dances: 
Where Vertue is, thefe are more vertwous. 
Nor from mine owne weake merites, will] draw 
The mallet feare, o¢ doubt of her revolt, 
For the had eyes, and chofe me. No J 
Ile fee before I dowbr ; when 1 doubt, proue 
And on the proofe, chare 1s no more bus this, 
Away ac once with Louc,or Jealoufie. 


I nor hane your free, end Nobile Narure, 
Onc of felfe-Bounty, be sbwe'd : Looke soot : 


prance di well: 
entice , they do fee che prankes 
Tey dies acs ew ce Vdboaas 

Theis befi Conference, 


Bet J arm much coo blame t 
L humbly do befeech yeu of your pardon 
Fur coo much you. 

Orb. J am bound to ther fer ewer. 

a 1 fee chis hath a liexle doth Y your Spirics s 

. Net aiot, act aioe. 
jich pes ott cesta anes Gas 
will ¢ what bs 

Comes from your Lour. 
Bur I do fet y are moou'd 


To grok ter hapndas oa 


lege, Should yee do fo (ey Lord) 
Sis ovck thes Gu cice ach cide cee: 


lage. Long twe the fos ° 
And fong hoe you to thiake fo 
Orb. And yer how Nature erting from i felfe 


and Degree, 
Whereto we fee in all things Neture cends : 
Foh, one may {met in fuch,a will moft canke, 
Poule dilproportions. vonsturall, 
But (perdon me) f do not in 

{peak e of her,chough I easy feare 

Hex will, recoyting to hes betrer iudgement, 
Phas Alec meich you wich her Country formes, 
A : 


Leeue me J 

Sage. Me Lord.) asi Aah 
Orhel. did ] ras 

This hone® Celene (aoubulefe) 

Sees,and knowes mort, much mececore te veleldy, 


gouernmenc. 
ThisEssoavetessoane boss 
Ly | ow exe e e 

And knowes all by 


Though thac her sefles were heart. (rings, 
Tid whifile hes off, end let het downe che winde 


deftiny 
Eaen then, this forked plague is Fated ro vs, 
When wedoquicken. Looke where fhe comes : 


Emer Defdemena and Emilian 


If the be falfe, Heaven mock'd it felfe : 
Ile nox beteene’s. 


ogee Ieper pal 
Def. Why chet’s with wacching, ‘twill sway egaine. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this house 
it will be weil. 
Ob. Your Napkin is coo littles 
Letit alone: Come, lle go ia with you. 
Def. 1 am very forry that yeu are noe well. 


i alae aca ara aaetr 

Woo'd meto fiesleiz. But the fo loues the Token, 
(Por he contus'd her, the thould eues keepe «) 

Thee the referucs it euermore about her, 
Tokiffe,snd calke too. Ile hsee the worke tone our, 
And gia’ Lage : what he will do with it 

Neeuen knowes, noc I: 

I nothing , bus co pleafe his Farnafie. 


Donot you chides I haue s ching for you. 


Ester lage. 
ip anise now? Whee do you heere alone ? 


Nos bar fhe let ic gence, 
Seg koee ceases ‘ 


Lage. hl Retimalad heh aod 
eee 1 be tes tos one rocrens ofmeere, 
‘cme ageine. Poore shee’ ren mad 
When the eos 
lage. Be noc acknowne on’: 
I haue vie foric. Go, leave me. Onit Anil, 
I will In Caffie's Lodging loofe this Napkin, 
And let him finde x. Trifles light as syre, 
Are tothe iealious, tons Rtron 


As proofes of holy Writ. This may do 
The Moore siready changes with my peyfon: 


Daagerous conceites, are in their Nocures 
Wilt La ReccaiGae 


Bue with s little afte vpon the blood, 
Burne like the Mines of Sulpbure, I did fey fo. 
Eater Ovbelo, 


Lookewhere he somes : Not P nor 
Nor all che drowfieS of far odd ciate 
Shall ever medicine cheeco thet fweete fleepe 
Which thou owd ft yefterdey. 

Orb. Ha, hs, falfeco mee? 

tage Why how now Generail > No more of chat. 

Orb. Aaant,be gone: Thou haf fet meon the Racke: 
I (wearecis beter ta be much sbus‘d, 
Then but ro know’c e little. 

i How now,my Lord? 

Oth. What fenfe had I, in her ftolne houres of Luft? 
I] fave’e not, thought it nog : ie herm’d not me : 
Tflepe che oexc night well, fed well, wee free, and merti 
1 found not Caffie's kiffes on het Lippes: 
He thac is robb'd, aot wanting what is Rolne, 
Lec him noc know’t, and he’s notrobb'd at ell, 

co Tam forry tc heare ard 

. lhed beene » if the generall Campe, 

Pyoners and all, had able facet Body, 
Sol bad noching knowne. Oh now, for ewer 
Farewell che Tranquill minde ; farewell Concent ; 
Farewell the plumed Troopes, and the bigge Warres, 
That makes Ambition, Vertue ! Oh farewell, 
Farewell che neighing Steed, and the thrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th Eare-piercing Pife, 
The Roysll Renner, aad all Qualitie, _ 
Pride, Pampe,snd Ciecumftence of glorious Werte: 
And O you mortell Engines, whofe rude throstes 
Thimmertoll Loves dread Clamours, counterfet, 
Ferewell : Orbell’s Occunation’s gone, 

lage. \s't poffible my Lord? 

On. Villaine, be fare thou proue my Louse Where; 
Be Cure af ic: Give me the Occuler proofe, 
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Or by the worth of mine eternal! Soale, 
Thou had'ft bin beacer haue bin borne s Dog 
Then anfwer my wok'd wrath. 

Jage. ist cometo this ? 

Orb. Moke me tofee't: of (st theleaft) fo proue it, 
That che probstion beste no Hindge, aor Loope, 
To 3 doubs on : Or woe vpon thy Life. 

lage, My Noble Lord. 

os. If chou dof (lander her, 80d torruse me, 
Newer pray more : Abandon all remorfe 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate: 

Do deeds to make Heaven weepe, all Earth amaz'd; 
For aoching cent thos to damaation adde, 
Greater chen that. 
dage. OGrace! O Heaven forgive me! 
Are you a Man? Have you a Soole? or Senfe ? 
Ged boy you : rake mine Office, Oh wretched Foole, 
Thaz lout co make thine Honefly,a Vice! 
Oh monftrous world! Takenote, cakenote (O World) 
Tobe dire& sad hone, is not fafe. 
T chaoke you for this profic, and from hence 
Ile loue no Friend, fich Love breeds fuck offence. 

Och. Ney ftay : chou (hould’ft be boneft. 

lage. 1 fhould be wile; for Honeftie’s a Foole, 
And loofes chat ic workes for, 

Orb. By the World, 

Ichinke my Wife be honeft, and tbinke the is not : 
Ichinke thac thou art ult, and chinke thou ast not: 
Dehawe forme proofe. My name chat wes as feth 
As Deans Vilage, is now begrim’d and blacke 

As eine owne foce. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poylon,or Fire, or fuffocating Rreames, 

Ue not indare it. Would I were fatis fied. 

Lage. Ulee you are eaten vp with Paffions 
I do repent ree, thac J put it to you, 

Yeu would be {arisfied ? 

Orb. Wovld? Nay, ond | will. 

tage. And may : but how? How facisfied, my Lord 
Ww ache fupes-vifion groffely gape on? 
Behold her top'd? 

Orb. Desch,and damastion. Ob! 

Lage. It were a tediows difficulty, thinke, 
Tobdring them co that ProfpeA : Damne them then, 
If euer morall eyes do fee chem boulfter 
More then thas owne. What then? How then? 
What thall I fay? Where's SacisfaGtion? 

Icis impoffible you fhould fee this, 
Were they as prime as Goaces, as hot as Monkeyes, 
As fale as Wolucs in pride, snd Fooles ss grofle 
As Ignorance, made drunke. Bur yet ,! fay, 
if unpuecion, and Rrong circumMances, 
Which leade direAily co the doore of Truth, 
Will give you [arisfaAion, you aught heave’. 
Orb. Giwe me a lung reafon the's difloysll, 
lage. 1 do not like the Office. 
Bor fith f am enired in this caufe fo farre 
at coo"t by foolith Honefty, and Love) 
will goon. Tay with Caffrolately, 
And being troubled with a raging toorb, 
L could por ficepe. There ase 8 kinde of men, 
So loofe of Soule, thar in clit fleepes will muccer 
Theie Affayres: one of chis kinde 13 Caffe : 
Jo sabi oh heard himfay, weet De/demvona, 
Let vs be wary, lec vs hide our Loues, 
Andthen(Sir)would he gript, and wring my band: 
Cry, oh (weet Creacure : chen kiffe me hard, 
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As if he plocks vp kiffes by ra ep 
Thee vpon my lippes, laid his Leg oremy Thigh 
And figh kiffe, fai then cry curled Fate,” i 
That gave theeto the Moore. 
Orb. O monftrous ! monftroes! 
Togo. Nay, this was but his Dreame. 
Orb. Bax this denoted shah dire concishen, 
"Tis a threw’d doubt, though it be bet 3 Dreame. 
Jaga, And this may helpe ce thicken orber proofes, 
That do demonfirate thinly. 
Ocb. He reare her oll co peeces, 
Tago. Nay yet be wife; yer we fee nothing doar, 
She may be honefi yer : Tell me but chis, 
Haue you not fometrmes feene » Handkerchiese 
Spotted with Scrawberries, in your wiges hand ? 
Orb, 1 gowe her {uch a one: ‘twas my fis ft gift. 
Tego.’ [know not that : but fuch e Handkerchi 
(T am (ure it was your wives) did I to dsy 
See Caffe wipe his Beard with. 
Osh. Lficbe cha. : 
Jogo. Mit be that, os any, it was hers. 
Ic fpeakes agataft her with the other proofes. 
Orhel. O chat che Slave had forty choufand lises . 
One is too pote, too weake for my revenge. 
Now do] fee ‘tis true. Looke beere Sage, 
All my fond love thus do | blow to Hesuen. °Tis gone, 
Arife blacke vengeance, ftom the hollow hell, 
Yeeld vp (O Lowe) thy Crowne, and bearred Throne 
Tetyremous Hae. Swell bofome with thy fraught, 
For tsof Afpickese 
lage, Yerbe content, 
On Oh blood, blood, blood. 
lage. Patience I fay : your minde may change. 
Orb. Neuer age. Like to the Ponticke Sea, 
Whole Icie Current, and compulfive coorfe, 
Neu'e keepes retyring ebbe, but keepes ducon 
To the Proponticke, and the Heflefpont : 
Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violem pace 
Shall neu's looke backe, neu'r ebbe ro humble Loae, 
Till chat a capeable, aad wide Revenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond Marble Heawen, 
An the due reverence of a Sacred vow, | 
I heere engage my words. 
lege. Donor rife yer : 
Witneffe you ever-borniog Sights above, 
You Elements, that clip vs round abeat, 
Witneffe char heere Jago doth give vp 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Osbele’s Seruice. Let him command, 
Andtoobcy thall be in me remorfe, 
What bloody bufineffe ever. 
Orb. I greet thy lone, 
Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bowntcous, 
And wil vpon che infteng pur chee toot. 
Withio thefe three desea te eae hease thee fey, 
That Cafe's oot alive. 
Tage. My Friend is dead : 
"Tis done at your Requeft. 
Bar let her live. 
Orb. Domne her lewde Mins : 
O damne her, demoe her. 
Come go with me s-part, ] will withdraw 
To fernith me with fome (wift eeanes of death 
For the feire Diuell 
Now art thou rey Liewrensat. 
Fags. Lem your owoe for ever. 
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Scena Quarts. 


Easer Defdemena, -/E mila aed Clara. 
Def. Do you tnow Suresh, where Licutenene Cafic 
? ts 


Clow. 1 dere not fay he hes any where. 


Def, Why men? 
Clo. He's » Soldier, and fer mato fey 2 Souldier lyes, 


ae Corto: where led he? 


Cle, Tocdll you wherehe 
lye. 

Def. Cam any 

Ch. | haow nos 
uife alodging, end 
to lye on mine owne threst. 

Def. Can you enquire tim out? end be edified by re~ 

a 


t 
Clo. I will Catechize the world for him,chet bs,make 
Queftions.end by them anfwes. 
Def Seckehim bidde him come hither. tell him, I 
Hicediagaht Lord on his behelfe, and bope al) will 
Cle. To do chis,is whhin the 
and therefore } will strempe she 2. Ext (b. 
Def. Where fhould I leofe une Handheschiele, of- 
rnalia.) 


e@oul, I know not Maden. 
Belecue me, | had rather haue lof my purfe 
Nebvle Moore 


, sto tel you where 
be made of this? 


¢ helodges, and fer mee co de- 
he fies heere, or he lies there, were 


of mem Wi, 


Pal of Crossdoes And but my 
1s crue of meade, snd mede of no fuch befenefe, 


I chiake the San where he was bore, 
Phas deg colar suiveda 


ims. Looke where he comes. 
Eater Othele, 

Def. L will noe lesue him now, ali Caffe be 
Cell'd whim. How is't with you, my Lord? 

Osb. Well my good Ledy.Oh hardnes co d:flemble! 
How de you, D 

Def. Well.my good Lord. 

Osh. Give me your hand. 
This hand is maift my Lady. 

Def Ishachfeic no age, nor knowne no forrow. 

Orb. This segues fruitfulneffe, and liberal hears 3 
Hot, hot,end meyft. This hand of yours requires 
A ever from Liberty : Fafting, and Prayer, 
Much C aftigation, Exercile deuow, 
Fos heere’s a yong, and (weasing Divell beere 
That commonly rebels: Tis 0 good hand, 


A frenke onc. 
Def. You may (indeed) fay fe: 
Fos ‘rwasthst hand thet geue sway my beast. 
Och. A bberall hand. The bearts of old, gave hands ° 
But ove new Heraldry is hands, nos hearts. 
Def. \ carmor fpeake of chis » 
Come, now your promie. 
Os, What promife Chucke? 
Def, Unaue lent co bid Caffe come (peake with you. 
Orb. 1 have e fale and forry Rhewme offends me: 
Lend me thy Handkerchiefe. 


ra Heere my Lord. 
Tites which | geve you. 
. [awe it noc abous axe. 
. Now 
No indeed, avy Lord. 
Och, That‘se feule s Thas Handkerchiefe 
Did se to my Mother give. 
She wass , and could alrnoft resd 
The 3 of people. She cold her, while the hepe 2, 
T would make her Amsabdle,and fubdee my Farber 
Jaticely 0 her loue » But ifthe lof 1c, 
Or made a Guiht of iz, my Fathers eye 
Sheuld hold her loashed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 
Afters new Fancies. She dying, gut 1 me, 
Aad bid me ( when my Fate would have me Wiu'd) 
To givetther. 1 didfo; andtake heede on, 
Mahe ts o Dasting, like your precious eye 
Toloofe's, or pe awey, were (uch perdition, 
Asnothing eff could mesch. 
Def. Ie't poffible ? 
Orb. “Trstrue There's Magicke in che web of it: 
A SybeBthac bad numbered 10 the world 
The Sun co courte, cwo hundred compeffes, 
In hes Propherticke fucie fow'd the Worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, shat did breede che Silke, 
And ct was dyde in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Conferu'd of Maidens hearts. 
. Indeed? istcrve? 
Orb, Mof veritable, therefore looke toot well. 
‘Def. Then would to Heaven,che: | hed neverfeene WV 
Orb. Ha? wherefore? 
Why do you (peshe fo Martungly and rath ? 
Isc loft? Is't goa? Speak,is’t on. o'th'way? 
~ Blefle vs. 
Oxb. Say you? 
Def. Wtisnos to . bus whee sad if ic were f 
Orb, How! 
Def, i fay ve is nor toh. 
Och. Feechc, te me fee's. 
Def. Why fol cen : bes | will nas now 
Thissse cricke to put me from my faite, 
Pray youle: Cafes be recetu'd againe. 
Orb, Fetch me the Handkercht 
My minde mmf giues. 
Be. Come, come: you'l oeuer mecte 8 mere fuffici- 
ent man. 
Orb. The Riandkerchiefe, 
Def Aman thacall ius ne 
Hath founded his good Fortunes en your love j 
Shoc’d dengers with you, 
Orb. Handkerchiefe. 
. Infooth. you sre 00 blame. 
- Away. 
nil. abag alentr og 
Def. Lacu'e (aw chix before. 
Sere, there's forne marco Handkerchilde, 
1 am moh vnhappy inthe it. 
ead. 'Tisnos s yeare of two (hewes veaman: 
They are all but Scomackes, and we oll but Food, 
They exe vs bengerly, and when they ere full 


belch v 
Fey ee aa Lago, ax! Coffe 


Exit Othelle. 


ke you, Cafivand my Husbend. 
7 aT Ce the wray «th the raft doo 
Andioe the happineffc 1 go,and impercune her. Se 
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° Haw ° 
jar en | el alk reaey ak nee Bae 
Caffe. Madam, my former feline. 1 do befeach you, | lodced (fwcer Love) ] was comming to yout hori. 










The: by your vertucas messnes, I mey ageing Bien, And] wa to your Lodging, Cafe. 
Bithiel bes wamberofidsioor, Whee keepe o swrey? beurn depen ond Niches ? e 
Whee |, with all che Office of ary heart Ce ee te ant nenv eben howcs { 
boneur, | weuld sot bs dalayd. tedious then the Diall, eight feos cimes ? ‘ 

If any offence, be of fach morcall kinde, Ob weery : \ 
Ther wor ay Serwice pelt, nor profent Secrowes, Caffe. Pardon me Bianca: | 
Ner é more wm fararky, | hone chis while with leaden thoughes beene preft, | 
Can vostnae oc ane bis bnes ogilet, Bat I thell in s more continuste 
Ber to know fo, mali be may benefi : Sarthe of chis feore of sbfence. Sweet Biaue 
$e thell § cloeth anc in 2 forc’d concem, Tahe me this worke out. | 
And thu: ary felfe vp ia Some oches consis Béawes. Oh Caffe, whence come this? 
ToPervanes Alenes. This is fone Token from a newer Friend, 

Def. Ades ( ) To the fek-Ablance : sew I feele » Caule: 

Aduocesios bs ect sow in Tune; Is't come to this? Well, 
My Lord, is nee ay Lord ;00r thoald I know him, Go veo, wemnan 
Were he in Fanour, es in teh terlblonon, stip cher ‘sess 
So belpe me euery fpirk feadtified, From them. Yeu sre ieslioes sow, 
As (hese for you all wy bef, That chis is from fome remembrance ; 
Aad within che bleake of bis No,in geod creth i 
ioljel hay aq You molt awinie be pacocat : Bian, Why. who's ste? 
Whaes | con do, ! will : end more I wil Cafe. 1 know nox ocixher : 
Then for wy {clfe,} dere. Let cha: felice yoo. I found it iney Chamber, 

lage. 13 ey Lord engry? I Like the worke weil ; Ere it be demanded 

oy He wan beose bar gow : (Aslike it will) 5 would hese it coppied 
Aad certeialy ia Grange voquictarit. Take it, end das't,snd leouc me fer chis time. 

Tago. Cen be be ? heee feene che Cannee Bian. Lesue you ? Wherefore? 
When ic beth blowse his Rankes taco the Ayre, Caffe. 1 do sttend heere 00 the Genesall, 









Made demenfirable beere in Cyprus, to nm, v. if] thal (ee you feone a anght? 
Hach his cleare Spirit : snd in fuch cafes, Caffe. Tis but 2 title way chec | con bring yes, 
Mens wrangle with infericer things, Fer I ascend beere : But Le for you foone. 

grest ones are their obiedt, “Tis cura fa, Beas, ‘Tis very good. } mult be circurnftenc’d. 
Por let oer ake, end ic endwes E.200nt comes. 
Our ocher ssecabers suena to 8 fenfe 











Of peice. Ney, we anaft thinke men ere noc Gedo, 


As Ges the Beidal. Befhrew we much, «Eanihe, Actus Quartus, Scena Prime. 
was (vabsadfome Warnor, es 1 an) 
Acraigniog bis vakindnefe with my foule: 
Bet eow I 1 had fuberct dthe Wicnee, 















Df Alas the dsy,] acver gone bie confe. . An *d kilfe? 
But lealious foules will not be anfwer'd fos lege. Orso becoled with Lar Piand ta bod, 
They ore cot ever ieallons for the csufe, As houre, ot more, oot mesoing soy bzrme 2 
Bot ieslioas, for they're tealious. itiss Mentter Orb. Naked in bed (/age) and not means hanve? 
it felfe, borne oo it felfe. It is hypocriGe ageing py rt 





Oe Menen keepe che Moaftes from Ovbeli¢s mind. a vertupufly,and yet do fo, 







tal. Lady, Amen. Disetl their vertue and they rempe Heasmn. 
Def (will gofeckehis. CafSe,walks hears sbout: ge. Weep Soardine tee Veanifine 

If 1 doe finde hem fit, lle mone yous fuiee, But if | gine ony wife atiandkerchist. 

Aad (este to effet x to any vitermoft. Sut | = Ont Wher chen? 
Caf. | mbly thanke your Ladythip. 


then tis hers(asy Lord)and being bess, 
Bea, 


Ester Biawa. Prossfvelie of ber we: 
Beas, Sous you Fricad (oft) May the gine thas? 












Jae, 





Orhe. By hewen,! would molt gisdly heue forgot it: 
Thev oh, it comes ore my meemone, 
ee EMI, 

Beading to hed my i 

Lage. 1: what of chat? 

Ox be. That's notfo now. 

Lag Wax if had (aid,] had feene him do you wrong? 
Ox heard bin fay( 2s Kaanes be fuch ebroad, 

Whe hasing by their owne imporcunace fuir, 
Ox volontary dotage of fome Miftris, 
Coauiaced erfopply'd them, cennot chufe 
Bes chey couft blab. . 

Och, Hach he faid any thing ? 

lage. He bath (my Lord)but be you well affur’d, 
No more then hele va-(weste.- 

Osb. What bach he {sid? 

lage, Why, that he did ; now not what he did. 
. Whar? What? 

= Lye. 
. With hes? 

. Web her 200 her : whet you will. 

o Lye wich her? lye on her ? We fay Wye enher, 
vitaea thay Us tye bo: ye with her : chat’s Fullforme : 
Handkerchiefe . Confefhons : Handkerchiefe. To. con- 
feffe, and be d@ for his Isbou. Firft, to be heng’d, 
and then co confeffe: | tremble atit. Nature would noc 
inweft her felfe in fuch fhadowing pafhon, without fome 
Infsudtion. It isnot words has thakes me thas,( pith) 
Nefes.Esres,ond Loppes s 18 pofible. Confeffe? Hand- 
kerchiefe?O dived. Peds ina Trannte. 

Tage, Worke on, 

My Medicine workes. Thus eredulous Fooles are cought, 
Aad macy worthy ,and cheft Domes eur thus, 
All gusitleffe)rocere reproech: whet hos ? My Lord? 
y Loed,! fay : Ovbsbe. 
Enter Cafe. 


How now Coffe? 

Caf. What's the matigr? 

lage: My lord is falneinto an Epilepfie, 
This 1s has fecond Pir: he had one yefterday 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 

Tago. The Lechargie mult have his quyet courfe: 
If not, he foarnes at mouth : and by sad by 
Beeakes out co fauage madneffe. Looke, he ftirres: 
Do you withdraw your felfe 3 hetle while, 
He will recouer ftraight : when he is gone, 
| would on great oceafion,{peake with you. 
How is it General ? Hawe you not hurt your bead? 

Orbe, Doft chou mocke me? 


. Imocke you not, by Heaven: 
Weeds you saat pode. Porrune Rke Man. 
bio ao Heomed spe tarred rh a Best. 
s "smany @ then in 3 populous Cirty, 
inderusy a civil Monfer. oe as 
Othe. Did he confeffe ik? 
lage. Good Sit, be aman: 
¢ curry bearded fellow thec’s bur yoak’d 
May draw with you. There’s Millions now alive, 
That nighcly lye inthofe vaproper beds, 
Which they dare (weare peculide. Vour cafe is better. 
On, ‘tis the fpight ofhell.che Fiends Archemock, 
Tolip o waatoain a fecure Cowch; 








; tome kpow, 

knowing wher I am,I know whee the fhallbe. 
Osh, Ob, chow ert wife ; tis certaine, 

lage. Stand yous while 2 

Conta your felfe but na peer Lidl 
Whil’ft you were heere, o’re~whelmed with your grief 
(A peftion moft cefulting fach aman) 
Caffe come hither. I thifted bim away, 
And layd good feafes vpon your Excabe, 
Bad him enon returne : and heere (peake with me, 
The which he promis’d. Do but encaue your felfe. 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes, and notable Scome 
Tha dwell in eucry Region ot his face 
For | will make him cell che Tale anew: 
Where, how, how oft,how long ego, aad when 
He hach,aad is againe tocope your wife. 
| fay.buc marke his gefture : marry Patience, 
Ov | tha (ay y‘are sil m all in Spleene, 





And nothing of 3 man. 
Orbe. Do'f thou heare,/age, 
T will be found reoft cunning 1n avy Patience: 


Bur(do'ft thou heare molt bloody. 

lage. That's not amifle, 
But yer keroe time in elt : will yoo withdraw ? 
Now will | queftion Cafes of Beanea, 
A Hofwife.chac by felling her defizes 
Buyes hes felfe Bread,sndCloach It 180 Cresrare 
Thas doces on Caffe, (2 ‘t1s che Scrampets plague 
To be-guile many, andbe be-geil'd by one ) 
He, when he heares of her,cannot re@raine 
From che excefle of Laughter. Heere be comes. 


Ester Caffe. 


Ashe hall (mile OrbeBe thal! go mad : 
And his vnbookith leloufie muft conferve 
Poore Cafe's (miles, geftures,and light beheuiours 
Quuce in che wrong. How do you Licotcnent ? 
Caf. The worfer,chat you give me the addixtoa, 
Whole want euen kiltes me. 
lage. Ply Defdemena weil,and you ate fare on't; 
Now,if chs Sunt lay in Beamce’s dowre, 
How quickely thould you (peed? 
Caf. Alas poore C sitiffe. 
Orb, Looke how he laughes siready. 
Jago. I never knew woman love msn fo, 
Caf. Alas poore Rogue, thinke indeed the lowes me 
Orb. Now he denies it fainely: and laughes st out. 
lage. Do you heare Caffie? 
Orb, Now he shim 
To tell x o're: go too, welll fald ,well (eid. 
hoge. She giues it ouc,thet you thall marry her. 
Do you intend it? 


Caf. Ho, ha,he. 
Orb. Doye criumph,Romsine? do you crismph? 
Caf. marry. What? A caftomer iprythet beare 


Some Charitic co my wit,do net chinke is 
Sovnwholefome. Ha,ha,hs. 
Oth. $o,fo,fo,fo : they laagh,thst winnes. 
Tago. Why ny, goes, that you merry her. 
Caf. ay true. 
peat ae : Villeine elfe. 
Oth. Have you (coer’d me ? Well. 
Caf. This is the Monkeys owne giuing out 3 
She is perfwaded I will merry her 
Our owne lowe & flaccery stot ouc of my ee. 
vv 


33° 
Och, becomes me : sow he begins the flory. 
Cefe. farm bene arene frhoets meio 
lwas the ocher mg o0 
pel gor li ghemniegfeny Sogo 
Beuble,sad falls me thus about amy neck. 
Orb, Crying oh deere Caffe,ss ic were: his seftere ie- 
it. 
Caf. Sohse lelis,cad weepes vpon ae. 
So thakes, 204 pulls me. Ha,bs,hs. o 
Orb. Now he ceils how the plocke bis to my Cham- 
ber sch, 1 fee thas nefe of yourssbut net thes a | 
Oral throw x to. 
Cafee. Weil, moft leave ber 
Tage. Before me : looke where the comes, 


Caf. Tis (sch another Fichew: @ perfam'd ene? 
do you meane by this ing of me? 
Bien. Lecche diucll, sadhesdsm hasat you : what 


This is forne Minxes tokea,8c | wut coke out the workes 
ee a Yen levee) betes wherefocues you hed 
it, Ile take out 20 worke on't. 

Caffe. How sew, my {wees Bianca? 
Hew cow? How sow? 

Orbe. By Heeven,thet thoald be my Haadkerchiefe. 

mel plasresesicin 5 sheers fey 
you will nor come when you ere next prepar’dfer. Exe 

P “Ase he ser het, 

Sah, thee’ rayle ia che fiseess elfe. 

Lago. Will you fop there? 

Cafe. Yes, Linend fo. 

Tage. Well, lemay chance to fee you: for I would ve- 


ty fine Hobe ce yeu. 
Co come: will you? 
tage 0 too : fey no reore. 


How thel! I eeurthes bis,age. 
Jage. Did you percewe how he lsugh'd st his vice? 
Onn. Oh, laze 

lage. Aod bia you fee che Handkercheefe? 

Orb. Was chat noe? 

Lege. Yours by this hend : end to fee how he prizes 
the fooltth woman your wife : the geve it him, end be 
hash giw'nichis whore. 

Qrb, I would have him nine yeeres a killing : 

A fine woman,a faire women,s fweete women ? 

Tege. Nay, you malt forges that. 

Orhelle, 1,let her rot and perith, and be demo'd to 
might , for the fhsil not liee. any heart is turn’d to 
fione: 3 firike is,and ix burts my bend. Oh, che world 
hath aoc 3 fweerer Creature: the eughs bye by on Em- 
perours fide.end commend him Teskes. 

lage. Nay, that’s not yous way. 

Othe. Hang her, Ido tynt fay whee the is : fo delicate 
with her Needle: sn edmnirable Mafrien, Oh the will 
fing the Sseagenefic out of a Beare : of fo high and plen- 
teous wie. snd invention? 

Togo. She's the warfe for all this. 

Oow, Ohya thoufand, a thoufend dames: 

And then of fo gentle 3 condition? 
Lage. Ltoo gentle. 

Odee. Nay chat’s certsine : 

Bus yotthe pity of it, Jago: oh Jago, the pitty of it 


Bdobefeech yout Lordfhip call her backe. 


The Tragedie of Orhello 


lage. : 

lege. Ue you are fe fond cues hes imiquitie : emue her 
secsstca clbcad; (ar Wie conc ase pon a coee bs : 
no 


On iwi her into Meffes: Cockold ane ? 


ae 
me thi He 
eopsboisu enb ber ied ba eae cated 


par bi sar. oe segs, earn e 
4 not with firangie bes in 
Boee ths bed the tach cencoaciecsad. 

Orb, Good, good : 

The laftice of it pleafes : 


Orbe. Excellent good : What T comper is ches fame 
Tage, | weereme fre Venice, 
Tis so.chis, comes from the Duke. 
See,your wife's wich bias. 
Lede. Saec you worthy Generali. 
Orbe. bhai freledaces 


Def. Aad what's the ewes, good cozen Ledenico? 
lege. Lam very gled to fee yoo Sigmoe: 
Welcome to Cypras. 


Led. | thanke you: bow do's Lieutenant Cafes? 


Jago. Lines Sir, 
De. Cozea,there’s faloe berweene him 2 any Lood, 
Ao vohind breach: 6uz you thall make all well, 
Othe. Are you fare of thas ? 
Def. My Lord? 


Def. My Lord, 

Orb. a yoo aie ? : 

Def. Whas is e? 

Led. May be Klas spou'd hie, 

For as [chinke,they do commend him home, 
Deputing Cafise io his Gowernenent, 
eo lodeed? 

Def. My Lord? 

Othe. I om giad to fee you med. 

Def. Why, weete Or ? 

Orbe. Diuell. 

Def. Lhave nor deferu'd chis, 

Led, My Lord, this would not be belees'd in Vemce, 
Thoagh I fhould (wesre | faw'e, Tis vesy 
Make her amends : (he weepes. 

Orbe. Oh divell divell : 

Ifchat che Esrth could ceeme with womans teares, 
Each drop the falls, would proves Crocodile : 
Out of my fighr. 

Def. 3 wil not ftay to offead you, 

Led. Truely obedient Lady: 


ome ye 





the AL ome of Vente. l 


Led. Who I my Lord! 

Orbe. l,you did with that I woald meke her carne. 
Sie She cancume,and ture and yes goon 
Andcume againe. And (he con weepe Sic, weepe 
And (he’s obedience : 23 you fey obedsent 
Very obedient : proceed youin your ceares. 
Conceroing chis Sit,(oh well-painced paffion) 
1 am commanded home ; get you sway . 
Ile fend for you anon Sir! the Mander, 
And will returne to Venice. Hence. ausont : 
Cafe fhall have my Place. And Sit,conighs 
J do entreat,thac we may fap together. 
Yeu are welcome Sit toCyprus. 


Goates,and Monkeys. Exit. 
Lad. Is this che Noble Moore, whom our full Senase 

Call atl in oll Gilfictenc 2 Ie this the Nacare 

Whom Pafhoo could not thake? Whote (olid vertue 

The thos of Accidenc,nor dase of Chance 

Could neither graze,nor pierce ? 


Jago. He is mach changds 

Led. Ace his wits fafe? & he aot light of Braine ? 

Tage. He's that he is . | may not breach my cenfure. 
Whar be quight bevif what be might, he 1s not, 
] wauldto heauen be were. 

Led. What ? Serike tud wife? 

lege. "Fach chac was not fo weil: yer would I knew 
That ftroke would the worft. 

Led, Is wt hat wie? 
Ot did che Letters,wworke vpon his bloed, 
Andnew create his fauic ? 

Tego. Al2s,alas ; 


fpea 
What ! have feene,and knowne. You (hall obferae him, 
— + heipalegcha wall deonte him 2 
aay fase my (peech : dobut go sfter 
had bckchoe be cae. . 


Led. \ sm forsy chet 1 amdecew'dinhia. Ercan. 





Scena Secunda. 





Outer Othehs and /Esmiba. 


Orbe. Youhbsue frene noching then ? 

ef£amil, Not ewer heerd : nor ever did fuf; 

Orhe, Yes,youhave feene Caffs,and the together. 

eas. Buc chen I aw no harme : and then [ heard, 
Each (ytlable chat breath made vp betweene them. 

Orbe. What? Did chey neuer whilper? 

vEmd. Neve: my Lord. 

Othe. Nox fend you ous o'th'wey ? 

Ons To ach G , 

To fetch her Fan, ber Gloues her Mask nor no- 

Emil. Neurr my Lord. (hing? 

Orbe. ie riaa. a deo ih 

eLeed. | darft( ny Lord)co wager, the is honeft: 
Ley downe ary Soulc at ftake : If you chinke other, 
Remoue yous thoughr. Ic doth sbufe your bofome: 
If any wretch have pur this in your head , 
Let Heauen sequit it with che Serpents curfe, 


For if fhe be not hone chafte.ond crue, 
There’s no man happy. The pureft of their Wiues 
Is foule as Slander. 
Orbe. Bid her come hither : go. 
She (aies : yet the's a imple Baud 


fxs eLmilis 


"That cannoc fay as och. This os a fobtile Whore : 


ACloffcc Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets, 
find yer (he'le knecie and pray : | haue feene her do’t. 


Enter Difdemona and fils. 


Def. My Lord, whar 1s your will f 
Orbe. Pray you Chacke come hither. 
Def. Whacis your pleafure ? 
Orb. Ler me fee your eyes : fooke in my face. 
Def. What horrible Fancie’s this ? 
Opbe Some of your Fundtion Miftris; 
Leave Prneresote alone sad fot the doore: 
Cough,or ery hern; if % bod geome ; 
Your MyBery. your Myhtery. May difpacch.ins ofan 
Def: Vpoamy knee, what doth your (peech import 
1 wnderRand a Fury in pour words. 
Othe. Why ? What att thou ? 
Dd. Yous wifemy Lord: your true and loyal wifi 
Orbelie p fweare s-: damme thy felfe, les 
being like one of Heaven, the diuells themfelues fhoul 
fease to cesze thee. Therefore be double damm'd, wear 
thou art honeft. 
Def. Heauen doth rracty know st, 
Orbe-Heauen truely knowes,thac chow ast-fatle as hel 
Def. To whom my Lord? 
With whom? How am ! falfe? _ 
Othe Ah Defdemen,pway.awey zwey. 
Def. Alasthe hetey day : why do you weepe? 
Am | che mociet of chefe testes my Lord ? 
Ifhappely you my Father do fufpeA, 
Aol t of his yourcalling backe, 
Lay not your blame on me; if you have loft him, 
baa lofi him too, 
Otle. Hadit pleas’d Heaven, 
Totry ine with AfiiAion,hed they rain’d 
All kind of Sores,snd Shames on my Dsre-hesd: 
Steep'd me so povertic tothe very hppes. 
Given to Captiumie, me,and my emoR , 
I (hould have found in fome place of aay § 
A drop of patience. Sut zlas,to make me 
The fixed Figore for the ume of Scorne, 
To point hisllow.snd moving finger ae. 
Yet could I beare thas coo, well, very well : 
But there where I hewe gatnerd vp my heart, 
Where eisher [ maft live,or beare nolife, 
The Fountsine from the which ary correne rannes, 
Or elfe driesvp : to be difcasded thence, 
Or keepe ic as a Cefterne,for foule Toades 
To knot end gender in. Turnethy< 
Pactence,chou young end Rofe-lip’d 
i heere looke es hell, 
Def. Uhope my Noble Lord efteemes me honefl, 
Othe. Oh 1.29 Sommer Flyes are in che Shambles, 
That quicken cuen with blowing. Oh chow weed : 
Who art fo loucly feire,snd finell’R % (weere, 
That che Sen(e skes at thee, 
Would chou had’ft never bin borne, 
Def Alas.whac ignoranthia heue I comeicred } 
Orbe. Was this faire Paper ? This moft goodly Book: 
Made w write Whore vpon? Wher commited, 


LOR, 


chere : 
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? ener, To be call’d Whore ? Would itnor make one weepe? 
mcs phbod Aral echt Amara Def. Ic is ny wretched Fortune. 
Thet would se Cyaders Modeftie, ; Tage, Betbrew hienfor:: 
Did I buc fpeshe thy deedes. Wher comeiced ? Hew comes this Tricke vpon him? 
Heaven fioppes the Nofe 2 ix,2nd the Moone winks : Def. Ney, Heenen doch know. 
The beady winde that h:ftes all ix mectes, ead. Iwill be hang’d,if (ome eternal] Villaine, 
Is heth'd within che hollow Myne of Earth Some bufe end i Rogue, 4 
Aod will net hears. What commited ¢ Some cogging conening getfomeOffice, =: 
Def. By Hessen you do me wrong, Howe not deais d this Slander : ] will be hang'd elie. | 
Orbe. Are nec you e Serempet ? Sago. Fie theres ne fach man : ic is inpofible, 
Def. No, es T ams Chrifien, Def. lf sny fach chere be, Hesuen pardon him. 
If co preferuc this veffell for my Lord, End. Alstes him: 
Feo any ocher foule valswfull couch And bell gnaw his benes. 
Be not to be a Scrempct,I am none. Why thould he call bes Whore / 
Ovbe. ner a Whore ? ‘Who keepes her companic ? 
Def. No,v6 1 fholl be feu'd, What Place ? What Time ¢ 
Orbe. 0° poffible ? What Forme ?What hiklyhood ? 
Def. Oh Heaven forgive vs. The Moore's ebus'd by fome moft villanous Knaue, 
Oche. 1 cry you mercy then . Some bafe notorious Knsce, (ome fcurey Fellow 
I cooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, Oh Heavens, chat fuch companions thou'd'R vafold, 
That marred with OrbeZe. You Mifzis, Aad put in every boneft hand s whip 
Sater Emilia. Toleth the Ra(calls naked through the world, 
hac have the office fue to Saint Prier, Euen from the Eaft tcoch"WefR. 
Aod keepes the gore of hell. You,you :Tyoa, Lage. Speake wishin deore. 


We have done our courfe:chere’s moncy for your psines: c£ail. Obfie vpon chem: fome fuch Squire be 
pray you verac the key,and keepe our counfaile, Exst. | That curn'd your wit,che feamy-fide without, 
Sail. Alse,whee do’s this Gentleman conceive ? And made you to fufpe& me with the Moore. 


Hew do you Madam > bow do you my good Lady? lage. You ate s Foole : g6 too. 
Def. Faith, haife s Hleepe. Dy, Alas Jago, . . 
Emi, Good Madam, Whaz thal} I do co win my Lord againe ? 
What's che macter with my Lord? Good Friend, go ro him : for by chis light of Heaues, 
Def. With who? I know not how Iloft bim, Heere I knecle: 
cémd, Why.with my Lord Madam ? if ere my will did trefpaffe ‘palnft his Lowe, 
Def. Who is thy Lord? Eicher in difcourfe o thoeglacor aéteal deed, 
cEai. He thatis yours,fweet Lady Orchat mine Eyes mine Eares,or any Sence 
Def. I baue none : do aot talke co onc, Lanilia, Delighted chem: ot any other Forme. 
T cannot wecpe nor anfweres hsue I none, Or chat I do not yet, and ever did, 
Bin what fhould go by water. Prytheero aight, Aadever will,( though he do thake me off 
Lay on my bed my wedding fheetes,ceamember, Tobeggerly disorcement)Loue him deerely, 
Aad call ny husband hither, Comfort forfweere me. Vakindoefie may do mech, 
eGil. Heere’s a change indeed, Ext. | Aodhis unkindneffe may defeat my life, 
» "Tis mecte I fhould be vs'd fo : very meete. Buc never tayot my Love. I cennot fay Where, 
How heve I bin behau'd,that he mighs fticke Ic do's abhorre me now | Speake the word, 
The fenall’A opinion on my leaft milvie? To do the AQ, that mghs the addition esrne, 


Nac the worlds Mafle of vanitie could make we. 


Suser Lage pnd Emilia, Sage. I pray you be contens : ‘tis bux his humoag: 
Wheat is your pleafuce Madam? The bufineffe of che State do's him offence. 
How ist with you? Def. If wwere no order. 
Def. 1 cancor cell : thofe that do tesch yong Babes Lege. It ssbuc Co, ) warrant, 
De kt with gencle meanes,snd eafie caskes Hearke how chefe loftruments femmen te fapper: 
He py =r me (0 : for in good faxh The Meflengers of Venice ftsies the meare, 
Tem aChildto chiding, Go m,and weepe not : all things (hall be well. 
Tage, What is the matter Lady ? Exenst Defdemeus and Emule. 
Aaid. Alas(leze)eny Lord hath fo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne (uch difpight,and heavy cermes vpon her Eater Rederige. 
Thoe tree hearts cannot beare ic. How now ge? 
Def. AmI{ that ri Red. 1 donot 
hago. What name,( faite Lady ?) That thou deal'ft isflly with me. 
Def. Sach as the faid my Lord did fey T was. lage. Whas ia the contrarie ? ; 
c£mil, He call’d her whore :a inhisdeinkes |  Raders. Every day thou dafis we with fome devile 
Could not hewe Isid fuch termes vpon bis Caller. Jago, 20d cachet, 62 it feemesto me ow, keep R from 
Fage. Why did be (0? me all conueniencie, reel rg dmsebip oases a 
Def. J donot know : 1 am fure 1 sm none foch wantage ofhope : | will i no longer endure ix. Nor 
dege Donat w not weepe : alas che dey: am yex perfwaded to pat vp in peace, what already I 


cmil, Hath the forfooke fo many Noble Marches? | have foolithly (uffred. 
Her Fether? And ber Country ¢ And ber Friends? Jago. Will you heare ane Redorege ? 





4 


_ « 





Kederi. i neue heard tee mach : sad your words ond 
Perfermanc es are nokin cogether. 

Lage. You charge me moh vninkily. 

Red. With nevgix bet trech: | heve wafted m 
felfc au of my meanes, The lewvels you hatic had from 
ne co deliner , would halfe haue correpted a 
VorartR. You havc cold ae fhe beth recew'd them, 
aod secern'd me cxpectasions and comforts of fedsine 
cefpedt,and ac que:tance,bat | fade nove. 

lage. Well,go too: very well. 

fed. Very well.20 too: [cenace go tee, (man) nor 
tis nos very well. Nay I chink ic is {cucuy : 2nd begm ec 
finde my felfe fops 10 it. 

_ hago. Verywell. 

Roeder. 1 ceil you, ‘tis aot very well :I will make ay 
felfe knowne co Defdemena, If the will cevarneae my 
Jewels, will gine oucr wy Suit, and ¢ my volew- 
full folicitstion. Ifner, affere your {cife, I will fecke 


wage sacigerepeal de 
lage. You {aid now, r 

— 1 »80d faid nothing bes whas I proteft heead- 
eens 

logo. Why, now I fee there's mettle in thee: sad 
even from cts ioflsnt do build on thee a better o- 
oe then ever before; give me thy hand Redersge 

how haft caken again mes matt ivf excepti- 
eee oon nee dealt moi direddly in chy 


ne. 
' Red. Itbech voc sppeer'd. 
age. 1 grace indeed ic bath not appee;’d : and 
fafpition is not without wit ond mdgement. 
ee Rederige, ff thou haft chat in thee indeed, which 
I howe greater resfon co belecue now shen ever ( I 
wean papel, Courage, and Valour ) this night 
thew it. {f chou rhe next night following enioy not 
Defdemoaa, wskeme from this world with Treache- 
tte, ond deeife Engines for my life. 
Red, Well: whee is ic? 1s 1« within, resfon and com- 


Come, Rand noc eqsez'd 2c it, spe asda 
me: 3 will Gewyou fuchs cecethtie in his deen, thet 
pu fhell chinke your (cife bound to pez ikon hie. Ic 
ssaow bigh fappes time: and the night growes co waft. 
Abouc it. 
Red. Iwill bere fercher seston fos this. 
lop. And you thalbe (aris6'é. 


Bune. 






the eM oore of Venice. 
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Led} do befeech you Sis,trouble yous felfe ne fecthes 
Orb, Ob pardon mes iwill dome good to walke, 
Ledest. Usdam, good aight : I humbly chenke yoar 


Def. Your Hoacur is moh welcome. 

Orb. Will you wolke Sit ?Oh Defdewena. 

Def, My Lord. 

Orhelle. Get youto bed ontheflan, | will be re- 
ten'd forthwuh : difmuffe your Actendant there : looks 
be donc. Exe. 

Def. L will my Lord. 

vim. How goes it now? He lookes gensler then be did. 

Daf. He fhies he will recurne inconemenc, 

And bal commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid meto difiniffe 

vai. Dilmifie me? 

Def. ic washishidding: therefore geod 
Give me my a Patel cone sdieu. 
We maf nat now difpleale him. 

eEmi. 1, woald you had never pth him, 

Def. Sa woold net J: my loue doch prove 
That i his depeche checks, hjs . 

Prychee vn-pin me e sad favour. 
Emi thave tald thofe Sheetes you bed me on the be 
Def. All's one :good Father, how foohth are our minds. 
If | do die before, prythes fhrow’d me 
In one of thefe feme Shcewe. 

cf.mt. Come,come : you talke, 

Def. My Mother had » Maid cali’d Berberie, 

She was in loue : and he the lou'd prow'd mad, ‘ 

And did forfeke her. She had a Song of Willovgh, 

An old ching 'cwas ; but icenprefe’d her Fortane, 

And fhe dy'd finging ix. Thar Soug tonight, 

Will not go from my mind : Theue aech ro de, 

Buc co go hang my head ell scone Side 

And fing it like poore Brabariec ddperch, 
cEmi. Shalll go feceb your ? 

Def. No, vn opin me here, 

This Ledoxica is a propes maa. 

wEmd. Averyhandiemem .. 

Def. He fpeakes weil. 

vEmil, }koow s Ledy in Venicewould base walk'd 
baretoot ro Palefime for srouch of bis mecher lip. 

Def, The poore Seute fas foging jy 0 Sicarnenr tree. 
a Bards Willough : 

Hev band on bev bofowse her bead an ber lgee, 

Seng 17 illoug bo Willoug bo Jr's leugh. 

The pig: ae her sard exeramer’d bev weanes 
SengQ sheng, Fe. 

Fer fate toares fell freen ber snd foftued the fienes, 

Sing Webegh she. (Lay by these) 

wrlengh gh (Prythee bigh thee : hele come anon) 


Seng alla wr 































ef md. ke'sthe wiod. 
Def. 1 cal davy Lowe fal{e Lous \ but whas faidhe then? 





Se 








neythes nor there 
Def. I base beerd is (eid fo. O chefe Men,chefe men! 
re ee 
Thes there be women do abufe husbeods 


ee Teenter fach, no queftion. 
ome no 
Def. Would'fi chou do fach « deed for all che world? 
,would ast yos 
” Nar} oeither, by cnt Fesuesly light: 
I might dook es weil i'th derke. 
Def. Wovld’@ choo do fech s deed for al che world ? 
wml. The world’s s hege thiog : 
Ie is a great price, for s mall vice. 
~ Introth, | thinke chow woeld’f noe. 

mil. Incroth I thinke I fhould, end vadoo’t when 
Thed done. Marry, I would not doe fach a thing for s 
ioyne Ring, aor for meafures of Lawne,por for Gownes, 
Petticoecs, nor Caps, nor extubrion. Bat for 
all che whole world: why, who would not mske her has- 
bends Cuckold, to make bie e Monascb/] fhould ven- 
tare Purgscory for’c. 

Def. Bethcew me, if I would do fuch 3 wreag 
For the whole world, 

vEni. Why, the wrong is bet a wrong ith'world ; 
and having the world for your labour, ‘cis a wrong ta 
your owne world, end you might qeickly meke it ngbe. 

Def. 1 do oot thinke chere is any (uch woman, 

call, Yes dozen : and as many toth’vancage, 25 
would flore the world they pisid for. 
But I dochinke it is heir Husbands faules 
If Wives do fall: (Say, chac ey iets their duties, 
And powre eer T into forraigne laps; 
Or elfe breake out in peeusth leslouties, 
Throwing reftrsint vpon ve: Or fay they finke vs, 
Or {cant ows formes having in defpsghr) 
Why we haue galles: and though we have forme Grace, 
Yer Ieee welome Revenge. Let Husbands know, 
Theis wives have fenfelike chem : They fee, and fmell, 
And have then: Palees boxh for fweet,and fowse, 
As Husbsads have. Whas isis char they do, 
When they change vs for others ? Is it Sport? 
Ichinke it is: and doth Affeétion breed at? 
Iehinke icdoth. Js Fraikcy chee thus erres? 
Itis foroo. And have not we Affedtions? 
Defires for Sport? and Frailty,asmen have? 
Then ‘et chem vie vs well: elfe let them know, 
The illes we do, their illes inftrud vs fo. 

Def. Good night, good mght: 
Heauen me fuch vfes to, 
Nor to picke bad, from bad but by bad,mend. Excun 





ScenaPrima. 


Adus Quintus. 





Ester lage pod R °, 
Lege. Heere.Aand bebinde thus Baske, 
Straight will he come : 
Weere thy good Rapier bare, and put ic home : 
Quicke, qeicke, feare nothing; le be at chy Elbov, 
Ty makes vs, or st earseave, hake on chet, 
And fixe moft firme thy Refolition, 


fage.\ beve reb'd this yong slmo® to the fen: 
ag angry. Nee tebe bedi Cops 


wien large 
Of Gold ,snd lewels, that I bob'd from bm, 
As Guiles to Defdenesna. 
Ic anaft not be : if Cafe de remteine, 
He hech a dayly beauty in his life, 
Thet makes ane vgly : snd befides, the Moore 
May vafold ree co hien : cbere fiend } in much perill : 
No, beef dye. But {0,1 hesrd him comaung. 
Ester Cafe. 
. Ukoow his gate, ‘tis he: Villeine thou dye. 
Caf. That ctheuft had beene mine enemy a 
But chee my Coare is beteer then thou know: 
] will make proofe of thine. 
Red, Oh,i am Maine. 
Cafe. 1 em coeyen'd for ever ; 
Helpe hes : Merther, morther. 
baa ied Orbele. 
Orb. voyce of Cafe, Jogek his word. 
Red. O Villawne thas ee ea 
Ork, itis ewen fo. 
Caf. Obhelpe hoa : Light. a 
Orb. Tishe: O breue Jags, honeft,and iufl, 
That heft Goch Noble fenle of thy Friends wron 
Thou teacheft me. Minion, your deere lyes dead, 
Aad your vnblefi Fate highes : Strumpet I come : 
For of my hearr, thofe Charmes thine Eyes, are bloered . 
Thy Bed luft-ftasn'd, thali with Lufts blood bee fpotred. 
Exa Orbehe. 
Emer Ledouwe and Gratiave, 
Caf. What hoa? 50 Wateh? No pallage ? 
Murther ,Murther. 
Gra. 'Tisfome mifchence,the voyceis very direfoll. 
Caf Oh helpe. 
Lede Hearke. 
re Oh wretched Villeine. 
Two ot three groane. “Tis heavy nighe ; 
Thefe may be counterfess : Let's chink t raise 
Tocome into che cry, without more belpe. 
Red. Nobody come : shen fhall | bleed to death, 


Eater lage. 
Lod, Hearke. 
Gra Here's one comes im bus thist, wich Light, end 
Werponp. 
hago, Whe's there? 
Who's noy (e is this thet cries on anusther ? 
Pa a e de ect knew. 
ry net you heere 9 cry? 
cy Heere,heere : for rea fake beipe me. 
dage, What's the moter? 
Gra. This 1 Otbefle’s Ancient,ac I coke it. 
Lede. The fame inderde, « very valent Fellow. 
Jago, Wher are you hecre, that cry fo greeuoufly? 
Cof. lage? Oh I om (poy! d, vadone by Villsines : 
Giwe me forme helpe, 
lego. O mee, Licutensht! 
What Villaines have done chis? 
Caf. I thiake ches ane 2f chem is heereabout, ‘ 
na 


the Moore of Verice. 


wee rn chere =v fone belpa, 
are you 2 


ge is cuzin two, 
Sage. ence 8 
Ligts Genslermen, Ile binde x wih ory thire. 
Ester Biawea. 
Bias, What is che master hoa? Whe is’t thet cry'd 
lage. Who ie" uber cry’d? 


bis toon Cage on Ca amas 


lage. © notable Scrompet. Caffe, falpedt 
Wibod eshte ts gid Yo! 


ra I eae forry to finde you thos; 


I heue beene co fecke . 
loge. Lend ae 5 - Sor Oh for s Chaire 


kage. Buta he Siz: Did you know bia? 
Koow him? J. 


ce. Si Grats) I ety your gence pardon : 
Teed accidents mull excufe ory Manners, 
fo segledted yos. 
Gra. Tes glad co fee you. 
lage. How do you Caffe? Oh. Cheire a Cheire. 
Cra. Rederige? 
. He, he, tis he : 
Oh ehac’s well faid, che Chaire. 
Some good men besre bim carefully from hence, 
Ile fetch che General's Sergeon. For you Mifins, 

Seuc you your labour, He chat hes flaice heere (Caffe) 
Was my il friend. What malice was between you ¢ 
Caf. None ta the world : nor do | knaw the man > 

lage, What? looke yess pele? Oh beare bim oth’ Ayre, 
Stay you good Genilersen. Looke you pale, Miftris? 


eeigeeres will fpeake 


and 
lage. Caffe bach beere bin fer on t0 the darke 
By Lederige, and Fellowes thet ere {cap’ds 


He's alec flaine, and Rederige g 

ofall. Als Ppa sg! atte hoa 
This is che fruits of whoring. Prythe eEsuiie, 

cughet, 


lagu O didhe fo? | charge you go with me, 
- Oh fic vpon chee Ser 
Base. 1 om no Seremper, bes of life eobonat 
As you thee thus ebufe me. 
wEad. As 1? Fie vpon thee. 
lage. Kinde Geatiemeo : 
Let's go fer poore Caffe dreft. 
Corse Mifins, you muft cel's another Tale. 
eBaiiia, run you ro che Ci 
Aad tefl my Lord and Ledy,whsc hech hepp'd 5 
Will you go on afore ? This 1s che abghs 
That enber mokes mae, or foredoes me quight. Saane 


Scena Secunda. 


Eaver Oshe le, aud Defdemena in ber bed. 


Och Ikis the Caafe, at ts the Canfe (my Soule) 
Let me not nate it ro you, you chefte Sresren, 
Itisthe Conte. Yer fle nor thed her blood, 
Nor fcatce chat whiter skin of hers, thea Saow, 
And {meoth 3s Monumental) Alabisfter: 
Yet the maf dye, elfe thee? betrsy ore mens 
Por ow the Lighs, and then put ovt the Lighs 
If Uquench thee, thou flaming Minifier, 
} can ageine chy former light reftore, 
Should [ repent me. But once pes our thy Light, 
Thou cunni bibiioihiladebiipirign, Vormgte 
I know sor is thet Pramerbacs 
That canchy Lighe re-Lome. 
When | have pluck’d thy Role, 
I cannot give it vicall growth agaize, 
lc needs muft wither. Ile (met) chee on the Tres. 
Oh Batmy breech, chat doft almoft perfwede 
leftice co breake her Sword. One more, ouc meres 
Be ches when tbou ert dead, and I will kill chee, 
And love chee efter. One more, sad ther's theteft, 
So (weet, was ae're fo facail, I moft weepe, 
But chey are creel] Teares : This ferrow’s heauenly, 
Ic Airokes, where « doth love. She wakes, 

Def. Who's there f OsheGo? 

Ordeal. | 


Whar meane by chet 

Orb. Web, do ccood be brecfe, 1 will wade by 
1 would not kill thy 
ay T 

of f 


Dof. Thea Heaven have mercy 00 mes. 











. Mfyou fay,! ou will not kill me. 
2 Henin ny 


Def. And yer I feere you : for you're facall chen 
eyes rowle fo. 
Why I thould feare, I know noe, 
Since guiltineffe | know not : Bat yet I feele | feare. 
Osh, Thinke on thy fnnes, 
a § They are Loves | beare to you. 
- J and for that thou dy’A. 
Def. That death's vanacurall, chet kits for lowing. 
Ales,why gnaw you fo your nether-lip? 
Some bloody peffion (hakes your very Frame : 
Thefe are portents: but yer I Kope,) hope, 
They do nec point on me. 
Orb. Peace.and be fill, 
; Lill fo : What's che martes ? 
. Thac Handkerchiefe 
Which Ifo low'd,and gaue thee, thou gau'it to Caffe. 
Def. Neby my Lite, and Soule : fend for the man, 
And aske him. 
Orb. Sweet Soule, cake heed take heed of Periary, 
Thow art on thy desth-bed. 
Def. 1. bur nor yer co dye. 
Orb. Prefenly. 
Therefore confefic thee freely of chy finne : 
For co deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot rensoue nor choske the ftrong Conception 
That Ido grone withall. Thou art ro dye. 
mag O Heavenhave mercy on me. 
. I fay, Amen, 
Def. And have you mercy too. I never did 
Offend yon in my life : newer low'd Caffe, 
Bat with (uch general) warrentie of Heaven, 
Asi might love. 1 never gaue him Token. 
Orb. By Heaven J faw my Handkerchiefe in’s hand. 
O periut’d woman, thou do’ft lone my heare, 
And makes me call, whee I intend todo, 
A Morther, which I choughe s Sacrifice. 
1 few che Handkerchiefe. 
Def. He fowad it cthen : 
I newer gawe it him : Send, for him hither: 
Lex him confeffe a cruch 
Orb, He hath confeft. 
eal Wha,my Lord? 
° Thee he bath ws'd thee. 
Bef. How? vnlawfully? 
Orb, I. 
Def, He will nor fay fo, 
Oth. No; his mouth is flopp’d: 
Honeft Lage hath ‘rane order for'e. 
Def. Oh, my feare interprecs. Whacis he deed ? 
Orb. Hadall his haires bin lases,my grea Reuenge 
Had fomacke forthem all. 
at Alas, he be berray’d, and J endone. 
Orb.Out Strompet : weep’ft thou for him to my face? 
Def, O banith me, my Lord, bet kill ae nor, 
Gb. Downe Strumpet. 
a Kill me ro morrow, let mre liue tonighs, 
Oth. Nay, sf you firiue. 
Def, Bur halfe an houre. 
or Being done, chere is no pawfe 
~ But while I (zy one prayer. 
Orb. leis t00 as a 
emia a the deere. 
cml. My Lord, my Lord? Whas boa ? 





- The Tragede of Orkell 
Orb. Amen, with all my beare, 7 Lis "Whar ootfe is thie? Not 





yet quice dead? 
I chet am crueil, em yer mescifull, 
I would aot have chee linger in thy psine? 


vtmilwabin. What hos? my Lord my 
Och, Who's there? id roa 
e£mil, Oh good my Lord, I would fpeske a 








with you, 
Orb. Yes: Tis eEanilia: by and by. Shee’ 
"Tis like the comes to Vara 






The noif® was high. Hah, no more mooving ? 
Sull as che Grave. Shall the comme in? Wer good ? 
Ichinke the fticres againe, No,whar’s bef to de? 
Ifthe come m, thee fare fpeakete ony wife, 
My wnfe, my wife: whet wife? Ihave so wife. 
Ob in le! Oh heauy hoere! 
peyton ences be 
Swane, and Moone ; and thar ch'sffr Globe 
Did yawne at Alceration. Ba ess 
Pp Bed aad i 
t Imay fpeake with you. Oh Loed. 
Orb, ih eaake chee ee 
Soft, by and by, ler me che Curtaines draw, 
Where art thow? What's che mateer with thee now ? 
Enter o£ milia. 
i Ob my good Lord, yonders feule Murtherss 


Orb. What? new > 
Amd, Batnow, my Lord, 
Orb. I¢ ts the very error of the Moone, 
She comes more neerer Earth then the was wonr, 
And makes men mad, 
Aa. Caffe, my Lord, bath kill’d 
A young Venetian, call’d Rederyga, 
Oth Redorige kill'd? and Caffiekill a? 
e#Aad No. Caffe isnoc kill'd, 
Orb, Not Cafe kill’d? Then Murther's out of tune, 
And (weet Revenge growes harth. 
Def. O falfely, failely murder'd. 
Emil, Alas! what cry iscthac? 
Orb. Thar? Whac? 
w£mil. Ovt,and alas, chac wasmmy Ladies voice, 
Helpe,helpe hos, helpe. Oh Ladie {peake agaune, 
Sweet Defdemena, oh fweet Mifttis, ipeahe. 
Def. A guiltleffe death, I dye. 
e£ml. Ob who bath done this deed ? 
Def No body : 1 my feife, farewell: 
Commend me to my kinde Lofd: oh farewell. 
Orb, Why, how fheuld the be murdred ? 
e£anl. Alas: who knowes ? 
Orb You heare her (ay her felfe, it was not I. 
eau. She faid fo: 1 mafi needs report che eruth. 
Orb. She's like a Liar gone to busning hell, 
*Twas I chac kill'd her. 
Baul. Oh the more Angell the, and you the black. 
er Dive. 
Orb, She turn'd to folly: and the was a whore. 
Lai. Thou dof bely her,and then at a diaell. 
Orb. She was falfe as water. 
Em, Thou arc raft es fire, co fay 
Thats the was fale. Oh the was tree, 
Orb. CafSe did cop her: Askeh etfe. 
O, I were dama‘d benearh all depth ia hell: 


But choc I did scored spss eee 
Te chisextremicy, Thy knew ix all. 
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eimd. My Husband? V villeay, vi 


Orb, Thy Husbend. 

c£Emil, That the was falfe t0 Wediocke ? 

Ore. I, with Caffse : hed fhe bin trve, 
If Heauce would meke me fuch snother world, 
Of one entyre and perfe&t Chryfolite, 
I'ld act baue fold hes for it 

e2mil. My Husbend? 

Orb. 1, ‘twas be chat told meen her fieft, 
An honeft man he is, and haces che flime 
That flickes on fikhy deeds. 

eZmd. My Husbend> 

Oth. Wher oceds this itterance, Woman? 
I fay, chy Husband. 

véoun!. Oh Miftris, 
Villaay heh made mockes with lone: 
My Husband fay the wes faife? 

Orb. He, Woman; 
Ifay thy Husband » Do'R vnderitead the word? 
My Friend, chy Husband ; hooeft honeft Sage. 

eEmil. Ifhe fey fo, may his perniciows Soule 
Rot halfe  graine a dey : he lyes co'th heart, 
She was coo fond of her moft filthy Bergaine. 

- Hash? 

etd. Do thy wort: 
This deege of thine is no more worthy Hessen, 
Then thou was’t worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were beft. 

e4£ud.Thos haft not hsife chat powre to do me harm, 
Aslheuctobebart. Oh Gull,ob dolr, 
As ignorant as dort: thou hat done a deed 
(I care not for thy Sword) lle make thee known, 

phelpes 

3 


Though I lofi twenty lives. Helpe,heipe, 
The Moore hath kall'd ray Maftris, Murther marches 


Eater Xl outanp Grateane, aed lage. 


Mea. What is che macter? How now Genera! ? 
eZ£mil, Oh,are you come, lage : you have done well, 
That men muff lay their Marcthers on your necke. 
Gra. Wharis the mscrer? 
efnmil, Difproue this Villaine,if chou beet a man : 
He fayes, thou told’ft him chat his wise was falfe: 
I know chou did’fl not : thou'tt not fach s Villain. 
Speake, for | heart is full. 
lego. \told bin wha I choughe, 
And told no more 
Then wha he found himfeife wes spt,end true, 
vEmi, But did you euer tell him, 
She was falfe? 
Jags. T did. 
e£mil, Youcalda Lye on odious damned Lye: 
Vpoo my Sonle, e Lye; a wicked Lye. 
Shee falfe with Caffe? 
Did you (ay with Caffie? 
lago. With Caffe, Miftris” 
Go too, charme your congue. 
Emil, I will not cherme my Tongue ; 
Iam bound to fpeake, 
My Mifiris heere lyes murthered in ber bed. 
48, Oh Heauens,forefend. 
Emmi. And your reports haue fet the Murder on. 
Orbelo. Nay Gace nox Matters, 
Ic ww crue indeede. 
Gre. "Tiss frange Truth. 
Ment, Omonfirous A&e. 


El. aa ar . g 
Ithinke vpon’s, I thinke : I fmet't:O : 
I thought fotbens Ihe kill my felfe for 
Ovi ' villany ! 
lage. What, are you mad? 


I charge you get you home, 
End. ler ane bows leave 
‘Tis proper =i eee, rt a 


Perchence Sago, | will ne're go home. 
Orbe Oh,ob,ob. 
Ennil, hat jen dpe vets qr 
For thou haft kill'd che fweecett ianocent, 
That ere did lift vp eye. 
Orb. Oh the was fowle ! 
I fcarfe did know you Vokle, there lies your Neece, 
Wools breath (indeed) thefe honds have newly fope'd: 
I know chis adte fhewes horrible and gryn. 
Gra. Poore Defdemou: 
des rosie. leaded 
Thy March was mortail to him: and pore greefe 
Shore his old thred in twaine, Did belar are, 
This fight would meke him do 0 defpersce une s 
Yes, curt his better Angell from his fide, 
And fail co Reprobance. 
Orb. Ld spp hared Ata knowes 
That fhe wit Caffe, ech the Ads of faeces 
Athoufand times comminted. Cafe confefi a, 
ne area gratifie oa werkes 
ith thet Recognizance end pledge ef Love 
Mi deslieh bid ‘ede ipday ted roheed accel 
It was e Handherchiefe,se Antique Tokes 
My Pather gaue ry Mocher. 
Esod, Oh Heanen ! ob hesuemly Powres 
lage. Come, hold peace. 
lanl, Twill out, ‘ewill ove. | ? 
No, | will fpeske as hbersll ashe Not 
Les Heauen,and Men,and Diels, lee chern all, 
All,all, crie theme me, yet lle fpeake. 
lags. Be wil get you home, 
Bail, I will nor. 
Gra. Fye, your Sword vpons Women. 
Emil. Oh chou dull Moore, 
Fhat Handkerchiefe chou fpeah'f of 
T found by Fortune, snd did give my Husbead : 
For often, with s f&olemne es ‘ 
agi lr taeaer er as le Sa 
He begg’d of me, co t 
Jago, Villsnous Whor 
Emil. She give it C 
And I did giwemy 
Jago, Frith, thou lyeft. 
Ensil. By Heaven J do net, I denet Geatiersen:s 
Oh mard‘rous Coxcombe, what fhoald fach e Feele 
Do with fo good 8 wife? 
Orly Are there ne ftones in Heansn, 
Bet wher ferues for the Thundes? 
Precious Villaine. 
Gra. The woman falles: 
Sere he hach kill'd bie Wife, 
by avy Miftris fide, 


Ge 
No, alas I found ie, 


Come wihout, let bim not peffe, 
But kill bin rather. Ile afters chat fame villzine, 
Fos ‘tis a daraned Slese. 





338 The Tragedie of Othello 
Osb. Tamnoc valtent neither : Why he hath chus entnar’d ary Soule end Body. 


But Punie whipfter gets my Sword, ‘ Sag.Demand me nothin know 
Bex my Doel Honor out-live Hanefiy? Fromthis tne forh, Inet will Geake raed 
go all. Led. What? not to pray? 
Eau, What did thy boed ? orments wi 
Hartecnfthoobewe me! Fwilphysteswm, | Se, Wahdoudaiocae 
ye in 3 A ; Led. Siz 
Moore, fhe was chafte : She low'd thee, creeil Yon (ball vnderftsnd whac hath befalne, 
Se come my Soule to biife,2s 1 (peake crue ; (Which,ss I thinke,you know not) beere is Leceer 
So {peaking es I thinke, alas dye. Fomad inthe pocket che faive Rouge . 
I ' seeaetteue a Tahecclocsene The deat Ppa epee kane 
¢ wase t es be ' 
Oh heere it is: Vokle I muft come forth. = fe 
Gra. ifthou attempt it, it will coft thee deere; Orb. O Villaine! 
Thos bait po weapon,snd perforce muft fefter. Cafe. Moh groffe, 


Orb. Looke in vpon me then, ead fpeake with me, 
Or naked a9] are J will affeuls thee. 

Gra. Whatis the matter? 

Otbel. Behold,| haves weapon : 
A betcer newer did it felfe fuftaine 
Vpon s Soldiers Thigh, I have feene the dey, 

with this litle Arme, and chis good Sword, 

Ihave made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your Rop. Bet (oh vaing boaft) 
Who can controll his Face ? Tis noc fo now. 
Be not affraid, though you do fee me wespon'd : 


Do you go bscke difmaid? ‘Tis s lof feare: 

Man buc a Ruth again®t Ocbelle’s bref, 

And he retires. thoald Orhefle go? 

Now : how doft thoa looke now? Oh ill-Srem’d wench, 
Pale ss thy Smocke : when we (hall meete s¢ compe, 
Thislooke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heeuen, 
And Fiends will {natch ac ic. Cold,cold,my Girle? 
Buen like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfed Slave ! 
Whip me ye Divels, 

From the poSeffion of this Heavenly fighe : 

Blow me sbout in windes, roaft me in 


Eater Ledenico, C «ffi, Adertane, and lage, 
‘ with 


Led, Where's this rath sod moft voforrunate men ?, 

Orb, That's he chat was Orbelle : heere I am. 

Led. Where isthat Viper? 
Bring che Villaine forth. 

Orb.llook down cowards his feet ; bec thae’saFable, 
If thst chou bee'ft « Divell,) cannot kill thee, 

Wrench his Sword from him. 

lage. Ubleed Sic,.but not kill'd. 

Orbel,. 1 am not Corry neither, 1I'd hawe thee liuc s 
For in ony feofe, ‘tis happineffe to die. 

Led. Oh thou Orhelle chat was once {0 good, 
Falne in the praGife of a curfed Slane, 
What thall be faideco chee. 

Oth. Why any thing : 
An honourzable Murderer, if you wills 
For noughe | did in hate, bat all in Honowr, 

Led This wretch hath pact confeft has Villany , 
Die Yo nee be conkers airs eral 

Ore. 1. 


Caf. Deere Generall,I never gee you ceufe- 
Orb. Loe beleeue it, and | aske yout pardon ? 
Will you,] ptay. demand thee demy-Divell, 






earbenifh,and mol 

Led. Now,hcere’s anocbes difcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too : snd thisit feemes 
Redorige meant t'haue fene this dammed vilaine: 
Bur chat (belike)/age in se interim 
bar eee 'é him. 

Orb, perniious Caitifc; 
iow carne you (Cafic) by thes Handherchiefe 


was roy wines ? 


, that he made him 
arch : whereon it came 
That I was caft : and enen bet now he fpake 
(Aferlong fecming dead) lage bart hisn, 
‘age fet him ea, 
Led. You matt forfake this roome,snd go with ve: 
Your P your Command is teken off, 
And Caffe ralesinCypres, For this Slsue, 
If chere be ang cunning ie, 
That can tormen him mach,end hold him Jong, 
Ie fhali be his. You fhall clofe Prifoner reft, 
Till chac the Nature of your fouls be knowne 
Torche Venetian State. Come,bring away. 
Oth, Soft you 3s word or cwo before you goe : 
Thaue done the Scare fome feruice, and they know't: 
No more of thet. 3 pray you in your Letrers, 
hit daa volackie deeds relece, 
ane,ss Tam. Nothing extenuate, 
haya aa 
esiabisrt hath tec 
hala! rb nit ear taint 
one, not eafily lealious, but being wrough:, 
lexed in the extreame : Of one, whole hand 
Like the bafe lodean) chrew a Pearle 
icher chen all his Tri : Of one, whofe fobda'd Eyes, 
Albeit vn-vfed to the melting moode, 
Drops tesres as faft as the Arabian Teees 
Theic Medicinsble gemme, Set youdowne this: 
And fay befides, chat in Alepps once, 
Where a maligosnt, and a Turbond-Terke 
Beace 9 V. and traduc’d the Stece, 
1 woke by ch'throst the circumcifed Doyge, 
And fmoate him, thus, ‘ 
Led, Onb 
Gre. Ali that is fpoke,is mert’d. 
Orh. I kift thee, ere] kill'd thea; No way buc this, 
Dyes 


Killing my {elfe, co dye vpons kiffe. v2 
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Caf. This dod | feare, but though: he hed ao weapon: } Lerit be bid. Graniene,keepe the houfe, 


Bor he wes great of heart. Aad feize vpon she Fortuaes of the Moore, 

Led. Ob Spano Dogge: For they ucceede on you. To you,Lord Governor, 
Mere fell rhen Aaguith, Hoager, or the Ses. Reemsines ch eCenfure of chis bellith villane : 
Leoke on the Tragicke Loading of unts bed : Tbe Time, the Place the Torture,oh inforce it 
Thisis chy worke : My felfe will ftraight sbeord,and to the Seate, 

The Odied poyfons Sighs, Thisheauie AG, wish beanie heart relace, Brent. 





FINS. 





The Names of the Actors. Senators 


@ e. Montano Gonernear of C ; 

(: a 2) ee 
Thalla, the Moore. Lodouico sed Gratiano, two Noble Venetians, 
Brabsntio, Father te Defdewene, Caathd 
Cafho, as Howour able Litatenant. 7 

lago, « ¥illaine. Defdemona, wife te Orbella. 


ape «guild Gentioman, Emails, wife to sage. 
Date 


Vemsce. Bianca, 4 Cartezan., 














Anthonie, and Cleopatra. 






eA Gus Primus. Scens Prima. 









Hacer Demetrius and Philo, Feeds Beaft 2s Msn ; che Noblenefie of life 
Is¢o do thus : when fech a mateall pes 





















Phils, And (uch a twaine can doo't, ia which I binde 

Ay, ber this dots ge of our Generals One paine of ifhenent,che world to weese 

Ore-Rlowes the meafure : thofe his goodly eyes | We Rand vp cereleffe. 

Thas ore the Files aad Mufters of the Warre, Clee, Excellent falfhood: 

Haue gtow'd like plated Mars : Why did he Falnia, and not love her? 
Now bend, now tarne le feeme the Foole I am noe. Athenry will be himbelibe. 
voto view sy Bat flurr'db vm 
Voce a Taw ‘ont. His Capesines heart, Now forthe lone d her fofe houres, 
Which ta che cuftes of great Fights hach bark Let's not confoend the tame with Coafereace herfhy 
The Beckles on his bref, renes all tempers, There's oot a minece ofour lives (hould Areuch 
And is become the Bellowes and the Fen Without fome pleafure now. What fport to nighs ? 
To coole a Gypfies Luft. Cleo. Heere the Ambaffedors. 






fim. Fye weengling Queene : 
Flewifh. Ewer Aathewy,Clepatra luer Latses, the Whom cuery thing becomes, to chide.to 




























Traine ith Esmmchs faring bar To weepe: who euery paffion fully Acives 
Leoke where they come : Tomake it felfe (in Thee)faive,sad sdminr'd. 
Take but good vote, sad you fhall (ee in him est to thine, and all alone, to nighs 
(The eriple Piller of the world) cransform'd > | Wee'lw through the fireets,and note 
loco a Foole. Behold end fer, The quahies of people. Come Queene, 
Clos. If it be Louc indeed, tell me how mach, Laftnight you did defireit. Speake not co vs. 
ates. There's beggety in the love that can be reckon'd Exexut with roe Trame. 
Cleo, The fet » bourne how ferve co be belou'd. Dew. 18 Cafe with Authouiaw priz'd fo fhighe ? 
Jat. Then moft thoe needes fiade out new Heaven, Philo. Sit fometimes when he is not Metheny, 
few Herth, He comes too fhert of chat great Property 
Ester « Moeffenzer, Which till thoold go with Antbeny. 
Adef. Newes(ny Lord)from Rome. Dem. | are full forry, that hee approves the cormmon 
A at. Grates roe,rhe famme, bt Fela thus fpeakecs of bim ar Rome ; bur I will hope 
Clee, Nay beare them Astheay. better deeds to morrow. Reftyonhsppy. Smear 
Fadaia perchance is engsy : Or who knowes, 
If che tcarfe-bearded hewe nor fene Eater Excherbon, Lamprisa,a Seeubfayer, Rennion, Leciliy 
His powrefull Mandate to you,Do thit,or this; us, Charmian, tra, Median the Emuach, 
Take in that Kingdome,end lofranchife chet : and Alexas, 
Perform’e, or elfe we damne thee. 
Ant, How,my Love? Cher. L. Aloxas, lorcet Alexar woh thing Ahre, 
Chee, Pecchance? Nay,and meft like: alaof moft abfolure Alexa, set's he Soothfa yer 
Yoo maft nec fiay here longer, your difmiffion that you prais‘d fo co'th’Queene? Oh that I kncwe this 
Is come from Cafe, cherefore hesre it Aatheny. Hesband, whicb you fay, muft change his Hornes wich 
Where's Fatuias Proceffe? (Cafors | would (ay) both 2 Gazlends. 
Call inthe M : As I oem Egypts Queene, Alex, Soorbleyer, 
Thou blufheR . and thet blood of thi Seoth. Your will? 
Wii! homager t elfefo chy cheeke thame, Cha. Is this the Man? Ic'tyoe fie that know thiegs : 
Chrill-tonge'd Fudaia (colds. The Meflengers. Seeth. In Nocures infinite booke of Secrecie, a haste I 
Pirie ore es ber mele, andthewideArch | canread, ci, ee 
the raing’d Empire fall : Heere is Alex. im your 
King domes are clay : Our dungia a 






Boob. Bring in che Benket quickly : Wine enough, 
Chega 





CLeepatra's health to drinks, 
Char. Good fir,give me good Fertuns 
Sesth. 1 make not, bat forefee, 
Char. then, ee me one. 
Sesth. You hall be yer farre fairer chen you rre. | 
Cher. He mesces in ficth. 


fra. pd drrkarsl eg when you ere old. 


efiex, Vex not his pretcience, be attentiag, 
Char. Helh. 


be merned to three Kings in aforencone, end Widdow 
shee all : Let me have s Childe at fifty, to whom Herede 
of lewry may do Homage. Finde me to msrrie me with 
chr fo oh een sapertolpr etAeahti 

Sesth. You thall the Ledy whom yoo ferne. 

Char. peered enrol he th 

Sesth. You hsue teene and proued a falres former for. 
tume, then chag whech is co 

ee eed thall haze no nees: 
Prythee how many Boyes aod Wenches maf? | have. 

Sessh, Wevery of your wifhes had e wombe, & fore- 
eell every with, 2 Million. 

Char. Ow Foole,] forgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex. You thinke none but you: theets ase priuie to 
your withes, 

Char. Ney come,cell [ras hers. 

Alex. Wee'l know all our Forrunes. 

Each. Mine,and moft of our Fortunes tonighs, thall 
be druake ro bed. - 

Ices. There’s 8 Pele pr Cheftity if nothing els, 

Cea. Bice a» che ore flowing Nyles Seicce Fe- 


bur s worky day Fortune, 


tras Bor bow, bec how, gine me particulars. 
Sent. Vheve fard. 
tre, Atal noc sn inch of Portune better chen the? 

Cher. Well, if you were bat an inch of forane beteer 
thee | : where would you choofe it. 

dras. Nocin my Hasbaads nofe. 

Cher. Owr worfer choughts Heavens mend. 

Alexa Come,his Forcone,his Fortane. Oh let him 
crt be womsn thar cannot go,fweer /fs,1 befeech thee, 
and let her dye roo, and gwe hims worfe,and lex worle 
fallow wosfe, till the worl of sll follow him laogting to 
bis grave. &fty-fold a Cuckold. Good /fs heare me this 
Prayer, though choo denice mee msttcr of more waight : 
good ifs I befeech thee. 

tra. Amen,deere Goddeffe, heare that prayer of the 
people. For, seit is a heort-bresking tofee a handfome 
man loofe Www'd, foit iss deadly forrow, to beholde s 
foule Knawe vacuckolded : Therefore deere /fs keep de- 
orem 2nd Forrene him sccordingly. 

Cher. Amen. 

Alex Lonow, ifit lay in their hands to make mee a 
Cackold, they would make themfelees Whores, bor 


they'‘ld doo’s. 
Eutw 
| Esch, Huth heese oma dade: 
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Clee, He was difpoe’d co micth, bat on the fodsine 
Pe poy ps ftrooke hie. 
Evchabus ? 


Such. Medem, 


Ene Anbery, wah a Mofenger. 
Cleo. Wewill acc looke vpon him ; 
Go with vs. 
Abefes. Faisiathy Wife, 
Fish come into the Field. 
Aw. Ageini my Brother Lavin? 
Adcfen. | : but loone chat W sire had ead, 
And —— price 
Made friends of chem, loyneing theis force ‘gsint Cafar 
Whofe better iffue inthe warte from Italy 
Vpon the firft cacoencer dreve them. 
Ae. Well, what worft. 
Me]. The Nature of bed newes infedis the Taller. 
Aut. When ic coacernes the Poole or Coward: On. 
Things chet sre pefi,sre done,wish me. "Tis ches, 
Who tele me crue, though in his Tale lye death, 
J heare him a8 he flacter‘d. 
Mef. Lebiewa (chis is fliffe-newes) 
ai with his Parthian Force 
tended Afia : from Euphrates his conquesing 
Banner (hooke, from Syna to Lydia, 
Ané co Jona whil'lt ~——- 
At, Auber thou would’— fay. 
Adef. Ob my Lord. ? 
At. Speake to me home, 
Mince nox the general tongue, neme 
Cleopatra as the is call'd in Rome : 
Raile thou in Falaia’s phrafe,and taum ay feults 
With (uch full Licenfe, as boch Truth ond Malice 
Have powerto vter. Oh then we bring forth weeds, 
When our quicke windes lye fill, and our illes told ve 
Is 38 our caring : fare chee well awhile. 
Mtef, Ac yout Noble plesfere. Enis MM. 
Enver anceber Meffenger. 
Aint. From Scscsn bow the newes ? Speake there 
3 .Adef. The man from Scicion, 
Is there (uch a0 one? 
2. Adef. He fsyes pon your will. 
tet. Let him appeare : 
Thefe trong Egyptian Fevers ] aot breake, 
Or loole ary felfe in dotage, 


Esser another Maffenger with a Lene. 


Whit are you? 

StMef. Falnia thy wife is deed. 

dim. Where dyed the. 

Adof \a Scicten,her length of ficknefle, 
With whac elfe args sheng 
Imporreth thee to kaow, chis b cares, 

4 nbe. Forbesre me 
There's » great Spit gone. chu s dd I defire it: 
W hax ous contempes dath often hutle from ve, 
5 


342 
e with it owrs agerne. The prefent pleafere, 
By revoletion lo , does become 
« of it feile : thes being goa, 
The hand could plocke her becke,thst fhou'd her em. 
I meft from chis enc Queene breske off, 
Ten thoufand harmes, then che illes 1 knew 


dno. bide ol wer invent 

hab, I neh onh 

Exe, Why then we kill sl] ous Women. Wefe¢how 
geortall 20 vnlundoefe isto them. ifthey fulfer ous de- 

deeth’s the word. 

Ant. \ anit be gone. 
: Bn. bcp ati cy ear sed sae 
t were te caf chem awey eet 4 theegh 
evan beso re cl they be efteemed 

ve 


TSP Clospatre catching bus che leaft noyfe of chis, 
dies lofiently : 1 have feene her dye twenty cimes vppoo 


farre poorer moment : Ido thiak there is mettle mn desth, 


whicn commits foe louing séte vpon her, fhe hath foch 
scel in dymg. : 

ha She anus pef meas thoughr. 

Bue. Alacke Sirno, ber peffions sre made of 
bar che fineft part of pure L ove. We cannot cal her w 
aod hes and ceares : They sre greeter flermes 
end T then Alapanackes can report. This cannoe 
be cunning io her ; uf 12 be, (be makes 8 fhowrs of Raine 
oo well as love. 

Ara. Woold Thad never feene her. 

Exe. Oh fir, you hed then lef: vnfeene a wonderfull 
peece of worke, which not ro heuc beens bieft withall, 
would baue diferedited yous Treuada 

fia, Fetesa is dead. 

Bee. Str. 

Am, Fulnie\s dnd. 

Bue. Fala? 


fis. Dead. 

Eso, Why fic, give the Gods a chankefull Sacrifice : 
when 1 pleafeth ther Dertiesto cabe the mite of 8 man 
from bim,3¢ fhewee co man che T s:lersof the carch: com 
forting therein, chas when olde Robes ste worne out, 
there are members to make new. Ifthere were no more 
Weorneo but Fuine, chen had youindeede a cut. and the 
cafe 10 be lamented: This greefe is crown'd wich Confo- 
lecion, pout old Smocke brings foorth s new Petticoste, 
aud indeed the ceares Laue in a0 Qoson, thas fbould water 
vhis forrow. 

Aa. The bofwefle the hach broached in the Scere, 
Cannoc endure my abfence. 

Eee. And the bubneffe you heve broach'dhecte can- 

oc be without you, efpeciaily chat of Cleopasra’s, which 
wholltw depends on your abode. 

faz Nomore light Anfweres: 

Let our Officers 

Have notice whac we purpofe, I thal breake 

The esule of ous Expedience to the Queene, 

And get her love to part. For aor alone 

The death of Favese, with more ergent couches 

Do Rtrong}s (peake to vs: bur the coo 

Of mony ow contsiaing Friends in Rome, 
Petitionvsathome. Sextus ?. 
Have the dare to Cefar, and comruands 


The Empire of the Sea. Ourthp le, 
Whole Lowe 1s arve ink dto ee, 
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Till tus deferes are pelt, te throw 
P the great, end aii bis 
Vpon bis Sonne, who high in oad Power, 


Higher chen both in Blood and Life ftands vp 
Por che meine Séuider, Whole quality goug on, 
The fides e'th’world mey denger Much is 
Whach Like che Courfers herre, hath yet bus fife, 
And nets ts poyfon, Sey oe plestase, 
Te foch whole places vader ve,sequire 
Oar quicke remour from bence. 

Eaeb. 1 thall deo'. 


(Cree. See where be is, 
Whole with him, whee he does: 
1 did act fend yeu, ohare 
Say lem daencing : ifin Myrth, report 
Thac I em fodsine Gcke. Qoicke,cod rererne, 
(ear. Madeen.me cunkes if yoo did loos bim darrty 
You donot hold che method, to anforce 
The like from his. 
Clee What thoold I do, 1 de net ? 
Cb.1n each thing giwe him wey croffe bow in cocking 
Clee, Thoe tescheft like s foole:the wey ve lote the. 
Char. Tempe him not fo too farre. | oth forbeme, 
fo time we hace chee which we of eu feare, 
Eucer Ankeny, 
Bat heere comes Aathery. 
Cleo. Jom ficke end fulten. 
Aw. 1am forty co gine brearbing ce 
Chee. Helpe roe ist lpiahipren.toaef erigt 
Ic eannox be ches long, the ides of Narure 
WH noc fuft ame ic. 
din, Now avy deerefi Qgeene. 
Cles. Prey you Rand forcher from mee. 
Aut. What's che meceer? 
Cico.[ koow by thec fame eve ther's fome goed arwn. 
Wher the married women you moy goe ? 
W ould the had neuer grven you Icswe 10 come, 
Let her cor fay ‘tis Ichae heepe you herre, 
[have no power vpon you: Hers you ares 
An. The bet kaow. 
Clee, Oh newer wee there Queene 
So mightily beeraved : yet as cise fic 
I (aw the Treafons planted. 
Am. Cleopatra. 
Clee. Why thould I cheake youcan be aiee, & cue, 
b you ia fwesring thake the Throaned Gods) 
Who bsue beene falfe to Feimia? 
Riotous ma doeffe , 
To be entangled with thofe mouch-made vowes, 
Winch break theafelues mn (wearing. 
Aa. Mot weer — 


Cio, Nay pray you {ceke 00 coleat for your 
Bur bid farewell. icdgus Sa ak 


Whe you faed ° 
Then was the Gme for Sords : No goiag then, 
Ererairy was 1a our Lippes, end Eyes, 
Biiffe in our browes bene: none oat parts fo poore, 


Bat wes 3 rece of Heaven. are fo fill, 
Or chow the greareft Souldier of the wocid, 
Ar cam’é the greeteft Lyat. 


fat. How now Lady? 


Cho. T would Uhed thy inches, thou fhould't know 








nthony and (leopatra. 343 
ce ore P me, when they de nor 


Aim. Heore me Queene : 





Makes his spprosches to the Port ofRome, 
Equelity of two Domefticke 


achers Honor ,creepes 
opt chal wont erat 





testis 


Since 
Eye wellvo you. Yoor Honor calles you hence, 
Morpirprep-berapheden, de tage A 
Sword 
hele you. Vv pon 


Come 1 Our fepererion fo abides end fice, 
Thee choo reciding heere, goes yet wich mee; 





Aad } hence , beere rename with thee. 
Awey, A 
Bater Oftavins veading « Letter, Lepiden, 
and ther Traine, 


Caf. T fee Lepides,ead henceforth know, 
dine. cash eccul ex ehecs 
tor. From Alezandcia 











Wich ferrowfull water ?Now I fre, fee, 
in Palaias desch, bow cnine receie’d (hall be. 
tat, Qyerrell a0 more, but bee prepar'd co know 

The 1 beare: which sre,or cesfe, 

all giue tiadvice, By the fire 
quickens line. 1 go from hence 

Souldier, Serv nt, making Peace or Waste, 
thou effects. 


a hcp cal eh 

Ci ou cau do betrer yet ¢ but this is meetly. 
din. Now by Sword. is 
Clee. And Terget. Still he mends, 


,youand I moft pace, buc that’s not le : 
Sir, you end I have lou'd, bus there's not it: 
you know well, fomesbing itis 1 would : 


Leboer, 
To beare fuch Id} fo neere the heart 
hs Clespavrathis, But Sis,forgive me, 





e: witar he cannot change, 


Cef. You ere too indulgenc. Let's graent k is not 
Asuidhsto comble oa the bed of Prete 
To gree e Kiagdome for s Minh, co fic 

keepeche cure of Tipling with « Sleve, 
To reele the Areets 32 noone, and fiend the Buffer 
With knenes that fenels of fwesre : Sey this becoms him 
(As his compofere mofl be rare indeed, _ 
Whom thefe things cennex biemifh) yer malt oduihoy 
No way cxcofe his foyles when we do besre 
So great waight in his lighmefle. Ifbe Gifd 
His vacsacie with his ba tarot 
Fall furfecs, and the drineffe of his bones, 
Cali on him foc’s. Bur ro confound (uch thme, 
Thet druannes him from bis (post,sad {peakes 2s lowd 
Ashis owne Stare,and oors, tisto be chid: 


of. Thybi have beene done, & eucrie houre 

Moft Noble Cafar, chou hewe repore 
How ‘us sbfoad. Pouspey is firong et Ses, 
And ic eppesres,beis below'd of thofe 
That entyh hawe feard Cafar :to the Ports 
The difcontencs repsire, sad mens reports 
Glue him much wrong’d. 

Caf: 1 Should have knowne no leffe, 
Ir bia taught vs from the pricall fete 
Thet be which is was wifhe, varill he weres 
And che ebb’d man, 
Ne‘re lou’d, till ne're werth love, 
Comes fear’d, by being lack’d. This common bodie, 
Like to ¢Vegabond Flagge vpon the Seresme, 
Goes too,and backe, lackmng the varrying tyde 
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To ror itfelfe with motion, 
Mf. Cefer bring chee word, 
Meeacrases 304 Ad enas famous Pyretes 
Makes che Sea ferue them, which they care and wound 
With keeles of cuery kinde. Many hot inrodes 
Chey cnake io Italy, the Borders Maritine 
Lacke bload to thinke on’e, snd fluth youth renolk, 
No Veifeil can peepe forth : but'uis 38 foone 
Laken as feene : for Pompepes name finkes more 
Then could his W arre refed, 
Cafe ae. Aw bony, 
Lesue thy lafcivioes Valfailes. When thou once 
Woes bescen from (Sirdena, where thos flew 
Hea fus,and Paufa Confols, at chy heele 
Did Famine tollow, whom thou foughr’Al sgainft, 
(Though deintily brough« vp) with pstience more 
Then Savages could fufter. Thou did't drinke 
The fale of Horfes, and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beafts would cough ac. Thy pollst the did daine 
The roogheft Berry, on tive rudeft Hedge. 
Yes, ke the Stagge, when Snow the Paftere theets, 
The barkes of Treesthoo brows'd. On the Alpes, 
Icis reported chou did't cate ftrange fieth, 
Which fome did dye to looke on Aad all this 
(It wounds thine Honor that I (peake st now) 
Was borne (0 like » Soldiour, chat thy cheeke 
So much as lank'd pore 
Loy. Tis pitty of him. 
Caf. Let fis thames quickely 
Drive bim to Rome, ‘tis time we cweine 
Did (hew our (elues ith Field, and to thatend 
Affemble me immediate counkell, Pompey 
Thrives in our Idieneffe. 
- Tomorrow Caja, 
I thall be furnifint co totorme you righly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able 
To front this prefenc time, 
Caf.Til which encouncer.it is my bofines too. Farwell, 
Farwell my Lord, what you thal know mean ume 
Of ftirces abroad, | thall befeech you Sir 
To let me be partaker. 
Cafar. Doube not fie,! knew it for my Bond. Exnnt 
Enter (leopatra, Charseven tras Mar dia. 
Che. Charmum, 
Cher. Madam. 
Cleo. Ha,hs,giue meto drinke Afavdragers. 
Char, Why Madam? 
Cleo, That I mighs {icepe out this great gsp of time: 
My sAnsbeny is away. 
Cher. You thinke of him too mech. 
(lee, O'cis Tresfon. 
Char. Madam, | traft net fo. 
Clee, Thou, Eunuch Mardiaw 
Mar. What's your Highneffe pleafwre? 
Clee, Not now to heare thec fing, I rakeno pleafare 
he an Eonuch ha’s : Tis well for thee, 
Bein voCeminar'd, thy freer thoughes 
May not d, forth of Egypt Haft thou Afeions? 
Mar. Yes gracious Madam. 
Clee. indeed? 
Ma, Not in deed Madam, for ¥ can do nothing 
Bet what in deede 1s honeft 10 be done : 
Yet heve 1 fierce Affedtions,end thinke 
What Venus did with Mare. 
Clee. Ob Charmion $ 
Where chink’ thou he is now? Stands be, or fits he? 


Inoe 
That 


The Tragedie of 


Or does he walke? Or is he on tis Horfe? 

Os happy horle to beare the weight of Aprbeay' 
Do bresely Horfe, for wor'ht thon whom thou moent. 
The demy sles of this Earth, che Acme 

And Burganet of wen. Hee’s ipeakong now, 

Or aur , where's my Serpent of old Nye. 
(For fo he cals me: ) Now I feede my fcife 
Wabmoft ddiciouspeyfon Thiheon me 

Thrst am wich Phocdus amorous pinches biscke, 
Aad wnnkled 4 oa time. Broad-fromed Cofar, 
When thou wast hecr- abour the ground, I was 

A morfell for a Movarke - and great Pompry 

Would fiend and moke his eyes grow sn coy brew, 
There would he anchor his Afpefyand dye 

Werth looking oo his life. 


Ener Alexa: from Cafar. 

Alex. Soucrsigne of Egype,haile. 

Clee. How roach vnlike art chou Adarke Anthony? 
Yet comming from him, that great Med’cine bath 
Wah his Tin gilded thee. 

How goes it wich my braee Adarky Anthenie? 

Alber. Laft thing he did (deere Qa enc) 

He kift che Jaft of many doabled kiffes 
This Orient Pearle. His fpecch Rickes ia my beast 

(leo. Mine eare muft plucke it thence. 

Alex Good Friend, quoth he: 

Say che firme Roman co great Esye fends 
This cres(are of an Oyfter: at whole foore 
To mend che petty prefent, I will peeec 
Het opulent Throne, with Kingdomes, All the Eaft, 
(Say thou) thail call her Miftris. So he nodded, 

And foberly did mount ar Arme-geunt Seeds, 

Who neigh'd fo hye, that what 3 would tsue fpoke, 
Was beatily duinbe by hire. 

Cleo, What was he fad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o'th’yesre, between 5 extremes 
Of hor and cold, he was o07 fad nor merrie. 

Clee. Oh well divided difpofition: Note him, 
Note him good Charnevan ‘tis the man ; bec note hire. 
He was not ‘ed, fos he would fhine on thofe 
That make their lookes by his. He was not merrie, 
Whicb feem’d co tell them, his remembrance lsy 
In Egypt with hisloy, but berweene both, 

Oh heavenly mingle ' Bee'ft choo (sd, or merrie, 
The violence of eicher thee becomes, 
So do’sitnomanselfe. Met'ft chou my Pofts ? 

Alex. \ Madam, twenty feverall Meflengers. 
Why do you fend fo thicke? 

Cle. Who'sbome that day, when L forger to fend 
co Aathowe, thal) dyes Begger. Inke and psper Che~ 
sues. Welcome my good leras. Did 1 Cherzia, e 
ues loue (efar fo? 

Char, Ob chat brave oa 

Cle. Be choak'd with fuch another Bmpba&s, 
Say the braue Artheay, 

Char. The vatiant Cafar. 

Cire. By Lfs, 1 will giue chee bloody cesth, 
If thou with Cafe Parago nagaine s 
My men of men. em rem 

Char. ly Cae 
1 fin ibys a = 

C. 


When I was greene in iedgemene, cold la blood, 
Teo fey, es 1 (sidethen, But come,ewey, 
Ger me Inke and Paper, 





















And 
warlike manner. Tofok 
Pom, Ifthe Gods be ieftahey fhell affif Eneb. | | eye hien 
The deeds of men, To anfwer lixe hicafelfe : if Cofar moue him, 


Mire. Kaow worthy Poapey, that what they do de- | Let Acsberylooke over Cafars bead, 
lsy chey noc deny. And {peste as lowd as Mars. By fupicer, 

Pom. Whiles we ore fatorsto their Throne, decayes | Were | the wearer of Asthense’s Beard, 
the ching we fue fer. 1 would nat fhase’t co day. 

CSéeus, We ignorant of our felues, La, Tienor atime for peivete Rlomacking. 
Begge often our owne hatmes, which the wife Powres Ego. Every time (erves for the matter that is then 
Deer het eer Bnet 1s nears rome goer 

too our Prayers. co greater meciers cou give wey. 
Tin thdids eal : =e Sao. nes ie eal com fut. sei 
The people love me, and t is mine; . Lep. Your (peech is psffioe : bux fttrre 
My powers sre Creffen:, and my Aegoring hope NoEmbers vp. Heere comes the Noble Aosbeny, 
Sayes x willcome toth'full. Adarke Aut Exser Ausbony and Ventediy, 

In Egypt fics at dinner, and will make Ene, And yonde: Cofa 

No warres without doores. Cafar gets money where Ester Cafar, Mecenas , and A 

He loofes hearts : Aatters baxh, An. if we compofe well heere, to Parchie : 
Of both is fleccer’d :bwe hencicher loves, Heashee Hens dine 

Nor either cares for him. Cafar. 1do not know Adaaras,sike Agrippa. 

Mens, Cafar and Lepedes sre inthe field, La Noble Frnends: 

A mighty Arength they casry Thac which combin'd vs was moft grest,and let not 

Peas, Where have you this? Tis falfe Alesnet aGioa rend vs. What's emilfe, 

Beoe, From Siflain , Sit May ic be gently heard. When we debe 


Pom He dreames: I know they are in Rome together | Our niusall difference loud, we do commit 
Looking for Astheny : buc all the charmes of Love, Mather in healing wounds. Then Noble Parteers , 
Sale Cleopatra fofien thy wand lip, The rather for I carnefily befeech, 
Let Witcheraft ioyne with Beauty, Luft wich both, Touch you the fowreft poms with fweeteR teanmes, 
Tye vp the Libertine ina field of Feafts, Nor carfineffe grow co'th’matcer. 
Keepe his Braineferning. Epicurean Cookes, Aart, ‘Tisipoken well; 
Sharpen with cloyleffe fawce his Appetite, Were we before our Acrmes,and co fighe, 
Thec fleepe and feeding may procoguc his Honour, I thould do thus, Flarf. 
Euen till a Lechied dulneffe———— Caf. Welcomeco Rome. 


























Esser Varrin. At, Thanke you. 

How now Varreun? Cef. Su. 

Var. Thesis moft certame, that I thall delises: Am, Sic fit. 
Mary Anthony 11 cuery houre in Rome Caf. Ney then. 
Expe&ed. Since he went from Egypt, ‘tis Am. Ueame, you take chings all which are not fe: 
A {pace for farcher Trauaile. Or being concerne younot. 

Pom, 1 cocld have given leffe marter Caf. 1 mult be laughs s¢,if or for aothing or a little, I 
A becter care. Banat, | did nor thinke Should fey wy felfe offended, and with you 
This amorous Surfetrer would have donn'd his Helme Chiefelyi'ch'world, More laughe ac,that J fhoald 
For facha petey Warre : His Souldierfhip Once name you derogaely: when to found your name 
role plies Feoplan blir Ic not concern’d me. : 
The our ion, thee our flier dim, My being in Cafar,ahat west to you? 
Casa from the lep of Egypts Widdow, Caf. Novears thew aoy rachdiag herve se Rowe 

necte Lufi-wesried stutheny. Might beco you m Egypt : yet if yow there 

Adsense. | cannochope, Did praGife on my State,your being in Egype 
Cafar and Autbeny thal fos det Might be my queftion. 
His Wifecthec’s dead, did toCafa, offer. How inend yea, ‘4? 
His Brocher waa'd vpon him,aihough I thinke Caf. You msy he pless‘d to cacch at mine jotent, 
Nor mou’d by sSurbeny By what did heere befall me. Your Wife and Brother 

Pom. Tknow not Afesas, Made wasres vpor me, and rheis conceftation 
How lefler Enmicies ney give way to greacer, Was Theame for you, you were the word of warre. 
Were'r not that we ftand vp ageinft chem all : Azt.You do mifteke your bufnes, ay Beothes never 
chores pregesmtiey Dose tee ee Did verge mein his A& : | did inquire it, 
For chey heee enterrained cas charade Aad beue fafa Aaiertseangnticanie 
To draw their (words : bet bow che feare of vs That drew cheir fi with yoo, did he net racher 
May Ciment theic diuifions, end biade vp Difcredie any sathority with yours, 
The perty difference, we yet not know : ‘Andenake he orsves eke 6 aint my flomecke, 





Bee's 28 ous Gods will have'e ; it onely ftends Heuing alike coafe. Of this, ry Lecrers 

Our lives vpoo,to vfe our frongeft hands Before did {scua6e you. ns pel gape , 

Come Adsea;. Euont. | As matter whole you hzee to it wi 
% 3 
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mighs goto Worres with the women. 

Se mech ee eee 
Made cot of her impatience : which net 
Shrodencile 


m perdon, Let rhis Fellow 
of our ftrife : f we conqrad 


set him ° 
which be calksen pew, 
thee J Lacks ic: bur on Cafe, 

The Aricleofmy oath, 

Cafar. To lend me Armes, snd side when I requic’d 
them, the which you boch demed. 

Anh, NegleAcd 
And thea when poyfened bowres had bound me vp 
Prosa ine owne knowledge,ss neerely as I reay, 
lle play the penitent to you. Bur mine hearty, 
Shall not make my greacnefle,nor my 
Watke without ic. Trewis,thet Palme, 


Le ‘Tis fpoken. 
Mere, fit might pleafe you,to enforce no ferthe 
The griefes berweene ye: re forget them quiee, 
Were co remember : thas che prefent nesde, 
pr hertsi part 
. Werthily fpoken Afocenas. 
rm ih rain depths saochers Love for the 
inflenr, you may when you heare ne more words of 
seterac it agalne : you (ball hawe time co wreagie 
in, when you howe ing elfe to do. 
Ath, Thos ora onely fpeake ne more. 
Bneb, That wvecth theeld be filent, I had elmof foe- 


a: You wrong thie pretence, therefore fpeskeno 
more, 
Bech. Goceo thems your Conhderare fonts 
pal 


Cafer. Téonor Mike che mace: bec 
The meaner of his fpeoch : for't cannot be, 








yo cees then che beft efmen : whofe 
extue and all greces, fpeake 
Thacwhich sone cll canoes: By this marriage, 
All arte lelouhes which now feeme grest, 
And sii feares, which new i cheir 
World chen be nothing. Truth’s weald be cales, 
Where sow halfe tales be cruch's : her lone to both, 
Weuld each to echer,and e]i loves to both 
Draw efter her. Pardon whet I beve fpoks, 
For ‘tis a Redied act s prefer thoughr, 
Dy duty cuminaced. 

Amb, Mills cath sae 

Cefar. Not till be besves how nthe is touche, 
Wich what is fpoke already. 

Arb. Wher power isin Agrippa, 
If I-would fay Agrope,be it (0, 
To meke chs ? 





(Tothis purpofe,chet cc 
Dreame ef: imenc :bet mc have chy 
Purther this af of Grace : and from chus bowre, 
The beert of Brechers gouerne in oer Lours, 
And {way our great Defignes. 

Cafar, There's my hand; 


wy , 
Of vsmeft Pompey 5 
Or elfe he feckes out vs 


Cafar. With met e 
And de insite you co my Sifters view, 


eA nthony and (“opatra. 347 
Rtrsight le lead you. She made gren Cala hay his Sword tobed, 


Anak, Lec vs aet lacke ie. 
i Le. Noble doko net Bckioctfe theald ¢ 
¢. 


Maan Excharbuns, 
Zan, Halieche eareof Cots? wecthy Areva, M 
Ena. the ; Adecma. 
honourable Friend Agra z 


i Good & ‘ 
‘ace. We have caufe robe glad thee metcers are fo 
well di syou Raid well by’t in Eg ype. 

Ewob. 1 Sis,we did (leepe day out of countenavnce : 
and made the night light wich drinking. 

Adece. Eight Wilde-Boares rotted whole at a bresk- 
fof : and buc ewelue perfons there. Is chis crue? 

Ene. This was but asa Flye by an Eagle-we had mech 
swore monfirous macter of Feaft, which worthily defer- 
wed noting. 
ssean a She's amo triomphsnr Lady, ifrepor be 

to her. 

Eneb. When thefirft met Adarky Aarbory, the perft 
vp bis heart vpon the River of Sidais, 

There fhe sppear’d indeed : oc my reporter de- 
vis'd well for her. 
Eso. | will tell yor, 
The Barge the (2: in, like aburnithe Throne 
Burne on the water : the P was beatenGold, 
Parple che Ssiles :and fo char 

he Windes were Loue-ficke. 
With chem the Owers were Sileer, 
Winch to the tune of Fluces kept ftroke,and made 
The water which they beste,to follow fafler; 
As amorous of theic frokes. For ber owne perfoo, 
Ic beggerd all difcription, the did! 
In her Pauillion,cloch of Gald,of Tiffue, 
O're.pidturing that Venns, where we fee 
ries cagababos aA ini ae Gide her, 
Sc Dimpled Boyes like filing Cupids, 
With divers coulour'd Fa nnes whofe seine aid feeme, 
To glove the delicace checkes which they did coole, 
And wi 


at they vadid did. 
* Oh rece for Acthony, 
Exe, Hes Geatlewoman like che Nereides, 
So many Mer-maides tended her ith’ 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helme. 
A Ceeming Mer-maide ficeres : The Silken Tackle, 
Sweil the touches of chofe Flowes-foft 
That yarely frame the office.Prom the Barge 
A firange inuifible perfume hits the fenfe 
Of the adiscent Wharfes. The eat 
Her people ont vpon her : end 


Ene, Vpon her ir eset fent to her, 
Inuiced her co Supper : 


Anthony, 
Whom acre the word of no woman rhe taro 
; 





Ene. | few her once 


powre breech forth. 
Mee. Now Anthony ,coalt leauc her weterly, 
Eve, Never he will pot : 
Age cannot wisher her, nor cullome fale 
Her inSnite variety Eh other ares cl 
The appetices cybur fhe makes hengry, 
Where moft the ishes. For vildchte 
Become chemfelves in her,that the holy Priefls 
Bleffe her, when the is Riggits. 
AMece 1f Besuty,Wi edome, Modefty can fercle 
The heart of Astheny :OtLasa is 
A bleffed Lottery to him. 
Agrip. Let vs go. Good Exsharten, make you felfe 
my gueR,whillt you abide heere. 
Ene, Humbly Sir J chanke you. 


Emer Autbeny,Cofar, Ol ania btw cone thene. 


Aah. The world,and my great office, will 
Sometimes deuide me from your bofome. 
Oca. Aliwhich time, before the Gods my knee fh 
howe my prayers to them for you, 
Auth, Goodnight Sic. My Ottawa 
Read not my blemufhes in che worlds ceport : 
T heue not kepe my fquare but that to come 
Shall all be done byth’Rule :good nighs deere Lady : 
Good night Sis. 
Cefar. Guodaigh:. Exis. 
Eater Seoth{aier. 
Am. Now fitrab: you do with i felfein Egype 
Seth. Would] bad never come trom thence,nos you 
thither. 
Ast. if youcen, your teafon ? 
Seerb.5 (ee st in my motion :haue it not ia my congue, 
But set hic you to Egypragaine 
Arte. dy to me, whofe Fortunes thalll rife figher 
Cafars or mine? ta by his de 
Seer, Cafars. Therefore(ch Anthony) ftay nex. 
Thy Daemon ther chy ‘piri which Srepes theagie 
Noble,Couragious,tigh vomachadic, 
Where Cafars is not. neere bim,tby Angell 
Becomes a feare : se being o're-powr'd, 
Make ae enough you. 
Ath. Speske this no more. 
Seub. To acne but thee no more but: when to thee, 
If thou doft play wich hie at sny gsme, 
Thon art fure to loofe: And of thee Nacurall lucke, 
Hebeats chee gainft the oddes. Thy Lufer chickens, 
When he thines by : I fay sgaine,thy (piris 
Is all affraid to gowerne thee neese him: 
But he alway ‘tis Noble. 
Ab. Ger thee gone : 
. Say coM% I woald {peake with him. 
He hath fpoken crue. The very Dice obey him, 
Aadin ah bi beter canning faioss, 
Vader his ¢ we draw lets he {peeds, 
His Cocks do winne the Bartaile, Aill of mine, 
When icis all co sand his Quailes ever 
Beate mine(in hoope) at odd’s, 1 will (2 Egypee: 


Buk. 















Andtheough 5 oeke ches marriage for my peace, 
Ith Eah my pleafurs lies. = come Ventigien, 


You molt co Pasthis, your Commifhons ready : 
Pollew me,and reciee’t. 


Suser Lepiden, Mleconas and Agropa, 


Trowble your Glees no further : pray you 
» Sic Afarke Aasheny will e'ne OGanie, 
and weele follow 


TIM | hell {ce you ie your Souldiers dsefle, 
White willbecome ye both Farcoreti 


Lepeden. 

thorcer,my porpofes da draw me 
wuch eboue,youle win two dayes epen me, 

Bab, Sir good (uccefle. 

Lops, Pareweil. 


yoo 
Leopi. Your wey 1 


Ene Mardin the Exanch. ; 
Cm Laticolone, let's to Billerds: come Charwien. 
Char. My arme is fore beft play with Aterdian. 
Clape. As wells woman with an£anvch pleide, os 
with a woman. Come you'le play with me Sis? 
Adods, As well 25 Fan Madam, 
Glee. And when good-will is fhewed, 
Though't come to fhort 
The AGor ay pleade pardon. ie none now, 
Giee me mine Angie, weele co'th Riser there 
My Moficke playing farre off. 1 will betray 
Tawny fine fithes, my bended hooke hall pierce 
Theis fliay iswes . and os I draw them vp, 
-eapmpry ede kasi Aut bey , 
And hasy’ere coughs. 
Chan. ‘Torts merry when you wager'd on your 
a apace dieser did hang 2 fak fit; en his e 
he with fervencie drew vp. 
Clee, That time? Oh times : 
Taught him oot of patience : end that night 
Ibeughet hires inco pacience,end next morne, 
Bee the inch howre J drunke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mancles on him, whilft 
1 wore bis Sword Phillippan. Oh from Italie, 
Emcor aMefenger. 
Rareme thou thy fruitefull tidings in reine cares, 
bin berren. 


1 deed, 
Ichow fey fo Villsine, chou hDR thy Mifriss 
Bax weil snd free, if thon fo yeild him. 
There ts Gold ead heere 
My blewefi varmes to kiffe : a hend chet Kings 
Hove lint sad trembled 
t Firft Madatn,he te well. 
Clee Why there’s moreGeld, 
Bat firrsh marke, we vie 
To lay,che desd are well : ie wo thee, 
The Gold I give chee, will I melt and powr 
Downe thy ill verering chrosre. 
atef. Good Modem heere ma, 





Clee. Weil,go too! will : 
Buc there's no ein thy fece ff Asthesy 
ep poeta 

© trumpet g g*- lfooe well, 
Thou fhouldf come like a Furic crowa’d with Sashes 
Nee ike s formal man. 

Alef. Wilt peste 


Aff. And Friends with Cafe. 
Cleo. Th’ert sigan ae 


Me]. Bor yer Madem. 
Clee. } donot Like but yet,is does aley 
bot yer, 


Powre out the 
The good end bad cogecher : he’s friends with Cofar, 
in yer, of heal ch thon feift,end show farft, free. 
Mef. Free Medem,po : 1 madeno (uch report, 
He’s bound wnto Ofame. 
Clee. For what good curne ? 
Ade, For the beft were ith ded, 
Cleo. Lam pale Charmin. 
Mtef. Madam he’s married to Oana. 
Clee. The moft infeAious Peftilence vpon thee. 
re Strokes bin dower, 
f. Good Madam pesience. 
Cle. Wha ay sea? Serthes bin. 
Hence horrible Villsinevor ie fperne thine cyes 
Leke balls before me : Ile enheire thy head, 
She bales bien vp and dowee. 


I chet do bring the newes,mede not che reetch. 

Clee. Say ‘ts a0¢ (0,2 Prouince I will gine chee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud ; the blow thou hed R 
Shall make thy peece, for moving me co rage. 

And! will boos chee with whet guift 
Thy modeftic can 
CMef, He's married Madem. 
Clee. thou heft lia'dtooleng. Dvav «tpi. 
Me. Ney chen ike runne: 
What meane you Madom,} hase made no fsak. Ex. 
Char,Good Modem keepe your felfe withio your fell, 
The man is lonocent. 

Clee. Some lanocents {cape oct the thanderbot: : 
Belt Egyp: taco Nyte: and kindly crearures 
Turne all to Serpents. Call the fans ageine, 
Though {| sm mad,) will noebyte him :C al? 

Cea. He is afeard tocome. 
Thefe hands do lacke Nobilicy,char they ftrike 
A meaner then Felfe: nce I ny See 
Hose gisen my (elfe the cana hither Rie. 

Ewe oe OT at 
be be honeft,tr is newer ¢ 


To bed newes » give to a grecious Meffoge 


As 
























as hoc us ket ill cydings tell 
Them(elues when chey be fale 
Af. Thaue donc my duty. 
Clee. Is he married ? 
I cannoc hate thee worfer chen J do, 


Bthous fay yes. 
OMe He s married Madam. 
Clee, The Gods confound thee, 


Doft chow hold chere fini? 
Mef. Should I lye Madame? 
roe Oh,! adept eae 
Se halfe Egyre were fubmerg’ made 
A Cefterne for cal’d Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Had'{t chou Noviffus in thy face to me, 
Thow would’ appeere molt vgly:He is marsied ? 
Mef. 1 crane your Highnefle pardon. 
Cleo. He is married? 
Mef. Toke no offence, that I would not offend you, 
To punrith me for what you make me do 
Seemes much enequall he's married 10 Of aria. 
Clee. Oh chas his faulc thould meke a knaue of thee, 
Thac ert not whac th’ast fare of. Get thee hence, 
The Marcharidize which thou haft broughe from Rome 
Areal too deete for me: _ 
Lye they thy hend,and be vndone by em. 
"Cha paid si ghacte patience. 
(leo. in prayting Auber haue dilprais'd Cafar. 
Char, Many times Madam 
Clee, 1 am paid fort now:lead me from hence, 
I feinc,oh fras,C barmeas :‘tisno matter. 
Goto the Fellow, good Aleras bid hum 
Reporc the festore of Ottawa: her yeares, 
Her inclination,let him not leave out 
The colour ofher haire. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ewer go lec himnos Sales ' 
Though he be painced one way hkea Gorgon, 
The other mine a Mars. Bid yoo Axa 
Being me word, how call the is: pitty me Chermias, 
But do not {peske to me. Leadme co my Chamber 
Excess, 
Finordd. Enter P At cee deore wah Dram and Trum- 
pes:at another C afar, Leprdou, Arthery , Exobarbis, Me~ 
cones ,/4 Mens wth Souldsrs M arching 
Pom, Your Hoftages [ have, [o haue you mines 
And we thall taike before we fighs. 
Cofer. Moft meere chat firft we come to words, 
And cherefose haue we 
Our writen purpofes before vs fent, 
Which if thou hat confidered, let vskaow, 
Ifewsll cye vp thy difconcenced Sword, 
ad carry backe to Crcelie much tall youth, 
elfe awl perith heere. 
Pem. Toyeu all chree, 
The Senstors alone of chis great world, 
Chiefe FaGtors for the Gods. I donot know, 
Wherefore my Father fhould reuengers wane, 
Having s Sonne ond Friends fines Sulse Cafar, 
Whe ar Phillipps the good Braves ghofted, 
There (aw you labouring for him. What weet 
Thee mou'd pale Caffe to confpire ? And what 
de all-hopos'd, honeft, Romaine Brava, 
With che sren’d reft, Courtiers of bezutious freedome, 
To drench che Capicoll bur that chey would 
one man but aman ,and thac his ie 
Hach made me rigge my Nauic. At whole burthen, 
The anger'd Ocean fomes,with which I meant 
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Ao 

Tofcourge prasieude .chac def, peghcfoll Rome 
Caft on my Nobie Pether. 

Cafer. Take yout time. 

Ant. Thou can'f nor fesce vs Pompey with thy fares 
Weele fpeske with thee a¢ Sea. Ac land chouknow'ft 
How much we do o're-count thee. 

Poem. At Land indeed 
Thou do@ orecount me of my Facherrs howfe: 

Bur fince che Cuckoo buildes nox for himleife, 
Remaine o's 33 chou maf. 

Lept. Be pleas’d to cell vs, 
eg this is from che prefens how you take) 

he offers we haue fent yoo. 

Cofar. There's che poins. 

Aat. Which do not be entrested reo, 
Buc waigh whaz it is worch imbeac'd 

Cafar. And what mey follow to ery 8 larger Forvane. 

Pom. Youhsue made me offer 
Of Cicelie, Sardinss: and I mutt 
res oe re ene: Trevee lens 
Meafures of W heste co Rome : this greed 
To part with vnhacke edges,and beare a a 
Our Targes vndimed. 

Orwes. That's our offer. 

Pom. Know chen I come before you heere, 
A maa prepat'd 
Totake thusoffer, But Afarke Astheny, 

Put me so fome impatience - choogh I leofe 
The prafe of ic by telling. You muft know 
When Cefar and your Brother were at blowes, 
Your Mother came co Cicelie,and did finde 
Het welcome Frsendly. 

Aat. Uhauc heard 0 Powe. 

And am well Nudied for a liberal hanks, 
Which } do owe you. 
Pem. Let mehaue yous hand; 
1 didnot chinke Sir,to hase met you heere, 
fat, The beds ich Eaft ase foft,and thanks to yes, 
Thac cal'd me cumelier thea my purpofe hither : 
Por | haue gained bye. 
Cafar. Tacs [ {aw you laft, ther's ¢ change vpoe you. 
Pem, Well, know nor, 
Wha counts her fh Focune caft’s vpon my face, 
But in my bofome fhall the neues came, 
To make my beort her vaflaile. 

Lop. Weill met heere. 

Pom. lhope fo Lepiden ,chuss we ere agreed 1 
I creue our maay be written 
And fesl'd berweene vs, 

Cafar. That's the next to de. 

Pom. Wecelc feaft each ocher,ere we part and lett's 
Draw lors who thall begia. 

Aas, Ther will | Pocspey. 

Pormpey. No Aatheny cake the loc: but firft orief. 
eae Egyptian cookerie Pibece isd sierra 

thee /udssm Cafar grew tat with fea 

Anh. Nocton knack -s : 

Pom. | baue fairemeaningS«. 

det. And faite words tothem. 

Pom, Then lo muchhaue I heard, 

And 1 haue beard Appeleder as carried ———— 
Ene. No more thar : he did fo, 
Porm. Whac I prayyou? 
Exe. A certaive to Cafar in a Matris. 
Poem. iknow thee now,how far'ft thow Souldier? 
Ene, Wedl,and well em like co do for J aaa ee 
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Foure Feafts sre roward. 
Pom Let me fhake thy hand, 
I neuer hated thee; 1 have feenechee fight, 
When { haue enwed thy behsuour. 
Eneb. Sit,] neuer lou'd you much, bus J ha'peais’d ye, 
When yon have well deferu’é ten tsmes.as muc 
As I have fard you did. cag) 
Pom. Inioy chy plas A 
It nothing =f OD cost : 
Aboord my Gally, J invite you all. 
Will you leade Lords ? 
Al, Shew othe way, fe. 
Pow, Come. Exenut. MMantt Goch sy Mens 
Afes. Thy Father Peapey would ne’se have made this 
Treety. You,and I have knowne fir. 
Exod. At Sea,! tlunke, 
thes. We have Sir. 
Each. You hove done well by We, 
Bed Vedi pesidny mach cas 6 pel h 
lw man chat # me,heg 
ie cannot be deteed ps4 Thane done by Land. 
a Bag! what I howe done by patsy 
- Yes fome-thing you can or your ewne 
(afety : youhaur bina gen Toeeieby Sea. 
Mes. And youby 5 
Boob. There] deny my Lend ferulce : but give mee 
yeur hand Adena, if our eyes had authority, beere they 
might cake two Theeves kiffing, 
Aden. Al mens feces are tree, whatfomere theis hands 


are. 
Exch. Bot there is neues 2 fayre Women, he'sa trve 


ace. 
Mo. No flander, they ftesle hearts. 
Ereb, We came hither to fight with you. 
Ader. For my part, | am forry itis cumn’dto a Drink. 
ing. Pompey doth this dey laugh away his Fortune, 
End, ifhe do, (ure he cannot weep’t backe s 
eotes Y‘baus ioe at look'd not for Afarky x. 
heere, on, ishe married to Clesparra? 
Eaed. Ces ifter is call'd Oasis, 
Dien. True Sit, the wss the wife of Cains Adarcelen, 
Eneb. Ban the is now che wife of Adarces Athenian. 
Aden, Pray'ye fu. 
af eatey afar and he, for ever knit together. 
Me, is Cofara ever ° 
Enob. If 1 wete bound to Disine of this ynity, I wold 
Se ia iad purpofe,made 
Aden. Ichinke ther more 
in the Marriage ate rab ene ies. 
Eseb. Ithinke fo t00. Bet you fhall finde the bend 
thas feemes to tye their friendthip cegether, will bee she 
firangler of theis Amity : Oaniais of s holy, cold, 
peal Mil converfacion. 
Alen. Who would noc have his wife fo? 
Ese. Nothe thar himfelfe is aot fo : which is Adarg 
: he will co his Egyptian dith againe: chen fhall 
the fighes of Ofleads blow t gull dle prt and (es I 
faid before) chet whichis the firength of their Amity, 
Shall prowe the immediate Author of theic vesience. An- 
theay vill vle his affeGion where it is. Hee masried but 
his oceahon beere. 
Aden. And thus ke may be,Come Sir, will you sboord? 
1 hove health for you. 
Evob. 1 thallcake it fe s we haueve'd ous Theoets in 
$ 


er Corne,tet’s away. Exetert, 


Maficke plapes. 
Esser tween thres Serzents wish a Benker. 


z Heese they] be men: (ome o'th their Ploms are 
rooted already, the lesfi winde s'th'werld wil blow theas 


2 Lepidus is high Conlord. 
z al or epiliuetenne arpa olars : 
2 pinch one snother by the dilpofion, bee 
Cris OUt,NO mere; reconciles them to bis it, 
mes $ ’ co bis cntrentie, and 
9 Bat it csifes the grearet warre betweene him f: b:: 
difcretion, i 


3 this it is to haue s mame in Fel- 
lowthips 1 hades Huc have s Reede she cil ded ores 
fersice, as 0 Pertizen | coald not hesue. 

z Tobecall'dieros Sphere,snd noc to be {rer 


to moue in't,sre the holes where thould wh’ | 
eyes bee, 


piccifelly difaRter the 


Eater Cafe asia ‘Lapidos cringe, 
a 1? . a, } 26ex ay 
Ewoharben, wa 4 b ocher Coptaines ° 


Ad cnes wi 


An, Thes do they Siz: they take the flow o’ 

ceri eis pa he 
* : or the meane : lf dearth 

Or Poizon follow. The highe: Niles (wels, 

The more it promifes sas iz ebbes,the Seediman 

Vpon the flime and Ocne (caccers his graine, 


saree’ Cbsarahoshdescreat 
tra Rrange Sexpencs there? 
wth, : 
Lap. Your Serpent of is bred now of your mud 
by che operation of your ita le youn Cresoaila 
At, They sre fo. 


Poems, Sit,and fome Wine: A heelth te Lepidas, 
Le. Ismnot fo weil as I fhould be: 
But Hlene‘re out. 
ed Not till you hauc flept: I feare me youl bec in 


ill 

Leg. Nay certainly, ] haue heard che Profeanes Pyra- 
tmifs are very goodly things : without concsadiftien I 
howe heard chat. 

Adsnas. Pompry,e word, 

Poa. Sey in mine core, what ist. 

fen, Forlake chy feate I do befeech thee Capeaine, 


Andheare me fpeeke a word. 
Pon, Forbeare metill anon. wWhefpers in's Eare. 
is your Crocodile? 


This Wine for Lepades, 
Le. What manner o’ your 
Aut. 1c is Chep'd fic likes felfe, and it is 2s broad as ic 
hath bredth ; Icisiuft fo 88 it 1s, and mooucs wrh kk 
owne o¢gens. It lives by thee which noenthetbit, sad 
the Elements once our of it, ic 
Lop. Whar colour is it of ? 
pple selalabarstedeng 
$0 Range Serpent, 
at. "Tis fo, and che cesses ofke are wet. 
Caf. Wil this defcription fatishie hem? 
Act, Wich une Health chet Pompey gives hig, elfe be 
wees. Gal Ge hang irelime ofthat PA 
,. hang :rellme ofthar ? Awey: 
Doss Ibid oe Wheres ts Cup J call’d fer? 
Men, } feceee sheet repeat eer 
a 


» 
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BiG from chy hoor.” ~~~SS~S”SSS YC ne lig I Te pce po, then tie Boy Thal ang, 
é The holding 


Pem. | thinke ch‘art mod - che manter ? 
Cites, Ihave ever held my cap off to thy F : 
Pas. Thov halt fau'd me with mach 
eet aiaih 
: € Quicke -faads e 
off, :hem for you fnke, 
les. Wilt thou be Lord of afl che world ? 
Pom. Whar {sift thoa? 
Aen, Wilt thou be Lard of che whole world ? 
That's twice. 
Pew. How thould chat be ¢ 
CAfes. Buc encertaine it and thaw thinke me 
lam che men will give chee afi che world. 
Pom. gee thee drunke well. pee 
Ades. No Posspey,| tave kept me frome ; 
Thee art f thos di be,the enrthly love : an 
What cor the Ocean paleses thie mnelppes, 
Isthene,sf chow wils ha'e. 
Pew. Shew me winch way? 
Mtr. Thefe chree World-tharers thefc Competicors 
Are in thy vefiell, Let me cut the Cable, 
And when we sre pet off fall co their chrostes 1 
All chere 1s chine. 
Pom. Ah,this chow fheuldft haue done, 
And nos haue fpoke cnt, In me ‘ts villanue, 
In thee,'« had bie good ferunce : chou molt keow, 
“Tis noe my profie chat does lead mme Honost . 
Mine Honour st Repent chec ere thy tongue, 
Hath fo beeraide thine 2Ge. Being done vnknowne, 
I (heuld have found 1: sfterwards well done, 
Bra mui condemne {t now : defift,and drinke. 
Afen, For chis, lie never follow 
Thy peul'd Fortunes more, 
Who feekes and will not take, when once ‘cle offer'd, 
gy ae are pate 
Pom. This health co 
4. Bease him afhore, 


Pom. Fill cll che amp be tid, 

Ese, There's aftrong Fellow Adena. 

Mla. Why? 

Ewa, Abcaresche third pert of the world man : (ec 
nes ? 

tes. The chicdpart,chen heie drunk : would x were 
agin tees 0 00 wheeles. 

Axo. Drinke : encreafe che Reeles. 

Adm Come, 


Poms, Thisis act yet an Alexandrien Feef. 
Aas. 1c tipen’s cowards it : Ririke che Veffelif hoa, 
Heere'sto 
Cofar. \ could well forbeac’r, it’s monftrous lebeer 
when I wath my braine,and it grow feuler. 
Ag, Bes o’cth'tine, 
Cafar. Poflefle it, Ile meke en(wer : bur I hed rather 
fat from all foare deyes,then drinke fo much m one. 
Beeb. Ha my brave  fhall we daunce now 
the Egyptian Beckensis,snd celebrace our drinke ? 
Pom. Lev's be’ Souldier. 
ee Come, aac rer PoP 
i chae che c Wine out > 
inal aa 
Eso. Alicake ha ade: 
Make baccery co our exes with the loud Muficke, 


Pp" > 


3 whae’e 


you, 
every mon thall beacz as loud, 
As hus Arong fides can volly 


Aaficks P layes. Secharhe plese toms bond hand 


Come than Monarch of che 

pene geoloraes ile wapdcerd 

ihe iapeed ace drown’ d, 
thy Grapes ow batrerbe Creaw 
Cap vs 08 the world go round , 
Cap we tell the \g0 rened, 


Cefar. What woald yoe more? 
Pompey goodeighe. Good Brocher 
Let me reqoeft yeu of oo: graver bufinefic 
Frowmes ot chisleakse. Genele Lords let's port, 
You fee we have burnt our cheekes. Scrong Exaberbe 
Is weaker then che Wine and mine owne ¢ 
Spleet's whac it {peakes: che wilde difgvife bath shmof 
Anticke vsell, What needs more words? gootnight. 
Good Asrbesy your hand. 
Pom, ilecry Beer on che there, 
teh, And Sur.giues your hand. 
Poem Oh Aotheny you have my Fecher houle. 
Buc what, we ere Friends? 
Come downe into the Boate. 
Exe Take heed you fall not Adana. Ilenet on there, 
No co my Cabin : thefe Drumaes, 
Thefe Trumpece Fiuces : whee 
Let Neptune heare, we bid aloud farewell 
To thele greac Fellowes. Sound and be hang‘d,foand out. 
Sound @ Flex fh wab Drimaes. 
Ener. Hoo faies athere's my Cap. 
Adee, Hos,Noble Capeaine,come. Excuvat. 


Emcor Ucaridisn as st weve n rremmph , the dead bedy of Pace- 
vou bores bom, 

Ven. Now dsrtung Parthys art thou firoke and now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Dhereas Crefies death 
Make me revenger. Beare che Kings Sonnes body, 
Before oo: Army thy Parerw Orades, 
P ares chis for Marcin Crafas 

Rematas. Nodle Ucatsdan, 
Whil'R yer with Parthian blood thy Sword is werme, 
The Fugiise Parcheans follow. Spurre through Medie, 
Mefspocamia.sad the thelcess, whether 
The cowted fe So thy grand Captane Sashony 
Shall fet chee on criemmphane Chariors,and 
Put Garlands on chy head. 

Vea. Oh Sido, Salo 
T have done enough. Alowes plece note well 
Mey meke too great ana. Por learne chis Seine, 
Betres co leave wndone, then by our deed 
Ac too high a Fame , when him we fernes sway. 
Cefar ond have ever wonne 
More in therr officer,chen perfon. Sefaer 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutensac, 
For quicke sccumnulation of renowne, 
Which he eechiw'd by “ch*minute Joh his faour. 
Who does i‘th’ Wilires more then us Captaine can, 
Becomes his Captsines Captasne : and A mbation 
(The Souldiers vertue rather makes choile of loflg 
‘Then which derkens hen. 
| do more to do finehenns geod, 
But bwould effendhim. And m his offence, 


TheTr 


Souldier sod his Swerd greunrs (carce diftindtion : thee 
wik wriss to Matheny. 
aie what in his name, 


Fon. tle humbi 
Thaz i core W arre we heve 


How with bis Banners,sad bis well paid ranks, 
The oere-ye: beatea Herfe of Pasthis, 
We heer teded ovt oth Field. 
Rem Where is he now? 
Ven. be porpoleth to Athens, whiches wich wher hail 
The weight we meft conusy with's, will permis : 
We fall eppeare before how, dali cece ZION 


fuer 4, at one doors, Encharbus at anether, 
Agri. ast che Brothers parted? 


Ess, They have difparche with Poapey re is gone, 
The oches three sre Sealing. Ottanua weepes 


fa is fad,ead Lepidas 


With che dasa 
Agri. ‘Tiss Noble Lepidss. 
Be. AvecyGaccaci cnucw la locei Cap 
Agr. Ney bat how deerely be sdores Mark Aachany. 
Exe. Cafer? why he's the lopiter of men. 
Aot. What's Asthesy the God of lupiter? 
Ese. Spakeyou of Cafer ? How, the non-pereilll ? 
Agri. Ob Aatbeay ob thou Arabion Bird! 


te downe, kneele downe,end wooder. 
Agri. Beth he loves. 
Eee. They sre his Shards,and he their Beeve, for 
This le to bosfe s Adieu. Noble Agrippa. 
Agri. Good Forune worby Souldier,sod farcwell. 


Cd, 
dale, Notaierse 


20d asmy fartheft Baed 
motNeble Aubery, 


The Forareffe ofit:for bester might we 
Howe lou’d without this meane, if onboth parts 
This be noe cherithe. 

At. Make ee not offended, lo your diftraft. 

Cafary Uhaue faid, 

Aat, You thail not finde, 
Though you be therein curious, the left caule 
For what you fecme ro feare,fo the Gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romsiocs feare your ends» 
We will heese pare. 

Cefar, Forewell my deereft Sifter,fere thee well, 
The Elements be kind to chee,snd make 
a A sl! of comforr : farethee well. 

« My Noble Brother. 


Ash. The Aprill'sinhereyes, itis Loves 
Aad thefe the hewersto bring irons bechestan 


4. Sudooke well to ay Husbands houle : end — 

on What O8ema? 
Re cell you in ease, 

Fier heart informe her cougue, 
The Sweanes downe feacher 
That Rand: vpon the Swell at che of fall Tide: 
Aod pexber way inclines. 

Eee, Will Calor weope? 


You thall beace fern me fill : che time thal aot 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

ater. Come Sir,come, 
Ne wrafile with youin wy ftrength ofloee, 
Looke heere I have you, thus J, ler Leu go, 
And give you to the Gods. 


Cajar. Adiev be happy. 
mie nasties ofthe Searres glee fight 


Kifes OR oma. 
Trumpet: fond. Exrust. 


Buser Clopatre,Charwias, tra and Alexat, 
(lee. Where is the Fellow? 
Alex. Hatfe afeard to come, 
Chea, Toa aeeae chee 
Eater the Aefeage a eo 
Alex, Good Marefite: Hered of lucy dare nat looke 
"pon you,but whea you are well a 
Clea, That Heveds heed, ile . buthow? Wheo 
eAAntheny is sthrough whom I might commaund it: 
Mo. Moft gratious Maichie. 
* bit tou betel Oflenia? 
lds . 
paid Where 
4fef. Medem ia Rome, [ looke hex in the fece sand 
faw her led betweene her Brother, and Uarke -eusbay. 
Che. 3s flee accall as me? 
eebed ip) ened ota 
- Didft heare ber (peeke? 
lathe fhrill tongu'd or low? 
Adef. Madarn,t heard her (peake the is low voie’e. 
Cle. Thet’e not [a good : he cannot like hes loog. 
Cher. Likeher ? Oh ffs :‘tit ble. 
Cles.1 thinke fo Chermian dull of tooguc, & dwestilh 
What Maleflic is in her gate remember 
Ifete thou look’'ft oo Maiefie, 
She creepes:her mosion ,& ber Halon ere as ene . 
She fhe wes a body, caches then 0 fe, 
AStacue,then a Brescher, 
Cleo. Is this certaine 
Adef. Or Uhave no ebfersence, 
ht tga chirp tenianha neta, 
e's very knowing,] do percey’s, 
TThese'snothiog kaher per” ee 


T 











Char, Execfienc. 

Cleo. Goefle ax bee yeares,{ prythes. 

Ate. Madara, the was awi : 

Cle. Widdow ? Chaernelacs heaske. 

Me. And! do thinke the's thirtie. 

Cle. Beste chou her face in mind? is’ long or round? 

Mf. Roand, euen to faalrineffe. 

Cleo. Forthe moft pert too, they are foolith that ore 
fo. Her haire whet colour? 

Mef. Browne Madam: and het forehead 
As low as the would with ir. 

Clee. There's Gold for thee, 


Thou meft noc cake my forrver th ill, 
Iwill sa ts backe againe : | thee 
Moff fit for bafineffe. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters sre prepsr’d. 


Che. Apr man, . 
Cha lndoed be is fo 11 repeneme camch 
Thac fel herriedhim. Why me chink’s by him, 
This Creacure’s no fuch thing. 
Char. Nothing Madam, 
Cleo. The man beth feene fome Maiefty, end fhould 


know. 
; Char. shan hefeene Maieftie ? /fs elfe defend: and 
exving you folong. 

Meer tiene coe chiog more to aske him yet good 
Charmias : but tis 00 matter, thou thele bring birn to me 
where I will wricezsll may be well enoegh. 

Char. 1 warrant yoo Msdare. Exemt. 

Emer Autbeny sad Oflani«. 

Ast. Ney psy Offania nor onely that, 

That were excufeble,chac and thoufands more 

Of femblable import,but he hach wsg"d 

New Warres ‘gain{t Posseey. Made his will, and read it, 
To publicke eare, fpoke feantly of me, 

When perforce he could noe 

Bot pay met tearmes of Honour : cold and fickly 

He venzed then moft narrow mesfuredientime, 

When the beft hint was giuen him : he not louk’e, 

Or did it from his ceech. 

Oa. Ohmy good Lord, 

Beleeoe nor sil,or sf yoo meft beleeue, 
Scomacke nocall. A more vnhsppie Lady, 
1€ this deuifion chance, ne’se flood bet weene 


P 
The good Gods wil mocke me preféntly, 
When I (hall prsy:Oh bleffe my Lord and Husband, 


‘Vado that prayer, by out as loud, 
a ‘her. ‘Hos and winne, wione Brother, 


Amt, Gentle Obmie, 
Let your beft love draw to that point which feeks 
B.f to preferucit :if I loofe mine Hoaour, 
I loofe my felfe:bercer 1 were not yours 
Then your fo branchleffe. But as you requefted, 
Your fetfe thall go becween's che mesne time Ledy, 
Le raife the preparation of s Werre 
Shall ftsine yoor Brocher make your fooncft heft, 
So yonr defires are yours. 

Of. Thanks to my Lord, 
The loue of power make me moft weake,moft weske, 
You reconciler: Werres ‘ewixt you twaine would be, + 
Asif che world fthoutd cleeae,and thas flames men 
Should (oader vp che Rift. 


eAnthony and (Teopatra- 353 
*s poodied : inth. Ie sppecres to you where this begins, 





Tume your difplesface that way,for eer Gults 
Can newer be fo equall,shet your Isae 
Can equally moue with them. Prourle yougoi 
your owne company ,tnd commend whet 
Your heart he's mind too. Exemt. 
Enter Encharben and Eres, 
Ene. How sow Friend Eres? 
Eres. Ther's (trange Newes come Six. 
Bre. Wha men 4 , 
Ere, Cefar &t Lepedus heue made warrcs Pemspey. 
Exe, This is old what is che fuccefle? ee 
Eves, Caforhauing made vie of him in the wartes 
ganh Pd aie aaa him rivalicy, would noe 
let him p in che glory of the adtion, and nos refting 
yeep ti ae of Letters he = formerly wrote to 
Peapg. V poa bis owne sppeale feizes him, fo the poore 
third is vp, till death enlarge hisConfine. as 
Exe, Then would thow hadft s peice of chapsno more, 
and chrow betweene thera all the food chouhsft, they'le 
gtinde che other. Where's Aart 
Eres. He's walking in the garden chus,and fpornes 
The ruth chat hes before him. Cries Foole Lepidin, 
And threats the chroate of chat his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 
Ens, Our grcac Neotes rig’d, 
Eves. For italy and Cafar,more Dewsitin, 
My Lord defues you prefersly smry Newes 
I might have rold heareafter. 
* Eee. Twillbe naughe,but let ic be:bring mero Aathery. 
Eres. Come Sir, Excant. 


Enter sik abadeelars Cafe”. 

Cef, Comemmng he ha’s dene all this,2¢ more 
In Alexandria : heere’s the msaner of : 
1th’ Market. piace on 3 Tribunal filuerd, 
Cleepacra and himfelfe in Chaires of Gold ; 
Were pablikely cnthron’d : a¢ the fees, fat 
Cefarien whom they call my Fachers Sonne, 
Aad all the vnlawfull iffue,chac their Lo 
Since then hath made betweene chem, Vacoher, 
He gave the Aablifhment of Egypt,made her 
Of lower Syt ia,Cyprus, Lydia, abfolute Queene. 

Meee. This in the publike eye? 

Cafar. \'th'common thew place where they exereife, 
His Sonnes bicher proclaimed the King of Kings, 
Great Media,Parthia, sod Armenia 
He gave to Alexander. To Prolosy he affign’d, 
Syris,Silicis,end Pheenetis : the 
In th'abiliments of the Gouddeffe /fs 
That day appeer'd,end oft before gave sudience, 
As ‘tis reporeed fo, 

Mece, Let Rome be gary ene 

Agri. Who queazie with his infolence already, 
Will theit wad thes hes call from him. 

Cafar. The people knowesit, 
And have now receiu'd his eccufations. 

Agri. Who does he accufe ? 

Cafar. Cefar,and that having in Cicilie 
Sextus Pempeins fpoil'd, we had not rated him 
Hispsrroth'ifle. Then does he fey,he lene nee 
Some thipping voreftor'd. Laftly, he frets 
Thal of the Triumpherate, thould be depos'd, 
And being thet, we detaine ai] his Revenue. 

Agri. a igs r48 pair a 

far, ‘Tis done already, ar. enger 3 

I a him Lopiday was growne too ae 
yy That 




























































yi Tr, wedi 

That he his high Authority abue’d, In his shbeminations, cernes you off, 

And ays Seteces Be Sponge: fos wees | bows) coceen o> ee bate Tal 
vs, 

dhe eect ofa Coogee 6 fosgoeme, | Semmes oS Ofls. Ici fo fe? 


Cie. Heel nener tochet. Cof, MoR coraine: Sifter welcome : pray pou 
Cd. Not maft nes then be yeekded to ta this. Seeusr knowae co . My dees’ Siler. 
far nod 1 wale sol domre Cofr Cuz Lemiteene ast her aaa 
Ofte, Heile Cefar, and ny b.. bei . . Twill be even wi ic nec. 
. That ever 3 thould call chee Caft-eway. Eno, Bar why arena 


A ? 
. Yeu heve noc call’d me fo,nor haue you covfe. Cleo. Theu bal forefpoke wy being ln thefe 
Caf. beue you flola vpen vs thusfyoucomenet | And (ay'f tc ke nes fic. 
fas tiher, Tha wile of Aeshon ry 


St Chae vie ce Cie. Meet, densene dagaial thoald 
Should bane en 2 : net, x w Rot 
Pe srighasot MaxGecs wh fhe soqresch we be thereto perfoa, ve wey 
Long ere the did appesre. The trees by'th'way Encb, Well,| could reply: if wee theuld ferne with 
Shenid tens bares, Oe Horfe and Mares rogeches, the Hor fe were meerly lof 
tag for wher i hed not. pas Lr che Msset weuld Deere s Soldioer and hie Herfe. 
ofcended vo the Roote of Heaven, Cleo. Whatis’t you fey? 


Reis'd » Treopes: But you ere come Eocb. Your prefence needs mut 
Recdeyyoaperaen Tepe Beyoncveome | , Ee Yoweri at, 
The oftentecion of evr love; which left vnthewne, Whee thould nec then be fpar’d. He is already 

Is often leks volou'd : we fhould baee met you Teeduc’d for Leuity, sad ‘ts faid in Rome, 


Ses,end Lead, fopplying cacry Stage = ° That Photiven an Benech.and your Maides 
an sepEertEd this warte, 
O&a. Good Che. Stake Rome, sad their tongues ret 























Caf: Uhsue eyes aa ickly aut che lonian See, 
And his affsires come co me ea the wind: wher s he sew? | Asd coke in Troise. You have heard on't (Sweet?) 
Ofts. M cece ae tical aes is pewer more sdams'd, 
Cefar. No my molt wronged Sifter, Cleopatra negligenc. 
Hath nodded bento her, He hath giuen bis Empire da. A oiitbeke, 
Vp to a Where, who now are levy Which aight haue well becom'd che beft of men 
The igs aah for Were. siembied, To cauns at flackneffe. Candee, wee 
Bochus the King of Lybis, Archilam Wiil fight with him by Sea. 
Of Cappadocia, dram capient Clee. By Sea,whst elfe? 
OfP gomia : the Thracian vs - Caw. Why will my Lord, dole? 
King Afanchen of Arabia, Kin of Pox, At, For thar he dares vateo'e, 
Feved of lewry, Alstwidates Bab. Sobath my Lord, dar'd him oh igh. 
OF , Pelemen and A mint at, Cane. 1. and co wage chis Barrell ax alie, 
The Kings of Mede,and Liceenis, Where Cafar fe with Pompey. But thefe offers 
With « more larger Lift of Sceprers. Which ferve nec for his vantage, he (hakes off, 
Ofte. Aye me mo wretched, And fo fhould yos. 
That hase mybeart parced bewwizt two Friends, Ened. Your Shippes sre net weil menn’é, 
Thee docs affii each oxher. (breaking forte | Your Macriners sre Mulcers, Reapers.pcople 
Caf. Welcom hither : your Letiers did with-helde our | Iegreft by fwik Imprefle, In Cafars eere, 
TM we pesceiu'd both how you were wrong led, Are thofe thee often have 'geinhi Pompey foughe, 
And we in negligent danger : cheete your heart, Theis thippes are yare, yours heeuy no difgrace 
Be yeu not troubled with the time, driues Shall fall you for arpa dae Sea, 
Orre your concemr, thefe Rrong neceflities, Being preper'd for 
Bet lec decermin‘d things co deftiaie Am, By Ser, by Sea. 
Hold vnbewayl'd their way. Welcometo Rome, Eee, Moh Sis, yeu therein throw owty 
Nothing more deere to me. You sre abus'd The abfoluce Soldierthip you heute by Lend. 
Beyond the asrke of thougt : and the high Gods Difire& your Armie, which doth mofi cosiift 
To de you leRice, makes tus Miaifters Of Werte-amarkt-fooimen, tesue vnesecated 
Ofvs, and chofe chat love you. Beft of comfort, Yous owne renowned kaowledge, quite forgoe 
And ever welcom to vs, Agrip, Welcome Lady. | The wey which promifes aflurance, 1nd 
Mes. Welcome deere Modam, Guse vp your felfe meesly co chance and hazerd, 
Each heart in Reme docs love and pity you, From fisme Seeurkic. 
Onely th sdultcrous Anshery, moft large dint. Ue ight oc Ses. 








eAnthony and (leopatra. 


Che. Uhaue ixty Ssiles, Cefer none better. 

iat. Our ouer-plus of fhipping will we burne, 
And with che reft fall mann'd, from th head of A Aion 
Beare th’approsching Cafar. Bat if we faile, 


We then can doo’t at Land. Suter a Adefonger. 
Thy Bubnefle ? 

Ad ef, The Newes is true, my Lord, heis defcried, 
Cafar ha’s teken T 


Ant, Canhe be there in perfon? ‘Tis impofible 
-Strenge. that his power fhould be. Canedse, 
«Over nineteene Legions chou thalt hold by Land, 
‘And our twelve thoufand Horfe. Wee'l to our Ship, 


SOM” Oe aire gi 


How now worthy Souldier? 
Seat. On Noble ria ap do noc fight by Ses, 
Traft not to rotten plankes : Do you mif 
This Sword,sad thefe my Wounds ; letch Egyptians 
Aad the Pheenicians go a ducking : wee 
Haue ve'd to conquer (tanding on the eartag 
And fighting foot co foor. 
Aut. Weil,well, away. exit Aat .Clond Eucb. 
Seal. By Hercules I thinke I am i'ch’right. 
Cam. Souldier thou art: but his whole sAion growes 
Nat in the power ont ; fo ovr Leaders leade, 
And we sre Womens men. 
Soul. You keepe by Land the Legions snd the Horfe 
whole, do you nox ? 
Vee. Adarcus Of anins, Marem loffrus, 
Publecels, 20d Celunr, ave diab Sea: edaiece rans 
Buc we k whole b - This 
Carries beyood beleefe. 
Seal, While he was yet in Rome 
Elis power wens out in fach diftracfions, 
As beguilde all 3 4a 
Cow, Who's his Licurenane, heare you? 
Soul, They fey ,one Tewrss. 
Con. Well,I know che men, 
Ewcer a Adefeager. 
CAdef. The Emperor cals Camedenr. 
Cam, With Newes the cimes wich Labour, 
And throwes furth cach minere, forme. 


Enter Cafar whith bes Arar, marveling. 


. Tare? 

Tew. My Lord. 

Caf. Seike not by Land, 
Keepe whole, provoke not Bartaile 
Till we heve done at Sea. Do not exceede 
The Prefcrips of this Scroule : Oar forcene lyes 
Vpon this jumpe. 

i Emer Evebarbus. 

Amt Sat we our Squadrons on yand fide oth’Hill, 

In eye of Cefarz bartaile, from which place 
We may the nomber of the Ships behold, 
And fo proceed accordingly. 


Camidion -Atarcheth wih bis Lend Aran ene way ener the 
Page, wed Tearren the Laemenant of Cafar rhe ether way : 


thew goung mn, is board the netft of aSea fight. 
Aizu Ester Bucbarben and Scarm . 
1 can bebold no longer: 


a ae new 
Toon the Egyptian A mirall, 


Wich all theis fixcy flye, end tame the Redder : 


exit. 


ax. 


$5 
To feet, mine eyes ere blatted, 


Gods, & Goddefierait 
Scar Gods, & es,all che whol fj 
Ene. Whas's thy peffion. oe 

Sear. The greater Carile ofthe world,is loA 
With very igaorance, we haue kif away 
Kia gdomes,and Provinces. 

- How oppeares the Fight ? 

Sear, On our fide, like the Token'd Peftilence, 
Where deach isfere, Yon ribeadred Nagge of Egypr, 
(Whom Leprofie o're-take) ith’midA oth ‘fig 
When vantage like e psyre of Twinnes appear d 
Both os the fame, or ¢: ours the elder ; 

(The Beeeze vpon her) like a Cow ia 
Hofts Sailes and eit moe 

Ewe. Lp inlagess 
Mine eyes did Gcken as che Gehe.and cnald 
induces forther view. ‘s = 

Sear. She once being look, 
The Noble ruine of her Magiche, darbeny, 
Claps on his Senewing, snd (like a doting Mallard) 
Leaving the Fight mheighth, flyes sfter ber 
I never (aw an AGion of fuch 3 
Experience, Man- hood, Hener, ne're before, 
Did violate fo it (elfe. 

Eneb. Alacke, alacke. 

Ewtev Camidian, 

Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And hakes moft lamentably. Hed our General 
Bin what he knew himfelfe, it had gone well: 

Oh his hs’s given example for ou: flighe, 

Moft groflely by his owne. 

- 1,are you theresbouces ? Why then goodni ghe 
indeede, 

Cam, Toward Peloponucfus are they Bed. 

Scar. ‘Tiseahe toot, 

And there | will atcend what further comes, 

Camid. To Cafar will | vender 
My Legions end my Horfe, fine Kings slreadie 
Shew me the way of yeelding. 

Eve. Ie yet follow 
The wounded chance of Au beny,though my reafon 
Sks in che winde again me. 

Eucer Anthony with Attredents. 

dm. Hearke,che Land bids me tread 00 more vpont, 
Ieisafham'd co beare me. Friends come hither, 
lam fo laced in the world, the £ 
Hace lof my way for ever. [hase 2 thippe, 

Laden with Gold, takethat, dividest :Bye, 
And make your peace with Cefar, 

Owes. Fly ?Not wee. 

tet. } haue Aled roy felfe,aad have inftrued cowards 
To ranne,and thew their thoulders. Friends be gone, 
I hase my (elfe relolu'd epon a courte, 

Which has no neede of you. Be gone, 
My Treaferc’s in the Harbour. Take it: Oh, 
I w'd chat 1 bluth co looke vpon, 
My very helres do mutiny : for the white 
Reproue the browne for refhneffe, and they them 
For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you hell 
Howe L etters from me to forme Friends, thet will 
Sweepe your wey foryou. Pray you looke nos fad, 
Nor make replyes of losthneffe, cake che hing 
Which my difpsire proclasmes. Let them be lefe 
Which la&ues it (el tothe Sea-fide firatg be way; 
1 will poffeffe you of that thip and Treafure. 

8 Lesue 































$6 The Trapedie of 


Leeve me, T 


aliccle: peasy you now, 
Nay do fo: 


indeede I hase lo& comasad, 


Therefore i Ile fee and Sis doone 
sce pray you Hef you by nd by. Si 


aad Eves. 
Eves. le Madem, tohim,coafort ham. 
Fras. = Nore decse Queene. 
Char, Deo, why, what elle? 
Clee. Let me fx downe : Oh Save. 


Cha, Madam. 
Iras. ee ob good Emprefiz. 


Am, Yesray Lord he at Philipp 
ii msdduibes ses Cuma 


The leane and wrinkled and ‘ewas [ 
Laarteaed ad Brote he sleoe 
alee saga 


By looking bocke what Ihave le bebinde 
Serey’d in difhoner. 
Clee. Oh ang Lord, ary Lord, 


My heart wes to chy Reddes ryed by’cb 
Aad thou thould’fi howe me after. O're my fpirie 
knew'ft, end chez 


‘The fall fepremacie thos 
Thy becke, nigh from the bidding of the Gods 


To the man fend bumble Treaties, dodge 
o in the thifts of lowaes, whe 
helfe the buike o ~asistaiig Fs I Aca 


Hew much stad hap dae 
a 
icon all ceule. 


Pardon, perden. 
ro eet yt heselatds aes 
All chet ie weane end left : Give me 0 kiffe, 
Ewen this repayes me. 
We fem cur Scheolemsfer, ss 2 come bocke ? 
Leue | am full of Lead : ome Wine 
Withis chere, and our Viands : 


Ferrane tnowes, 
We fcorne her molt, when moh fhe offers biewes. Sanu 


Lucer Cofar, Agrippaeed Dolicbelle prih eohers. 


Co: Lethin 
ey appeare thee’s come trom txtheay. 


Dela Cafar, ‘ds bis Schoolemafier, 
An argement chet beis placks ,when inther 
He feads fo 8 Pinnion of his Wing, 
so ty for Meffengers, 


Coa. A ne abe fr 

Aub, such as ue. I cocas foe sealbaid 
Ame of eeees Petry tebe cots: 
= hy eee 

e 


seiner petiarn 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 
Caf. Fee 
Thaue ne cares to his requeft a ee 
Of Andee ae sie bile oe 
From Egype drive her 
Orteke his hifechere. Thisi resides 
She thall nec fee vnbesrd. Sore them both. 
Amb. FPorcwne purlue thee. 


hashs hies fused EA So: ie pclae oe we 
Will enfwer esa Lew, 

Thid, Cafo,| go. rated a 

Cafer. Oblerve wtuthery becomes his flaw, 
And wha: chev thiak'R hie very sftinn fpeakes 


Ia eucry cuery power 
: er Cleopatra Excharb, Chareian,d Tras. 
Cleo. What thell we do, Excharbes ? 
Ewe. Thinke, and 
Cleo. 1s Ambon oc ein faa fo this? 
Eus. Anthery oncly, thet would cowl orpail 


Lord ofbis Reson. “What chavgh yoa fed, 
From char ree ree ares oe ee ees? 
Frighted each Sh ether? W; 


ished ca weasiog thi det 
aue nicke his sin-thip, oc 
When hale to baife the werid A vebcng 
LLidowasiieh weftion? “Twas e 
was —lalahorte fying | 
And leeve his ie Peses 
Cleo, Prybeeteee 
Emer rhe A Ambez. 
Aas, ls thas bis anlwer? Aub, Lay Lord. 
Ata. The fhali chen haue courtefe, 
Se the will veep 


Ashe, ape ae Tohe Boy Cafe fead this 
fim 


Cie. grea are 
Am. 









cA nthony and 


Mas . To him againe, tell him he weares the Role 

Of youth vpon him : from which, che world (hould note 
Somet reicular . Hs Colne, Ships, Legions, 

Moy be sewers, whole Miers would preesile 
Vidor the Gereice of s Childe,es foone 
Astth’'Cesnmand of Cafer 1 dare him therefore 

Te teyhis gey Compasifons a-psrt, 

Andanfaw ac declind, Sword sgsiah Sword, 

Our Selves glone : He wrice 1c: Follow me. 

Ero Yeshke enough : tye bael’d Cafer will 
VoeRatehis happmeffe, and be Stag'd 10th Thew 
Agpindt a Sworder. I fee mens ludgemencs sre 
Apereatof their Forcunes, and things owrward 
Ba deaw the inward quality after therm 
Te all afeke, that he (honid dreame, 


yrs Jap meelures, the full Coa will 
Anlwer his emptinefle ; Caferthou halt fubdu‘de 


Ser. A Meffenger from Calor 
Che. tao more Ceremony 2 See my Women, 
Agaiott the blowne Rofe may they slop sheit aol, 
Thacknee!'d vntothe Buds. Admit hum (a. 
Eno. Minchonefty,end I, beginne to fquare, 
The Logelcy well held to Fooles, does make 
Oor Foitbancere folly: yer be ther 20 endase 
To follow with Aliegeence 3 falae Lord, 
Docs conquer bien thar did his Maftes conquer, 
And carnes a place ith Scory. 
Ente Thadiss. 
Clee. Cafarswill. 
Thad. Heare st epert. 
Cleo. None bun Friends : fay boldly. 
Tbid. Sohsply are chey Friends to Astheay, 
Eaob. Heneeds re many (Sit) 98 Cefer ha's, 
Ovneedsnoces. If Cefer pleafe,our Matter 
Will tespe co be bis Friend ; For vs you know, 
Whole he Is, we are, and that is Cafars, 
ThidSo. Thus then thow mofl renown'd,Cafar incrests, 
Not co confider in what cafe thou ftand'f 
Fercher then hes Cefors. 
Che. Goon night Royall. 
Tord. He knowes thet you embrace not Autbeay 
As you didloue, but 38 you feared him, 
Che. Oh 
Tled. The feerre's ypan your Honor , therefore he 
Does pitcy, 21 conftramed blemithes, 
Not 2s defereed. 
Clee, Heit a God, 
And knowes what is moft right. Mioe Honour 
Was not yeelded, but conquec’d meerely, 
Eso, Fs be fure of thas, I will aske Astheay, 
Sir, fir, thou ert fo leakse 
Thec we moft feaue thee tothy (inking, for 
Thy deereft quit thee. Ears Enc, 
Thid Shall I fay10Cefe, 
What you require of bin 1 for he parcly begges 
Tobe defied co give. It mach would pleste me, 
That of his Fortunes sou (Mould make a fiaffe 
To lesne vpoe. Buc ic would warme his (pirits 
Toheare from me you had gp er 
And put your feile vader his (hrowd, the vowerfal Land- 
Cleo. What's your name? (Jord. 
Thed, My name is Thidias. 
Clee. Moft kinde Meflenger, 
Sey 0 great Cafar chisin difpucation, 





~ 
t 








16. 357 
1 kife his conqu'ring hend : Tell hie, | ase 
Tedey my Crowne at's (cere, sad there to kaeele. 
Tell him , fom bie 10g breach, J heare 
The dooms of 
Thid. Tis your Nobich courte : 
Wifedome aad Fortene combatting together, 
If chac the former dere buc whac ic cen, 
Wo chance Iasy thake iz. Gine me grace to ley 
Wy dutie on your hand. 
Clee. Your Cafars Pather oft, 
(When he hath mas’d of taking kingdomes la 
Beftow’d his lips oa chec saith place, 4 
As icesm'd kiftes. 
Emer Matheny and Evebarbun, 
4st, Foucurs? By love shes chunders, Wher srt thos 
Thid, One chac buc performes (Bellow? 
The bidding of che falief man, and wortheR 
To have command obey 'd. 
Eve You will be whipe. 
fat. Approch there : sh you Kite. Now Gods && dines 
Authority meics from me of lace. When | cried hea, 
Like Boyes enco a mufle. Kings would fest forth, 
Aad 7: our will, Heveyou vo cares 2 
lem 4a 2 Take hence this lack, and 
ae Barer a Seraant, oe 
, Ens, Tis bercer playing with s Lioas whelpe, 
Then with an old one dying. 
At. Moone and Scarses, 
Whip him : wer twency of che greacefi Tribecaries 
That do acknowledge Cafe, fhould I fiade them 
Se fewcy with the land of the heere, what's ber nema 
Since the was Cleopatra? Whip him Fellowes, 
Till like s Boy you fee him crindge his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy, Take bim hence. 
Thed, (Marte Aatheay. 
Aa. Togge him sway : being whipe 
Bring him ageine, the lecke of Cafars thall 
Beare vs an arrant co him. Exeunt with Thidien, 
You were halfe blafled ere] knew you : Ha? 
Haue | my pillow lett vopreft io Rome, 
Forborne che gewing of a lawfall Race, 
And by ¢ lemn of women, 1a be ebes'd 
By one thas lookes on Feeders? 
Clee. Good wy Lord, 
Aut. Youhaue beene a boggeler eter, 
But when we in our vicioufnefle grow hard 
(Oh aifery on’c) che wile Gods {cele our eyes 
In our owne filth, deop our cleare ud gemense, make vs 
Adere ous errors, laugh at's while we fixx 
To ow canfufion. 
Clee, Oh, ist come to this? 
4m. \found you as s Morfell, cold vpen 
Deod Cafars Trencher: Nay you were s Progment 
Cf Gaeta Pompeyes, befidet what hoccer hoages 
Vonregiftred in valger Pete, you have 
Luxurioufly pickt owt. For I am fore, ee 
Thoagh you can whet T ewperance thonld 
Yoo kecgs not daly 
Clee, Wherefore is this? 
fet. To lec 2 Fellow chat will cake rewards, 
And {sy God quit you, be familler with 
My play-fellew, your hand , this Kingly Seale, 
And plighter of bigh heerte. Ocbac 1 were 
Vpan the hill of Bafen co out-rosre 
The horned Heard, for } hawe fi coule, 
And co procisioe it clatlty, were like 
















































356 The Tragedse of 
A necke, which do's he Hangmen thanke, te Mo wieaican 


Por bemg yore abouc him. Is beevhnps ? 


Ass, Do fe, wee'l Peake to 


Enter « Serna wil bidias. St shel ou 

Se. Sovndly my Lord. Woe through Seu 

Ass, Cried be? end begg’d Pardon? Come oe fy Queene) 

Ser. He did eske fasoer. Lash dal bi oext time I de 

Aa. \f thas thy Father live, ler his repent Ile make desch lowe me : for I will 
Thow was't noc amede his deughcer,s0d be thos forrie Egen with his peftilenc Syc te. —s 
To follow Cafaria hie Tnemph, fince Ene. Now heel owt-ftare che Lightning re be farions 
teh esirtebetg ty Fer following hi, hesceforth Isto be frighted out of feare,and mthet moode 
The whice hand of a Lady Feaues chee, The Doue will pecke the Eftridge ; and I (or Gil 


Stake thowtoleoke on’, Get chee backe te Caf, 
Tel him chy entervainment: looke thon fay 
He mekes me with bree. For he feemes 
Proud and difda: berping co whet] em, 
Net whes he knew | was, He makes anc sngry, 
Aed x chis ime moft agrtlaohaads : 
Whee Scarres, thee were ray former guides 
stove cart rte eis Orbs, end ther che Pits 
lero th'Absfme of bell. Ifhe miftike, 
My fpeech, aod witar is done, cell hua he bas 
cay enfranched Bondman, whom 
He veey at pleafare whip, or hang, or torcure, 
Ache thail like co qeieme. Vege ss choo : 
Hesce with thy {tripes.be gone. 
Clee. Haut you done yet? 
At, Alacke ou Terrene Moone is now Eclipft, 
And it portends alone the fail of Aarbeay. 
Clee. Trault flay histirac ? 
ut. To Gaccer Cafar, would you aagle eyes 
Wieh one cha: tyes his poiacsy 
Clee. Not koow enc yet? 
Aa, Cold-besrved coward ae? 
Clee, Ab (Deere) if be fo, 
From my cold heare let Hescen ingend*r belle, 
And poyfon it in the fourfe,and the firft ftone 
sp ey necke :a6 it determines fo 
‘flolue my life, che issalaasir ta sacl 
Till by degrees the memory of ay w 
Toman with ay breee Egyprisosel, 
Dy the defcendering of this pelleted forme 
Lye graseledfe, till che Flies vad Goats of Nyte 
Heese bursed chem for prey. 
Ane. 1 00 (arished: 
Cafar (ers downe in Alexandcis, where 
J will fe his Fete. Our force by Land, 
Harh Nobly held, our fever'd Nauie too 
Heve knit sgeioe, and Flecte, threarning moft Ses-like, 
Where haft thoo bin eny heart ? Doft chou heare Lady? 
If from the Field 1 fhall recarne once more 
To kiffc chefe Lips, | will appesre in Blood, 
I,snd my Sword,veill carne oas Chronicle, 
There's hope in't yet. 
Clee. amy brsue Lord, 
dat. I will be trebble. fnewed hearted breath’é, 
Aod fight malicioofly ; for when mine houses 
Were nice ead lucky, men did rsafome lives 
Of me for refts : Bot now, Ile fer mytecth, 
Aad fend co datkeneffe all chat ftop me. Come, 
Let's have one other gawdy eee 
fill our 










Exe Téid. 


All ony fed C9 ONCE MOTE 8 
Let's macke the midaight Bell, 

Che. I Birth-day, 
I had thooght thaws held it poore. Bus Goce wy Lord 
1s Antbar acsine,| will be Clepare, 

at. @ will yet do well, 


pe nage rhbenthr aa 

Refloces his heart ; velour preyes in reson, 
Ic cates che Sword it fights with : J will fecke 
Some wsytolesuchim. ~ 


Ester Cafar, A Of Mroman wibby 
# fe rvalig eLann, amp 


Cof. He calles me Boy, and chides as be hed power 
To beate me our maid My Mefienger 
le hech whipe with Rods,dares me to perfens! Combes. 
Cafar to Aatheny : let tite old Roffisn know, 
I hase many other weyeste dye : meane time) 
Laugh et his Chalienge. 
wht Cofer nol thinke,. i 
one fo begias to *s hanced 
Buen to fallioe. Giochum po beh now 
Moke booce of hiediftraéioo : Newer anger 
Made good guerd for it felfe. 
Caf. Lec our bef heads know, 
That co morrow, the laft of Bactetles 
We oneane to fighr. Within our Files dhere are, 
Of chole thas feru'd Adarky Anthony bat late, 
Enoaghcofetchhim in. See it done, 
And Feaft the Arroy, we have {tore to deot, 
And they hauc eara’d the wafte Poose Ambar, Ensue 


Boter Aachen, Clpatrs, Encbarbes, Chowan, 
fra, Alaa yabatert, 


au. He will oot ight withme Domision? 
Eus. No? 
Ag. Why thould he noc? 
Ene He thinks, being twrenry times efberrer fortune, 
Be is twenty men to one, 
. dua. To worrow Soldier, 
By See and Land Le fight: or I will line, 
Or bathe my dying Honer in the blood 
Shall make ic liueagsine. Woot thou fight well 
Bee. Iie firike, ead ay; Take all. 
Am. Well fad, come on : 
Call forth my Houlbold Seruents,lets to cighe 


Dae 3 0 4 Seraders. 

Be bownceous ar our Meale. Gice me thy bend, 
Thoa haf bin rightly honeft, fo haft thoa, 
Thow,ead thon,snd thou :qrou have feru'd me orell, 
Ane Reo bene Dreme yout fellowes: 

Clee. What tocanes this? 

Ene. Tis onc of tholeodde tricks which Grow fhoots 
Our of the minde. 

As. And thou ast hanefi oo! 
T wth I could be made fo many mem, 
And all of you clape vp cogether, to 
A 








Omats. The Gods forbid. 
fu, Wail, wy 
Cups, and make as mech of me 


Ene. Tomake bis FoBowers werpe 

Aa, Tead me tonight; 
May best is the periodof yous duty, 
Haply yoo thall aot (ce me more, of if, 
A mangied thadow. Perchsace to morrow, 
You!’ anoiber Mafer. Ileoke onyow, 
As onc chas cakes his leaue. Mine 
J warne you o0t ewey, bm like s Mafter 
Married to your good fereice, fisy till death ; 
Tend me co night two hoares, I eskeno more, 
And the Gods yeeld you fort. 

Eas. Wha meane you (Sit) 
To give them this difcomfort ? Looke they weepe, 

Ten Adé, am Onyen-cy'd; for fhame, 

Transforme vs not te women, 

Au. Ho,ro.bo: 
Now che Witch cake me, if [ meant it thos, 
Grace ‘gon where chote drops eer beascy Friends) 
You me ie 100 doloross 8 fenie, 
For ! Spake to you for your comfor:, did defire you 
Toberne thus meht with Torches : Kaow (eny beasts) 
I hope well of to morrow, and will leade you, 
Wioere rather fle expe viGtorious life, 
Then deach,and Honor. Let's to Supper, come, 
Aad drewne coafideration. 


Geter a Compary of Seldiowt. 


s.Sel. Brother, gi : to morrow is the day. 
3.Sal. Ie will loe one wey : Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ftrange ebour the fircets. 
3 ik Snabear aad 
2 Belike ‘us bac s Rumour,good aight 10 yoo. 
3 Well fir, good oighs. is 
Phe doperhdii fia 
a rerplalyy mist IN Warch. 
3 you: ghc, goodnight. 
thensfehecs ba emery corner of shes Stage. 
iiatel eaieoese ise 
Our Nowie thriee, I heue 20 ebfolure hops 
Our Landenen wifi ftand vp. 
3 “Tiss beawe Army,and full of 


8 Meficke Ith’A 

9 Vader che earth. 

4 LSereseetite iene? 

ry 

; Pesce I fay: Whar fhoald chis meane? 

2 ‘Tis che God Firrcalss, whom Athen loved, 
Now lesues him. 

a Wedke.let’s fee iforber Watchmen 
Do hesre what we do ? 

3 How now Maifters? segaber. 

Osmur:. How now? how now? do you heare this? 

a I, is't not Rrsape? 

9 Do you heare Mafters ? Do you heare? 

3 Follow the noyle fo farre as we haue quarter. 


‘ 


eA nthony end , 


Fellowes, wait on me te nigh: 
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Exoun, 


Let's fee how ie qucee 
Oume. Comment :'Tis ftrenge, 


dint, Eres, eaiae Armour Eves. 

Cho. Seepes litle, 

Ant. Mewy Cheese Berens ae Armes Eres, 
Eves : 


@ Eves. 
Come Fellow, pos thae iron on, 
coal. ep apart oi 
Becaufe we breve her. Come 
Cle. » Dehbelpe woo, Asshmy. 
Where's thie for? Ab let be, les be, chou are 
The Asmoorer of cay heart : Palfe,falfe : This, this, 
Sooch-law fle helpe: Thas 2 moft bee. 
Aa. Weil, a ee 
Seef thos ay - Gopaten thy defences, 
bres. Brindly sir oy 
Cleo. 13 not thie beckled weil? 
Ae. Resely, 3 
He chat vnbuckles chis, till we de pleste 
To daft for our Repofe, thafi hease a forme, 
Thoe fumbleft éres, and my # Squire 
More tighs st chis, then thow : Difpsrch, O Lous, 
That thoa couldf ice my Warres co dey, and knew 
The Royall Occepation, thou hhoald'tt fee 
AWet in’c. 
Exter an Armed Soldier. 
Goed morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou lool ft like bim that kaowes « warlike Charge : 
To buhnefle char we love, we rife bezione, 
And go too’ with delighe. 
Sent. a baer pel ees egy bsoe on theis 
Rieeved rriem, and oc che Post expe goa, Shave. 
Ti f n 
Susor Capeaines, aia ee 
Alex. The Mome is fare: Good morrow General. 
Al. Good morrow Generali. 
Aa. blabaprigrenratpey 
This Morning, lebe che fpirit of « 
Thitecosn “a as or ool 
$o,fo : Come gine rac chet, thes way, well-fed. 
Fase thee well wher ere becames of me, 
This is 2 Soldiers kiffe : rebokesble, 
thamefull checke ic were, to Rand 
He keane chee. 



































ial ager ut Thar be ond Cafo might 
He : lo 
Determine rbis asre in Single fight ; 
Thea Aorbeny; ber cow. Well on. 


Trangetsfousd, Emer Author ped Ev, 


Eres. The Gods mske this a hoppy dsy ro Asrbany. 

An.W oald thoo,& tbofe thy {cars had once preualld 
Tomake me fight s¢ Land. 

Eves. Hd"ft thou done fo, 
The Kings that heve revolted. and the Soldier 
Thachaechis morning lefe thee, would haue Rall 
Followed thy heeles. 

Aat, Wrole gone this morning ? 

Eves, Whol ons cur neere thee, ceil for agers 

; ee 
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360 The Tragedie of j 
‘Hie fhall nox heare thee, or Cafes Compe, 3 
Say Lam none of thine. Enter Asthouy and Scarves wonnded. } 
dans, What Gye on Poa ee Pore 
Sold. Sir he is with Cafer. . brace Emperor, is foughe indeed, 
Eres. Sir, his Chefs ond Tresferehe hasnogwich bam. | Had we done fo st firft, we had drowen them bome j 
Ant. \ebe gone f With clow tsabout their heads! Far ff. 
Sef. Moh certsine. Am. Thou bleed’ft spece. 
At. Go &v:, (end his Tresfere after do it, Scar. had s wound heere that was tikeaT, 
Detaine no iot I cherge thee : write tohim, reas tre H. 
iD fabfceibe adieu’s,end Ings ; . cetyre. 
lpleay pice Lansialy si pats 0 ag Scar, Wee'l bear ‘em into Bench-holes, ] hewe yet 
Tochange s Mafter. Ob my Portenes have Roome for tx feotches more, 
Correpred bonef men. Difpatch Eucharbms. Exit Enter Eres 


a ne are beacen Siz, sod our sdeancsge ferves 
~. Ene j with a fairevi e 
saan aaa 


Scar, Letvs (core their beckes, 


eg a ‘em e we take Hares 

. Go forth Agrippa. and begin the fight: s to meul s Runner. 

Oe an 1s Autheny be tooke sae dad At. | will reward thee 

Make it fo knowne. Once for thy fprightly comfort,and ten-fold 


ip. Cafar,\ thal, For thy good valouz. Come thee on. 
Ge The rime of vniuerfall pesce is neere: Sear. Nehals afcer. Exam 
Prowe this a profp'rous day, the three nook’d world 
Shall beare the Oliue freely. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. Anthony is come into the Field. 
Caf, Go charge Agrippa, 


Alarum. Enter Anthony againe ia a March. 


Scarres, with ethers. 


Aut. We hsue beate him to his Campe: Runneene 


Plone thofe chet have revolced in the Vant, Before, 8 let the Queen know of our guefis: te morrow 
Thae Asrbery may feeme co {pend his Fory Before the Sun thall fee’s, wee't {pill the blood 
Vpon himfelfe. Exenat. | That he’s to dey cfeop’d. 3 thsoke you all, 
Beeb. Alexa did revolt,and went to larry on F or doughty handed sre you, and heue foughe 
Affaires of Anthony, there did diffwade Not as you feru'd the Caufe, but ss°t had beene 


Great Hered co incline himfelfe to Cafer, 
And leaue his Matter Asthony, For this paines, 
Cafer hath hang’d him : Camording and the seft Tell them your feats ,whil'f they with ioyfall reares 


That fell away, haue entertainment, but Woh the congeslement from your wounds,end biffe | 
Neo honourable cuftt I have done ill, The Honour'd-gafhes whole. 
Of which I do accufe my felfe fo forely, 


Fach mans like mine : youhaue fhewne oll HeBors, 
Enter che Cicty, clip yous Wives, your Fnends, 


Emer Cleopatra. 
Thac] willioy nomore. Giue me thy hand, is 
Eater a Soldier of Cafatse Torhis great Faiery, Ite commend thy ads, 

Sd. Embatu, Aathery Moke her thankes bieffe thee. Oh chou day o’th’world, 
Hath after chee (enc all thy Treafure, with Chaine mine arm’d necke, leape thou, Attyre and all 
His Bounty ouer-plus. The Meffenger Through proofe of Hameffeto my heart,and there 
Came on my guard, and as thy Tent snow Ride on the pants triomphing. 
Volosding of his Mules, Clee. Lord of Lords. 

Eno. I give ityoe. Oh infinice Vertue, comm ® thou fmiling from 

Sel. Mocke not Eacherbun, The worlds great inare vncaughe. 
I cell youcsue: Beft you faft the bringer Aut, MineNightingsle, 
Out of the hoaft, I muft atend mine Office, We haue beare them ro theis Beds. 


Or would haue done’t my felfe. Your Empesox What Ggrle, sho ¢ 
Continges fill rian Exaz } D de ugh gray é 


0 fomthing mingle with our yong er brown, yet ha wet 
Eneb. Lam alone the Villaine of the cath, K Beiiacee seakesc eas Nenad ce 
And feele 1 am fomaft. Oh f ' 


Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man, 
Thou Mine of Bounty, how would’ft thou haue payed 


Commend voto his Li favouring hsnd, 
better feruice, when my turpitude Kiffe it my Warriour Hel fought to dey, 
ou doft fo Crowne with Gold. This blowes my hart, | As ifaGod in hate of Mankisde,bad 
JF fwift thought breake it not: « fwifter meane Deftroycd in fuch a fhape. 


Shall out.fisike thought, but shought will doo’. J feele Cleo. lle give thee Friend 
I fight egsinft thee: No] will go feeke An Armour all of Gold : ic was a Kings. 
Some Ditch wherein co dye : the foul ft beft fics At. He has defere'd itywere it 
My later pare of life. Ext. | Likeholy Phebus Carre. Give methy head, s 
aren Drumnes and Trumpets. Through Alexandria make 2 iolly Merch, 

Enter Agrippa. Beare our hackt Targets, like che men that owe them, 

Agro Revive, we haucengeg'd our feluestoofsere: | Had our grese Pallace ae -- 

Cafar bimlelfe ha's worke, and our opprefhon To Campe chis boat, we all would fup cogether, 
Exceeds what weexpected, Exit, | And drinke Corowfes to che next dayes Face 


cAnthony and 


Which promifes sad br perill, Trompesers 
With brazen dinne you the Ciczies care, 

Make mingle wich our racing Tabourines, 

That heewen and earth may firike their founds together, 
Applseding eur spproach, . 


Emer 4 Conteris ard bas Compag , Excharben folewes . 


Coat. If we benot relecu'd within this boure, 
We walt recame to th'Court of Guard : the nighe 
Isthin and they thy, we fhrell embacraile 
By ch'econd bowre ith’ Meroe. 

1Watch, This aft dey was a threw'd one too's. 

Exeb. Ob beste me witneffe night. 

3 Wher man isthis? 

8 Stand clofe,and lift hie. 

Each, Be witneffe to me (O thaw bieffed Moone) 
When men reaclsed thall vpon Reeord 
Beare hatefall memory : poore Exsbarben did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cost. Exsharbas? 

3 Peace : Heacke forcher. 

Encb. Sealey at pe ee true Melsacholly, 
The poyfonous night difpunge vpon me, 
Tee Tee avery Rebel will, 

Mey hang 00 longer on me. ow my heore 

Againfi the fling ond hardaefie of ay tasle, 

Shien dried with greefe, will breeke to powder, 
Ard fimth all foule thoughts, Oh arbeey, 

Nelle ae e 

Forgive me in thine owne particuler, 

Ll hag world renke me in Regifter 

A Mofict Seaver, and a fegitiue: 

Oh Aatheny! Oh Asrbony ! 

a Let's ipeake cohiom, 

Cewt, Ler's beare him, for the chings be {peakes 
May conceroe Calor. 

3 Let's do fo, bet he fleepes. . 
Cent. Syroonds rather, for fo bad s Prayer as his 
Was newer yet for fleepe. ; 

3 Gowetohin. 

a Avwnske fr,awake, (peake co vs. 

3 Heare yoo fir? 

(ext. The hand of death hath rsught him. 

decty sate she laser 

rerke the Dremmes weket : 

Lee ve beare him to’ch'Coant of Guard : he is of nore : 
Our heere is fully out. 

3 Come on then, be mey recover yer. 

Emer Aushony aed Sarr with teen Arug. 
has. Theis preparacion isto day by Ses, 
We pleafethem et 


Scar, For ‘ 
ghe ith'Fire,or i'th Ayre, 


Ase. Tonle 
Werld fight theretoo. Buc this it is, our Foote 
Vopen the biiles adi tothe 
Shall ay with vs. Order for Sea is giuen, 
They heee put forth the Hausen : 

Where their appolnemenc we may belt difcouer, 
Andlooke on their endevoer. oman’ 
Baser Cafor eed bis Arar. 

e Bat bein g charg’ we will be fill Land, 
Whi Tene outage 
Is forch to Maa his Galiies, To the Vales, 


Ge 


Aad hold our bef aduantage. aciaur: 
Alarau afarre Gf, as & 4 Sea-febe. 
Eater Antbeny and Scart. 
Am. Yer they srenot ioyn'd: 
Where yon’d Pine does {tsnd. | fhall difcower all, 
Sle bring thee word firaight, bow ‘sis liketo go. exw 
Sear. Swailowes have buile 
In Cloepatra’s Sailes their nefts. The Auguries 
Ssy,they know aot, they canoor ceil, looke Je 
And dase not fpeske their knowledge. pd doy 
Is valiang, end deieGed, and by fans 
His frecred Rortunes giue him hope and feare 
Of what he hes, sod a for, 
oft. Allisiof : 
This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me: 
My Fleete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder 
They caft their Cops vp, snd Cerow/e together 
Like Friends long loA. Triple-tucn'd Whore, ‘tis theu 
Haft fold me co this Nouice, end my hesre 
Makes onely Warres on thee. Bid them all fiye : 
For when J am reueng’d vpon my Charme, 
{have done all. Bid them all flye, be gone. 
Oh Sanne, chy vprife thal! I [ee no more, 
Fostene, and Aarbony part heere, even heere 
Do we (hake hands? All come to this? The heates 
Thae pannelled me st heeles, co whom I pave 
The wifhes, do dif-Candie, mele their (weers 
On blofleming Cefar : And this Pine is barke, 
dchem all. Becray'd 1 am, 
Oh chis falfe Soule of Egypt ! this grave Charme, 
Whole eye beck’d my Wars,& cel’d them home: 
Whofe Bofome was my Crownet,my chiefe end, 
Likee right Gyphe, hath at fof and loofe 
Beguil'd me, to the very beart of loffe. 


What Eves Eras? 
Euter a. 

Ah, thou Spell! Aveone. oo 

Clee. Why is my Locd enrag'd againft hie Lowe ? 

Ast. Vanith, or I thal! give chee tly defersing, 
And blemith Cofors Triumph, Let him take thee, 
And boift chee vp co the fhouting Plebeiaas, 
Follow his Charvot, like the greaceR {pot 
Ofallchy Sex. Moft Monfter-like be thewae 
For poor’ Diminitives, for Doles, and let. 
Patient O8ania, plough thy vifage vp 
With her prepased nailes. exte Cleopatra. 
"Tis well ch'art gone, 
Itit be well to live. But better ‘cwere 
Thou fell’ into my farie, for onc death 
Might hasc prevented many. Eres,hoe? 
The (hist ef Neffes is vpon me, teach me 
Alcides thou mine Aaceftor, thy rage. 
Let me lodge Lécas on the hornes o thMoone, 
And with thofe hands chat grafpr the heavieft Club, 
Sebdue my worthicht (elfe: The Witch thall die, 
To the young Roman Boy the hath fold me,end I fall 
Vader this plot : She dyes for'c, Eres hos? 
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Enter Cleopasra,Charmnian,!ras, Mardim 


Cle. Helpe memy women: Oh bee's more mad 
Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boare of Theffaly 
Ws never {0 imbott. 

Cher. To'th’Monument there locke your falfe, 
And {end him word you are dead : are 


exit. 


, 
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he Soule and Body rive set more in parting, 
Then grestnefie going off. a 


Clee. Toth’ Monument : 

Mardian , go veil him | hewe fisine my felfe. 

Say, chas che laft I fpoke was Aare 

And word i¢( )pracovfly Hence dMardion, 
And bring ne how he cakes any death tod Monument. 


Bator Aatheny, end Eres, 

us, Bret, chow yer behold’ me? 

Eres. UNobie Lord. 

tut. Somenme we fee s clowd that’s Dragonifh, 
Avapour fometioe, like a Beare,or Lyon, 

Acoward Cittadell, apendan: Rocke, 
Afocked Mouncaine, erblew Promoncerie 
With Trees vpon’r, that modde vayo the world, 
And mocke our eyes with Ayre 
Thou haft feene shefe Signes, 
They are blacke Vefpers Pageaats. 

‘Bros. I my Lord. 

da. That which is now a Horfe, enen with 8 choghe 
the Racke diflimes, and makes u indiftingt 
As wacer is in water. 

Eres Ic does my Lord. 

Aa My good Knaue Eves.now thy Captains is 
Ewen fuch a body: Heere] sen Artheey, 

Yet cannot hold this vifible thape (my Knace) 
1 made thefe werres for Egype, and the Qyeene, 
Whole heart I thought I hed, for the had mine : 
Which whil & it was mine, hed annex: vntoo's 
A Million moe, (now lofi.) thee Eres has 
Packe Cards with Cafes, and falle plaid my Glory 
Vino an Enemies trismph. 
Nay, weepe not gemtle Eves, here is lefe vs 
Our felues to enu our felues. 
Eater Mardsan, 
Oh thy vilde Lady,the has cob'd me of my Sword. 

Mar. No Auber, 

My Mifiris lou'd chee, ond bes Forcanes mingled 
Wath chine intsrely. 

Aint Hence fawecy Evouch peace, fhe hath betraid me, 
And thali dye che deach. 

Mar. Death uf one perfon, con be peide but once, 
And thet the ha's difcharg’d. What thou would'R do 
Isdone voto thy band : che Isft the (pake 
Was Anthony, moh Noble tasher . 

Then in the amdd'ft s testing grone did breake 
The name of Asebeny : it was dmided 
Betweene her beart, end lips: (he rendeed life 
Thy neme fo buried inher. 

dt, Dead chen? 

Ada, Dead. 

Aw Vase Eres, the long dayes tacke is done, 
And we muff fleepe 1 Thes chou deperr'R bence fate 
Does pay thy boos richly : Go, exis Mardian. 

Of, placke off, 
The feoen fold thield of diax cannes keepe 
The from my heert. Ob clesve my fides. 
Heart, once be thy Continent, 


ead 
Weepe for inv perdon. Sok muft be, fer now 
All he gthis Torture + 6nce the Torch ls ext, 
Lye downe end firsy no farther. New alllebour _ 


The Trazedse of 


Marres what it does: yes, very lorce encangles 

1c (cife with Rrengtb : Sesle chen,and ail 1s done. 
Eredt | come . Exes? Scay for me, 

Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wee lhand in head, 
And with our (prightly Port make the Ghofles gazes 
Dido, and her eaves thail wa T 5 

And ail che haum be ours, Come Eres, Eres 

Emer Eres. 


Ast. Swe Cleopatra dyed, 
I ewe fiv’d in fuch difhonour, cha the Gods 
Deveft my befencfle. 1, ther with my Sword, 
Querter'd the World, aod o're greene Neptunes beache ‘ 
Wich Ships, made Cities: condemne my icife, tolacke ‘ 
ee ee 
Then the by her death, our Cafar ec¥es 
I am Conqueror of my feile. Thou art fworne Eras, 
Thar when the exigent thould come, which new 
1s come indeed : Whea I thould fer behinds me 
Ta'ineustable profecetion of and herror, 
That on my command, thoe thea would ft kill me. 
Doo, the time is come : Thon firit'ft act me, 
*Tis Cafer chou defeat’. Put colour in thy Chocke, 
Eves. Toe Gods with-hold me, 
Shall } do ther which all che Parthien Derts, 


hough 
(Thess Lo syme,and could not. 


Woeld’f thou be window'd in greet Rosie, end fee 
Thy Mafter thus with pleache Armes, beading downe 
His corrigible aecke, his face fubdu'de 
Of Foreenace Cafar dna belont baer brended 
Cafar drewne before him, branded 
His Bafenetfe that enfoed. 
Eres. U would noe feet. 
din, Come then: tor with a wound} moft be er’. 
Draw tbat thy boneft Sword, which chou haf were 
Moft vfefull for thy Country. 
Eres. Ob fit,pardon me. 
Aart, When I did make thee free, feror'ht } not chen 
To do this when | bad thee f Do it as once, 
Or thy precedent Seruices ore all 
But accidents "2, Draw, end come. 
Bras. Faisehon we then thee Noble countenance, 
Whercin the worfhip of the whole world lyes. 
Arm. Noe thee. 
Exes. My {word is drewne. 
Aint, Then ket ic do 2 once 
The thing why thou haf deswne ic. 
= My deere Mafter, 7 ty 
NM raine, and . Lecme 
Before | Arike this Seedy rake, Farwell 
atu, 'Tis {sid man, and ferewell. 
Eres. Farewell grest Chiefe, Shall | trike now? 
Aa. Now Eros. Kides banfeifc. 
Exes. Why there chen: 
Thes I do efcapeche forrow of Aurbenies death, 
fat, Thrice-Nabler theo my felfe, 
Thovw teacheft me: Oh valiant Eves, what 
1 thoald, and thou could’ nox, my Queencand Eres 
Hoes by thei: brace inftruion got vpon me 
A Nob ineffe in Record. But I will bee 
A Bride- groome in my death, and run intoo’s 
Astos Lovers bed, Come then, 0d Eves, 
Thy Mofter dies thy Scholler; te do thus 
Tlesenz of thee How,nor deed? Nor dead? 
The Guera, how? Oh difpateh me, 




















: ? 

fat. theve done my weeks i Priends : 
Oh make an 

x And time ts et his Period. 

AL Alas,and wee. 

Aa Lene cn perenne 
8 I. 


one: Ce 
paces Thy dench and fortanes bid thy felewers fly 
This fword bat thewne ta Cofar with this cydings, 
Shall encer me with hie, 
Emer Diemedet. 
Die. Where's Asthony ? 
Desre. There Deemed there. 
Dian. Lives he: wile thoe not safwer man ?, 
dat. Ani chou there Dicmed? 
Draw thy furerd, and give met, 
Selbfing Arokes for death. 
Dem. Moft ebfolute Lord : 
My Mifiris Cleeparra fem me to thee. 
Am. Whea did thee fend thee? 


dah Where is the? (feore 


Would not be purg'd, the Cent you word (he was dead ; 
But fesring fince how k might worke,hacb (ent 
Me co preclaime che truth, and 1 am come 


Die. What hoa: the Emperors Gesrd, 
The Guard, what hos ¢ Came, your Lord calles. 
Ester 4.07 5. of the Cu rd of etarbery. 
Act. Beore me . Friends where Cirepatrabides, 
"Tis che Isft fervice chat J Chall command you. 
3 Woe,voe sre we fir, you may no: live co weare 
Fotiewers ove. 
Al, Moi besy yf 
Aa Nay good tay Fellowes, do not plesfe tharp fare 


Emer Cleopatra, and ber Maides aloft, wich 
Charmin & bras. 


Clee. Ob Charmiar, 1 will never go from hence. 
Char. Betomfored deere Madam. 
Cleo. No, I will nots 

All end terribleevents sre welcome, 

Bere s we difpife; our fize of forrew 

ion'd co ear coule, molt be os greet 

which makes x. 











‘Dies His death's vpon him, bus not dead, 
Leoke out o'th evhes ide your Menument, 
“us Guard haue browghe hin thither. 
Ester Autor ad tee Geard, 
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. Peace, 

Nex Valour hech e rethrowne 

april chub Triempht eax fae,” 
Chee. So it theuld be, 


Thac none but Aerbery thould cosquer thay, 
Bat woe ‘tis fe. ae . 























det. Lon ing; 
Theere pein heel 
Of many thovfend kiffes, che poore left 




















Of the full.Fortwa’d 








operstion. I 
OGania, wich hes mode eyes, 
And Rill Conclufion, thell acquire no Henour 
Dewvuring vpon me: but come, come Assheny, 
Helpe me my women, we mull draw thes vp . 
Aff good s. 

Aw, Ob quicte,or! ve tere: 

Clee, Heere's {port indeede : 
How heasy weighes my Lord ? 
Ont firengch is all gone into heasineffe, 
Thes makes che waight. Hed] greaz /awe's pewer, 
The wing'd fhould ferch thee vp, 
And fer thee by loues fide. Yer come slice, 
Withers were ener Fooles, Oh come, come, come, 


ewes e 
And welcome, eiees Dye Soewthoe bah 
Quicken with scant dante Rppes thes power, 
owt. 


















































Thos woald I weere 


oe ‘Tending dyin 
wf, Tem dying Egypt, 
Give me fome ibe, ander sos fosske ulin 


Clee. No, ler me fpeske. and let me rayle fo hye, 
That che felfe Hofwife Fortune, breake ber 
Prouok'd by my offence. 


Aa, One word ode Queene 
Of Cafe feeke your Honour, wich your fafety. Oh. 
Cleo. They donot gotogether. 
4m, Gentle heare we. 
None sboot Cafar cruft, bet Presuleisar. 
Ciro. My Refolution, and my hends, Ne trufi, 
Nene ebout Cefar, 
Aut, The miferable changenow ot my end, 7 
Lement nor forrow at : but pleafe your 
In feeding chem with chofe my former Fervenes 
Wherein Ilieed. The gresteft Prince ott world, 
The Noblef: end do now not befely dye, 
Not Cowardly put off my Helmer to 
My Counurymen. A Reman, by s Roman 
Valiantly venquifh’d. Now my Spaitis going, 



























6 The Trapedie ¢ 


Areleccl ow! wiser Tonclas esee 


fras, Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Msdere, Medan, 

ras. Royall Egypt: Emprefle. 

Char. Peace,perce,lras. 

Clee, No more bur in s Women, and commended 
By fech poore paffion, ss the M sid cher Mithes, 
And doe's the meaneft chares. Ic were for me, 
To throw my Scepr er at the inturious 
To cell chem chat this World did equall 
Till they bad lone our lewell. All's buc asught : 
Patience is fortith, andi does 
Become s Dogg. that’s aad: Then is ic fine, 
To ruth inco the fecret bonfe of death, 
Ece death dare cometo vs. How do you Women? 
What, whac good cheere? Why how now Charman? 
My Noble Gyrtes ? Ah Women, women! Looke 
Over Lampe is (pent, it’s oor. Good firs, coke heart, 
Wee'l bury hiro : And then, what's brave,what's Noble, 
Let's doo's afier the high Roraan fa thion, 
And make death proud totske vs. Come,away, 
This cafe of chac huge Spirit now is cold, 
Ah Wemen, Women! swe haue no Friend 
Bat Refolution,end the breefeft end. 

Exewes, bearing of Avthenies body. 


Emer Color, Agrippa Dekabela, Afenas with 
bis Comafell of Warre, 


Cafar. Go to him Debabefa, bid him yeeld, 
Bente As tell him, : 
He mockes che pawfes that he makes. 
Del. Cafar,\ hall 
Emer Decretas wab the fowde A . 
Caf. Wherefore is that? And what art chow that dar'ft 
Appeare shas to vs? 
Deck Lom eg conga . 
Marke Ambeny | {era'd, who befi wee worthie 
Beft tebe feru'd : whil't he fleod vp,end {poke 
He wae my Maficr, and I wore my life 
To fpead vpon his haters. Ifcbou please 
To coke me co thee, a6 } was tehim, je va 
Ue be to Cafar : if } pleafeht not, yeild ife. 
lof. la thou fey'ft ? ‘ oe 
Dec. fay (Oh Cafar) Anthony is dead. 
Cefar. The breaking of fo great a thing, (heuld make 
A gteatetcracke. The round World 
Should have fhooke Lyons into civil fireets, 
Aad Cictizens to their denaes. The death of atashssy 
Junot a fingle doome, in the name lay 
A meity of the world 
Dee. He is dead Cafar, 
Nox by a publike minifter of luftice, 
Nos by 3 hyred Knife, bue chet felfe-hand 
Which writ bis Hones in che Ads i did, 
Hoth with the Cowrage which the hesrt did lend it, 


Lens he a This is his Sword, 
robb'd his wound of ir: beheld ix Aaian’d 
With bis moft Noble blood. 

fq. Looke you lsd Friends, 






The Gods rebake me, but x is Tydings 
To wath the 
itis, 


Del. And 
v6 te lemens 


That Nacere maft 
Our mot 
Adee Fis taeus and Honours, "d equal wah hare. 
Dole. A Race {pith never =e 
Did ftcere homanity : but you Geds will give vs 
Some fouirs to make vsmen. Cafar is touch'd, 
Adee. When lech 2 fpscious Mirres's fer before hue, 
He aspire fee him felfe. 
Cafe. eatheny 
1 a followed thee to this, but we do lsench 
Difestes in eur Bodics. I mult perforce 
Hace hewee other ch ehing dy, 
Or looke on chine : we could nos fal together, 
Ia che whole werld, Bet yer let me lament 
With teares a3 Soweraigne as the blood of hearts, 
Tha chou my Brother, my Cervperitor, 
In top of all defigne ; stein Empire, 
Friend and Compsnienin the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mive owne Body,sod the Heart 
Where mine his thowg hes did kindle; char our Stacres 
Voreconcilisble, thould divide cer equalreffe to this. 
Heare me good Friends, 
Bat I will tell you st fame meeter Seafon, 
The behine fle of chis man lookes out of him, 
Wee heare him what he foyer. 
Enter an VEgypiims. 
Whence are you? 
vEgp. A poore Egyptien yer, the Qucen my auiferrs 
Confido all fhe have Mocaene nn? 
el intents, dehres, inftrugion, 






















Exs. 
- Come hither Preendeims. Go and fay 

We purpote her no thame : give her what comforts 

The quality ofber pation fhall require ; 

Lesft in her greatneffe, by fome mortal ftroke 

She do defeate vs. For her lifein Rome, 

Would be eternal! in our Triemph : Go, 

And with your (peedieRt. bring es what the foyer, 

And how you finde of her. 

Pre. Cefar] hall. Exit Proculem. 

Caf. Callnago you slong : where's Delabela, so fe- 
cond Proculeen 

Ml. Delebelia. 

Caf. Let him alone : for ] remember now 
How hee's imployd : he thaliia time be ready, 
Ge with me to my Tent, where you (hali (ee 
How hardly } was drewne imo this Warre, 
How calme and omar ny 
Joall my Wriings. Go with me, 

What lean thew in this. Event. 


Eater Cleopatra, Charmian, ira, and Aardeas. 


Cise. My defolation does begin to make 
Aberat KG Tipe tobe chie, 
Not being Focrune, hes's bat Fortunes khnsee, 
A eniniftes of her will : andit is great 









Thou mean’? ce have him grent thee. 
Cleo. What's thy name? 


tSca ti ea ot oo bad a ll pace 
1 donot greetly care to be deceia’d 
That hauc no vfe fos f your 


Clee. Pray you tell hie, 
1 am hie Foraunes Vala, and I fend him 
The Greatneffe he has gor. Thoucely learne 
A Dodtrine of Obedience, sad would gledly 
Looke him i'th'Fece. (deere Lady 
Pro. This Ite fa ) 
Heue comfort, for know ight is pictied 
See aahiniie 
Pre. You y be farpriz’d: 
Guard her till Cafar come, — a 
Ira. Royel 


Clee. Stz, 1 will eare so omcesiN aie 6s, 


Will not wake pionson'd at your Mafters Court, 
Nor once be chaftic’d with the fober eye 

Of dull Offenus. Shall pe hire me vp, 

And fhew me co the fhowting Variotane 

Of ceafuring Rome ? Recher ¢ ditch in Egype. 
Be gence gtave voro me, recher on Nylus mudde 
Lay me flacke.nak'd, end ler che water-flies 
Blow me into sbhorting ; racher make 


My Cosncries high pytemides wy Gibbet, 


rage, mop Sere aie 
petorbap sass forther 
ot then you thel! 
Finde caale bo Cafer. r 
Ester Delabela, 
eailecea seco aws 

Whar done, after Cofar knewes, 
And he bath Sartacihet far tna Coca, 
lle cake her co 


Ob fach anocher fleepe, that 1 might fee ‘a 
Buc {ach snocher man. 
Dol. ifte might pleafe 


Cleo. His foce wes ca ths iteaauaiaad ciuialachs 


De, Moh Creacare. 

Chee, His legges beftsid the Ocese, his reed arme 
Crefted the world : His vayce wea propertied 
As ail che cuned Spheres, eird choc to Friends s 
Buz when be meant co quaile,and hake the Orbe, 
He was as Thunder, . For his Bouncy, 
There was no wineer in't. An Aucheny it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : His 
Were Dolphio-like, they thew'd his beckeebous 

hey liu'd in : In his Livery 

Watk'd Crownes sad Crowners-Reslaw & Lflands 
As plates dropt from hue pocket, 

Del. ¢. 


(lee. Thinke you chere was os mighs be fach aman 
As this I dreampe of? 
De. Gearle 


Madem, no. 
Clas. You Lye vp ro the heating of 
Bee dthere be, noc cues were one 


By the rebound of yours, « greete that faites 
My very hesrtatroote. - 
Cleo. Ishenke you Gr : 


Cleo. Hee'l lesde me then in Trhunph, 
Dol. Mademhewill 1 know’e. 
Boner Preculeieu, Calar, Gallen, blecenas, 
and csbars of bis Tr aiat. 
41. Make way there Calo. 
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As things bet dose by chance. 
Clee. Sole Sit och’ World, : 
Lcannot proved euine owne conte fo well 
Te mate itcleare, but do confefe Ihaue 
Bene ladco with like {csilcies, which before 
Hase often tham'd ovr Sex. 
Cofar. Clesparra know, 
Weetlcneetn tbr es ert 
If youapply to our ineents, 
Whichtowerdsyos ere maf gene, fhell fiade 
A benetc vo this change Dat you 
Tolsy oa me « Cevelty, by taking 
Visa cote you bal ote you al 
of purpotes, you children 
sbi pwd which Fre geard them from. 
Ifchereco you celye. Ile take my leave. 
Cheo.And mey through all the world: tis yours, & we 
Sascheons, end petal ga thal! 
Bangin war place you ie . Here my good Lord. 
dar, You thall sduife we in all for C a. 
Cleo. This is che breefe : of Money, Place, 8 lewels 
1 ame pofich of, tis exaAlly valewed, 
Not petty things edmicted, Where's Selenran ? 
Phas isiny Trecloreri him fpeake 
Che. Thisismy orer, let Lerd 
Vpon his perill, char I hae refensd ore) 
Tomy felfenethiag. Speske the truch Salssrm. 
Sele. Moder ad rather feele my lippes, 
Then co my perill (peoke that which is noe 
Cleo. haue | kept backe. 
Sal. Boough so purchsfe whet you hase made known 
. Nay bluth noc Cleopatra, I approve 
Oa lr in the deede. 
Clee, See Cafar : Oh behold, 
rede neni ollowed : Mine will now be yours, 
Aad fheuld we thift eflates, yours would be mine 
The ingratitude of this Selraras, does 
Buen make are wilde. Oh Slaue, of no more truft 
Then touether’s hyr'd? What goeft thou backe, } thal 
Ge becke I warrant thee: bat Ile catch chine eyes 


b chey had wings. Slaue,Soale-leffe, Villsio, 
= = aed me 


Cafar. Good Queene, let vs intrest you. 

Clee. O Cefar, what a wounding fhame is this, 
That thou vouchfafing heere to vifit me, 
Deing the Hooour of chy Lordlineffe 
Teone fo meeke, that mine owne Seruent 
Parcelb the fume of my difgreces, by 
Addition offhis Bruy. Ssy (good Cafar) 
Thee 3 fone Lady trifles have referu'd, 
Jexnoment toyes, things of fech el ptr 

snd fay 


hath jit aire eared 
Some Nobler roken I have kepe apart 


For Linda and Uflauia, co induce 

Their mediction, moft | be ynfotded 

Whi ene that | heve bred : The Gods! ic finives me 
Bensech sbu fall Ihave. Prythee go henes, 







The Tragedie of 







we the are mi 


2 Be ie known,thes 
For things chet ochess de : end we fall, 
Are therefore to be pitied. 


Cofor. , 
Ssewis poston hav ajuaeka aaewicais 
Put we ich Rell of Conqueft : fill bee’t yours, 
Beftow it st your plesfare, and belecve 
ve rbhendereaarrasa wacker gba le 

things that Merchants fold. Therefore be cheer'd, 

prifons: No deere Queen, 

Por we ietend foto wt Aco a 
Your felfe thell gue vs cown{ell : Feede,and fleepe 
Our care and pitty Is fo much vpen you, 
Thet we remaine your Friend, and fo adieu. 

Clee. My 20d my Lord, 

Cafar. Not for Adiee. 

Excant Cafar, and bus Traine, 

Clee. He words me Gyries,he words me, 
That | thould not be Noble co my fetfe. 
sa esa ohir-ibae leper 

tras, Fini Lady, che bright dey is done, 
hadweuctoc te bute’’ eed 

Clee. Hye th espaine, 
Thane fpoke already, and it is prousded, 
Go pat ke tothe 

Char. Madaa, | will, 

Ester 


Del. Where's the Queece? 

Char, Behold Gr. 

Clee. Dolabelia. 

Del, Madar, as thereto fworne by year comannd 
ahaa my loue makes Religion to obey) 

tell you this : Cefer through Syrie 
Inten ds his io , and within three r 
You with goor Children will he fend : 
Make your beft vfe of this. I have perform'd 
Your pleafure , and my promife. 

Clee. Dolabelia,\ Thail remaine your debres. 

Del. L your Servant: 

Adiev good Queene, | muft acreod on (afar, 

Clee. Farewell, and shenkes. 

Now /ra, whacthiak'ft thou? 

Thou, an 120 (hail be thewne 

In Rome afwell as 1: Mechanicke Sianes 

With greazie Aproos,Rules and Hammers fhall 
Vplife v¢coche view, Io cheir chicke breathes, 
Ranke of c. dyet thall we be caclowded. 
And fore’d to drinke their vapour 

fra, TheGods forbid, . 

Clee. Nay, tismoft certsine Jras: fawcie Lior 
Will catch as vs like Strumpets, and fcald Riers 
eae Ty wth eg The quicke Comedians 

sae io w ¢ vs, and prefens 
Our Sabian Revels: Anhesy 
Shall be evegie eee forth, and J thall fee 
Some Clapatra greacochle 
Teh = ie oft Where. eas 


po 

bra, O the good Gods! 

Cleo. Noy that’s certains. 

Fras. VWeneverfee’s? for J am fare mine Naties 
Are ftronges then mine eyes. 











Ext 
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Clee, Why cbat's the oole theis preparsticn, calls | fee bim rowle hienfeife 


A ebtard 
And to conquer their moft ablerd :atents. 
re Esto Charaum. 

ow 


(Cbarmias. 
Shew me my Women like s :Go fetch 
My beft Actyres. I am agamme for Cidran, 
To meece ALarke Aucheny, Sirre ras, g° 
(Now Noble Charmies, wee'l difpecch wndeede,) 
Aad when theu haft done this chare, Ile give thee leave 
To plsy till Deomefday : being es all, 


worfe wate. | 
W herefore's this noife ? 
Emer « Geardfman. 
Gardf. Heere is 2 rursil Fellow, 
Thac will noc be denyde your Highaeffe prefence, 


He brings you Figges. 
Che Lai hae oo Exit Guardfmen. 
What poore on [nftrument 
May doa Noble deede : he brings me hberry: 
My Refolution’s plac’d, and I have noching 
Of woman lo me : Now trom head co foote 
Tam Marble couftanc : now the fleeting Moone 
No Planet is of mine. 
Enter Cuardfman pnd Clowee. 

Guardf, This is the men. 

Cle, Avoid,snd leaue him. Ex Guardfaan. 
Haft the pretty worme of Nylus there, 

That killes end psines noe? 

Clow. Troly t have bim : but J would not be the par- 
tie chat fhould defire you co toach him, for his byting 1s 
jramortall : chofe that doe dye of it, doe feldome of ne~ 
ocr reconer. 

Cle, Remember’ft chow eny that heue dyed on't ? 

Clow. Very many, men sad womentoo. I besrdof 
one of them no longer then yefterday, a very honeft wo. 
yan, but fomething giuen co lye, a8 8 womsn fhoald not 
do, but in the wev of honefty, how fhe dyed of the by- 
cing of it, what paine the fele: Truely, fhe makes 0 verie 
good report o'th'worme :bat he chat wil beleeue all chaz 
they fay. thall never be faved by halfe chat they do: buc 
chistes mofi falliable, the Worme’s an odde Wurme. 

Cleo. Ger chee hence, farewell. 

Clow, \ veth you all soy of the Worme. 

Cleo, Farewell. 

Clow You mult thinke this (leoke you,) thac the 
Wore will do his kinde, 

(too. 1,1, facewell. 

Clow. Looke you, the Worme is not to bee wafted, 
but inthe rarest wife people : for indeede, there ts 
fo soodneffe in the Worme. 

Clee. Te no care, 3t (hall be heeded. 

Clow. Very good: gine it noching | prey you, for ix 
is not worth the feeding, ad 

(leo. Will it cave me? 

Clow. You moft,noc think J ero fo Graple,bur I know 
the druci! himfelfe will noc cate 9 women : | know, thee 
8 woman is « difh for the Gods, if rhe dieell dreffe her 
Mor. But troly,thefe fame whorfon diaels doe the Gods 
great herme in cheis women : for in cucry cenne chet they 
make, the duels marre fue. 

Cleo, Well, get chee gone, farewell. 

Clow. Yes fosfooch : I with youioy o'th'worm, Exa 

Cice Give me my Robe,put on my Crowne, I have 
Tmmmortall longings inme, Now no mere 
The wyee of Egypts Grape thall moyft this lip. 

Yace, yate, good /ras ; quicke : Me chinkes J 


To aed Sacer I hesre bem mock 
The lacke of Cafar, which che Gods geue men 
i So afcer bap Husbend.! come: 
ow co thas name, my Courage proue 
1 om Fire, and Ayre; suites 
A gout co bales life. So,hevs you done? 
Come then, snd cake the isl warmth ofmy Lippes. 
Farewell kinde Cherian, ira, long ferewell, 
Heaee | the Afpiche in my lippes ?Doft fall? 
If thou, and Nature can fo gently part, 
The ftroke of death is as s Lovers pinch, 
Which hurts,snd is defir’d. Def thou lye Astle 
Ifthes thou venifheft, thou cell’A the world, 
Tes ee ee 
Cha. thicke clowd,& Raiee, 
The Gods themfelves do soe mey Gy 
Cle. This proves me bale; 
If the fir meete the Curled ‘ 
Wisbenion ce fpead chat hide 
chis my hesuen to heue.Come chow mortal wresch 
With thy tharpe ceeth chis knoe inenoficate, 
Of life st once vntye : Poore venomous Foole, 
a re rai alia ot could'f those pt Sek 
nat Leight heare thee call great Cela vnpolicied, 
Cher. Bh Esfterne eae . : 
Clee, Peace.peace : 
Doft chou not fee my Baby as my breaft, 
That fuches the Nurfe afl 
. bar, lta 'Obreake! 
doo. As (weet as Balme, 9s foft 89 Ayre, es gentle. 
O Auhony! Nay | will cake chee too. ia 
Wha thould J flay 
Cner. In this wilde World ¢ So fare chee wells 
Now boaft thee Death, m thy poffeffion lyes 
A Lafle enparalell'd. Downse Windowes cloze, 
And golden Phoebus neuer be beheld 
Of eyes againe {o Royall: your Crownesawsay, 
Tle mend it,and then play——= 
Eater the Guard rafting in, and Delabolln 
8 Guard. Where's the 
Char, Speake foftly, wake her not. 
3 Cefar hah fene 
Char, Too flow a Meffenger, 
Oh come apace, difpatch, l partly feele thee. 
t Approach hoa, 
All's not well : Cafar's beguild. 
2 There's Delabella fers from Cafar : call hie. 
s What worke is heere Charavsan ? 
Is thie well done? 
Cher. !¢is well done,snd fitting for « Princeffe 
Defcended of fo many Royall Kings. 
Ah Souldier. Charsnan dyes 


Ester Delabola. 


Del. How goes it beers? 

9.Guard. All dead. 

Del. Cafar, chy thoughes 
Touch chert effedts in this : Thy felfe art comming 
Tofee perform’d the dreaded AQ which thos 
So foughe’f to hindes. 


Emer Cafer and oll bis Traive, marching. 


AL A way theres =e Cafar. 





Dyes. 
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Del, Ob fir, you are too lure an Auguter 
That yoo did feare, is done. 

soaire porpotes ind being Royall 

at our 9 

Tockcbe Sosa ey Cac oaie of nek dean: 
J.do not fee them bicede. 

Del, Who was laft with them? 

1 Guard. Geople Countryman, thar broghe hir Figs: 
This was his Basket. 


fe 
This Cheraiew liu’d but now, fre ftood and Spake : 
1 found ber trimming vp he Disdem 5 
On her dead Mifiris trembiing|y the flood, 
Andon the fodaine deopt. 
Cafar, Oh Nodle weakencile : 


« Sscereon 

There is a vent of Bioed, and Something blowne, 
The ike is on her Arme. 

1.Gaard. This isan Afpickes traile, 
And thele Figge-leaves hage flime vpon 
As ch’Afpicke leaves vpon the Caves of Nyle. 

oe af Moft probable 
Ther fe the dyed: for her Plryfician cels mee 
5 = purlu'de Conclafions infine 

esfie wayes:o Take vp her bed, 

the earth [hail clip in it 

A peyre fo famous : high events as thefe 
Serike chofe char make them : and their Story is 
No leffe in piety,then his Glory which 
Broughe them 
in 
And thence Rome. Come Delebels, fee 
High Order, in thes great Solmemany. Exsmecmurs 
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eA dus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Bigge of this Gentlemen (our Theame ) deceaft 
Ashe wasborne. The King he takes the Babe 





















3. Cent, Tohs protection, cals him Poffhansae Leoware, 
1Ou do not meet e man but Frownes. Breedes him, end makes bir of his Bed-chamber, 
NGA Our bloods no more obcy the Heauens Pots co hi all che Learnings that his rime 
Xan fey ae Then our Coortiers : Could make him the receiver of, which be cooke 
Men} aire Still feeme a do's the Kings. As we do syre, faft as ‘cwes minifired, 
3 Geot, Bux what's the matter? And in’s Spring, became s Harueft_ Lru’d in Court 
3. His daughrer ,and the here of skingdome (whom (Which rare it is to do) mo? prais’d, moft loud, 
He perpor’dio hie wives (ole Sonne,» Widdow A fample cothe yongeft: co th'more Mawre, 
Thactace be martied ) hach referr'd her felfe A giaffe that feaced chem : and co the graver, 
Vato s poore, but worthy Gentlemen. She's wedded, A Childe that gunded Dotards. To bis Mifris, 
Her Hasband banith'd ; fhe imprifoo'd, oll (For whom he now 18 banith’a) her owne price 
Is outward forrow, though I chinke che King Proclaimes how fhe efteem’d him; and his Versue 
Be couch'd at very bean. By her ele6tid may be truly read, whac kind of man beis. 
3 None bat the King? 3 lL honor hitn,even our of your report. 
a Hethac hath lofiher too : fois the Queene, Bur pray youtell me, is the fole childe to'th King ? 
That moft defir'd the Match. But not « Courier, 3 His onely childe: 


Akhoogh chey wease their faces co the bent He had two Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 

Ofthe Kings lookes, hach s heart thas is not Marke aoe eldeft of ther, at chree yeares old 

Glad at the thing they fcowle at. Sth'twaching cloathes, the other from their Nusfery 
2 And why fo? Were floine, and to this houre, no gheffe in knowledge 
a He char hach mi(s’d the Princeffe, is a thing Which evsy they wen. 

Too bsd, for bad report : and he chat hath her, 3 How long isthis ago? . 

(1 mesne, cbat married her, alacke good man, y Some twenty yeares. 

Andtherefere banith’d) 1s a Creacore, fuch, 2 Thsca Kings Children fhoutd be fo conury'd, 

Astoferke through the Regions of the Earth Soflackely guarded, and the feasch fo flow 

For one, his Iike ; there would be fomeching (eling That could not trace them. 

In him, that Choald compare. 1 do not chinke, 3 Howfoere, ‘tis Arange, 

So faire 0 Outward, and fach Auffe Withio Or that the negligeuce may well be lavgh'’dat: 

Endowes a man, bac hee. Yer is ic crue Sir 





























3 You fpeake bim farre. 3 1 do well beleeve you. 

@ I de estend him (Sir)within himfelfe, 3 We mult forbeare. Heere comes the Genlemsn, 
Crefhhin snide anaes ynfold The Queene, and Princeffe. Exot 
His mesfere duly. . 


3 What's his name,snd Birch? ree 
g Tcannot deluc him co the roote : His Fat 
Was call'd Sscilésr, who did ioyne his Honor Scena Secunda : 
Again che Romanes, with Caffbalen, 
But bad his Tiles by Tavern, whom a 
Fle fere’d wth Glory,and admir'd Succeffe : 






So gain'd the Sut-additon, Leswatns. Enter the Qusene, Pofthanna, and Imogen. 

and had (befides thas Gentleman in queftion) 

T wo other Sonnes, who in che Warres o'th'tirae Qe, No,be effor'd yoo thall not finde axe(Daugheer) 

Dy'de with thetr Swords in hand.For which,cheirFather | After che Mander of moft Srep-Mothers, 

Then old,and fond of yifue, rooke fuch forrow EBuill-ey’d vnto you. You're my Prifoner, but 

Thar he quic Being ; sad his gentle Lady You: Gaoles hall delsoer you she keyes =e 
zB 3 
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Ther locke vp your refrsine, Box you Pofthames, And bicathe good RemindersofheCoure: 


Se foone as 1 can win th'offea Ing, 
I will be knowne your Aduocate : marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in hien, eed ‘twere good 
You lesa’d vaco his Seacence with pecience 
Year wifedomne mey informe 
Poff. *Pleafe your Hig eC, 
J will from hence co day. 
2a, Youknow the peril : _ 
Ile fetch a turne aboucthe Garden, Piteying 
The pangs of barr'd Affedtions, chough the King 
Hath charg’d you fhoald nor Speaker . Exie 
fave. O difiembling Ceriefie ! How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where the wounds? My deeseft Husband, 
I foracthing feare my Fathers wrath, bet nocthiog 
(Alwayes referu'd my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You mult be gone, 
And 1 hall beere abide the hourely (hot 
of 3 nor comfosced to live, 
Bur that there is this Iewell in the wosid, 
That I sy fee sgaime. 
Poft. My Queene, my Mifris: 
oe) ay be no more, leaft I give caufe 
Tobe fufpected of more tendernefie 
Then doth become s resn, | will remsine 
Lb sihay brake husband, that did ere plight troth, 
M ein Rome, at one Fiferve’s, 
Whe, te my Facher was a Friend, to me 
Koowne bat by Lecter; thicher write (ary Queene) 
And wich mine eyes, Ile écinke che words yon fend, 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 
Eater 


come, I 
How much of his difplesfure : potaneu him 
To walke this way : lL neuer dohim wrong, 
Bat he do’s bay my Iniaries, to be Friends : 
Payes deere for my offences. 
Poff. Should we be taking leave 
Aslong s terme as yet we have to live, 
The losthneffe to depart, weald grow : Adieu. 
Ime, Nay, fay sliule; 
Were you but riding forth ro rhe our felle, 
Such parting were (oe petty. ¢ heere (Love) 
This Diamood wasrmay Mothers; tahe it (Heart) 
But keepeic till you woo snother Wife, 
When ts dead. 
Pet. How,how? Another? 
You gentle Gods, give me bur this J have, 
And feare vp my embracements from a next, 
ith bonds of death. Remaine,reroaine thou heere, 
While fenfe can aie won: And preeeh faireft, 
Asl e (elfe) did exchange for you 
To mies ger aes leffe ; foin our trifles 
TNill winne of you. For my fake weare this, 
Ic is a Manacle of Love, Ile place it 
Vponchis fayreft Prifoner, 
lwo. O the Gods ! 


Po. Atsckethe King. Pe smeey ae 
Cc afeh chiag, auoy my 
If shan’ this command chon ampbe the Court 
With thy vnworthineffe, thou dyeft. Away, 
Thee’: Reyfon tomy bleod. 
Poff Gods prote& you, 


gone. 
Smo, There canmorbe 2 pinch in death 
More then chisis. 


‘me. O bleed, that Imight not: I chefe en Eaghe, 
And dd ete ppb 
C. took? » Bep per, would ft henc made 
Theone, s Seace for baleoeie. 
ave, No, rather added a faftre co it, 
Cym. Ochou vilde one! 
lene. Sit, 
Icis your faule thac J hauelou'd Pofbemcas: 
You bred hin as my Play-fellow, and heis 
A men, worth any woman : Ouer-buyes mee 
Almoft che fumme he peyes. 
Cys. What? srt thoumsad > , 
Jame. Almoft Sic : Heaven reftore me : would I wese 
ANeat-heards Daughter, and my Lesestas 
Oar Neighbour- Shepheards Sonne. 


Enter Ru le 
Cym. Thou foolith ching ; 
They were againe cogether : you hsue done 
Nox sfter our command Away withher, 


And penher vp. 
‘Se Befeech your patience : Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Svecet Soweraigne, . 
Leaue vs to our felues,ead meke yous (elf ome com 
Out of your beft eduice. 
Cy. Nay let her jangaith 
A i of blood a day, and being sged 
Dye of this Folly. Oris, 
Eater Pifawe. 
Qs, Fye. you mult give way : 
Heereis your Seruam. Hownow Sir? What newes ? 
Pafa. Peta yout Sonne, drew on my Meftcr. 
a 


Noharmel traflis done? 
Pia. Theremight have beene, 
But chat my Mafler rather plaid, then foughr, 
And had no helpc of Anger : they were pasted 
By Genilemen, et head. 
Qe. Lam very glad on’. 
Imo. Your Son's my Fathers friend, he tokeshis pert 
To draw vpon an Exile. O brave Sir, 
1 weuld they were in ASricke both together, 
My felfe by with a Needle, thar T might proche 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Maftes ? 
Pifa. On his command : he would oct (offer nce 
To bring him roche Howen: left chefe Notes 
orhelins commands I fhould be fubie@ coo, 
pleas’d you ro me. 
m This hte 
Yous faithfell Servant : I dare lay mine Honcer 
He will remaine fo 
Pia. T bembiy chanke your Highneffe. Oe 
e 


og ee ee ee 





kL 


Pray e with me; 
an Bcd tesypa ce coy Ved aed: 
For chis tive leaue me. 





Scena T ertia. 





Enter Chtten sed two Lords, 


2. Sir, 1 would eduile you to thift s Shirt: the Vie- 
fence of AGionhash made you reek a8 0 Sacrifice: where 
comes owt, syre comes in: There's none sbroed fo 


\bolefomne es that you vent 

(lee, Weny Shit were bloody, then to thift ic. 
Exawe I bert hic? 

2 No faith : noe fo much at his patience. 

« Hart bem ? His bodie's ap Carksffe if hebec 
wot herr. Ic is athrough-fare for Scecle if 2 be not hurr. 

= His Steele was in debs, ic went oth’Backe- fide the 
Toweoe. 

Cla. The Villaine would not fisnd me. 

3 No, but he fled forward fill, coward your face. 


1 S$csnd you ?you have Land enough of yoar ewne: 


put he added ro your hauing, gaue yoo fome ground. 

3 Asmany Inches,as you haue Oceans( Puppies.) 

Cle. 1 would they had not come berweene vs. 

3 So weuild |, cili you hed mesfur'd how long » Foole 
you were pon the ground. 

Clee. And that thee fhould love this Fellow, andse- 
foie mee. 

2 1f « bes fincomskes true eleQion, the is demn'd. 

1 Sit,as t cold you elwayes : her Beaucy & her Braine 

notrogether, Shee’s s good figne, but I have feenc 
Fall refieion of her wit. 

3 She fhines not vpon Fooles, jeaft che reflection 
Should hurt her. 


Cle. Come. lle co my Chamber; would these had 


beene fome hurt done 


2 1 with pot fo, vnleffe it bsd bun che fallof an Affe, 


which is no grest bert. 
Ckt. You! go with vs? 
3 lestrend yoor Lordthp. 
Cis. Nay come, let's go together. 
3 Well my Lord. 





Scena Quarta. 





Bator | mages aed Pifanie. 


Ine] would thow grew'ft vate che fheres oth Haven, 


And ioe every Saile: ifhe fhould write, 
Pier sei seh ant geal ah 
As offer’d mercy is : What was che laft 


That he fpake co chree? 

Pifa, 1c wes his bis 

Jae, Thea wae'd his Handk ? 

Pife. And hifi le, Madam. 

Imo. Senteleffe therein chen 1: 
And chae wae all? 


Pifa. ‘No Madem : far fo loog 


fucent. 


aaa oa e 


Ast could make ree with his eye 
Diftinguith him from others, be did k 


Hew (wife his Ship. 

lune. Thos thould Rt hene made teow; 
Aslitele.ss 8 Crow, or leffe, are lefe 
To efter-eye bim. 

fae 1 woul reac beak 

d eine cye-firings 
Crack’d them, but to loeke vpon bim, till the di 
Of fpsce, had him therpe as wy Needle 3 
Nay, followed bien, till be had meised from 
ence ps ofa Gnat, co ayre : and thes 

Hae com’d mine eye,sod wept, But good Pffaaie 
When thail we beasc freen hire. : 

Pia. Be sflus'd Mader, 
With his nexc vancage. 

Jee, 1 didnot take my leave of him, but had 
Moft pretty things to fey : Ere I could tell him 
How I woutd thinke on bres ax certame boures, 
Such thoughts, and fech: Or 3 could mekebicn (were, 
The Shees of lesly thould nor berrey 
Mine Jotereft, and bis Honour : or haue charg’d him 
Arche fixc houre of Mome, at Noone, st Midoighe, 
Tencouner me with Osifons, for thea 
J am in Heauen for hie: Or ere! 
Grae him that parting kiffe, which I hed fee 
Betwirc two charming words, comes ta my Facher, 
Aad hike the Tyrannous breathing of che North, 


Shakes al} our buddes from growmeg. 
Euwe Lag 


Le. The Queene ( Madem) 
Defires your Highoefle Company. 

Ime. Thole things I bid you do, get them difpecch’&, 
I will atsend the 


Pfs. Madam,! : Exeaws. 





Scena Quinta. 





Emer Philario, lachime : « Frenchman a Deeeh. 
man and 6 

Jach, Beleeuc ic Sic, 1 haue feene him in Brieaine; hee 
was then of a Creffent noce, expe Ged to prowe fo woor- 
chy, 0s fince he hazh beene allowed chenameef, Bact 
could thea have look’d on his , without the help of Ad- 
anration, though the of his cadowements bed 
bia cabled by his Gde,and [ co peruse him by Icems. 

Phi. You (peake of him when he was leffe farnith'd, 
then aow hee is, with thar which makes him beth with- 
oat, and within. 

Preach. I hane {eene him in France : wee bad very me. 
ny there, could behold che Senne, with ae firme eyes 02 
hee. 


bath, This macrer of bis Kings Daughter, 
wherein he mafi be org tardy by her valew, chen 
his owne, werds him(? ner)e great deale from the 


meester. 

Freech. Ard then his banifhmenc. 

lash, 1, end the ofchole chet weepe this 
lamentable divorce vader hes colours, are wonderfally 


/ 


372 





The Tragedy of Grmbeline. 
co extend him,be it but to Sed a 


elfe an ealie bectery might lay fist for 
without leffe quality. But how comes it,he is to fovcerne 
with vou? How creepes scquaintance ? 

Pb, His Fetber and | were Souldiers together, to 
whom J haue bin often bewnd for no lefle then my life, 
Excer PoRtbumm. 

Heere comes ced ere eS him sgt eneestsined a- 

R you,as fures wah Genilemen of your knowing, 
es tannge of bis qualky. I befeech you all be besser 
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I commend to ; 
asa Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy heis, f will 
leaue to appeare hereafter, cather then Rory him in his 
owne hearing. 

Preach. Sus we baue knowne togither in Orleance. 

Peft.Since when.! haue bin debror to you for courte- 
fies, which I will be ever ro pay end yet pay Ail. 

French. Sit,you o’re-rate my poore kindnefic,] was 
g)sd 1 did attone my Countryman end you:1t hed beene 
piery you fhould have beene pat together, with fo mor. 
tall s purpofe.as then each bore, vpon unportance of fo 
flight and criutall 9 necure. 

Poff, By bbe pardon Sir,] was then s young Trevel- 
lee, cacher fhan'd ro go even with whet i heard, then io 
my cuery sion co be puided by others experiences: bur 
vpon my mended sudgemens (st [offend co fay it ts men- 
ded) my Quartell was ot altogether fiighe. 

Freuch. Faith yes, to be puc co the arbuermene of 
Swords, and by fuch two that would by all likelyhood 
heue confoanded one the orher or have falne both. 

Sach. Can we with manners, aske what wasthe dif- 
ference * 

French, Safely, 1 thinke, cwasa contention in pub- 
licke, which may (without contradiéion) (uffer theres 
port. It was much fike an argument chae fell out Jaf 
wet, where each of es felt 10 praife of ovr Countey- 
Mifteeffes. Tis Gencleman.ar thactime vouching (and 
vpon warrant of bloody affirmation) his to be more 
Fare, Verrvous, Wife, Chafte, Contant, Qualified and 
leffe arcemptible then any, she rereft of our Ladies on 
Fraunce. 

feck. That Lady isnot now living; ot this Gencle- 
mans opinion by chis, worne oor. 

Poff. She holds her Vereve full,and I my mind 

fash You muft not lo ferre preferre her, Yore ours of 
Italy. 

Poth. Bemg foferre provok'd os I wes in France:] 
would abare her nothing though | profeffe my felfe her 
Adorer, not her Friend. 

Jerb, As fare, and 25 good: kind of handin hand 
comparifon, had beene fomething too faire, and too 
good for any Lady in Bricanie; if the went before others. 
t have feene as that Diamond of yours out-lufters many 
I have beheld, 1 couldnor beleeve the excelled many : 
ber 3 have not feene che moft precious Diemond that is, 
nor you the Ledy. 

Poft. 1 prass’d heres I cated hers fo'do J my Stone. 

lack, What do you efteeme it ot? 

Pet, More then che world enioyes. 

Tach, Eithet your vnparsgon’d Miftiss is dead, or 
the s our-priz’d by a trifle 

Pot. You ste carftaken: the one may be folde or gi- 
wen,or if there were wealth enough for the purchsles,or 
merite for the gutft. The ocher isnot ething for fale, 
and onely the guift ofthe Gods. 

lech. Which the Gods bane given you! 


Lach. You may were her ia title yours : bur 
know ftrange Fowle light vpor ne Ponds. 
Your Ring may be floine tao fo yosr brace of v 
ble Eftsmenons,the one is bus fraile, and che other Cofa- 
all; gps, Piguate or a (thet way) accompith'a 
— benserd the winning beth of firft and 

Poff. Your Italy .containes none fe accomphth'ds 
Courtier to conuince the Honour of my Miftris : if mn the 
areoenp Jar bpm of thet, you rerme her fraile, 1 done. 
thing you have flore of Theenes,necwichfleading 
1 feare not my Ring, 

fr epee age pido ase 

» Sis, w my beart. The worthy Signior J 
ari eels weare fossil 


lech. With fiue times fo much conuerfation,! fhould 
ett groand of your faize Miri, make her go backes- 
wen co the yeilding, hed | edmitcence, end opporumizie 
co friend, 

Poff. None. 

ath. 1 dare thereupon pewne the moytic of my E. 
fate, to your Ring, which in my opiaion o're-valves ic 
(umebing : but I make wy wager cother egein your 
rainy inka er grim And to berre yous ef. 
sore to, | otsemp: it egsinfl any Lady im 
the world, 

Pof. You sre s greet desle abus'd in too bold s per- 
fwebon,and } dovb: not you feftaine whe y'are worthy 


_ of. by you Attempt. 


fon beset > 
Poftt. ARepulle thee At 23 you call 
it)deferue se if ree se a ae 

Phi, Gentlemen enough of this, it came in too fe- 
dainely Jest dye asst was borne,and | prsy you be bet- 
ter acquainted. 

fach Would J had pur my Ftste.end any Neighbors 
on ch’spprobation of whet ! have fpoke, 

Pof. What Lady would you chufeto sflaile? 

lech, Yours,whomin confiancre you thinke Aands 
fo fafe. 1 will lay youteo thoufands Duckers to your 
Ring, thee commend me coche Court where you Ls. 
dy 1, vith No more aduancege then the uairie of 
tecond conference, and 1 will bring from thence, that 
Honor of hera,which you imagine fo reterw’d. 

Postbwen. Iwill wage eganf your Gold, Gold te 
1t: My Ring 1 bolde deere as my finger, tis part of 


it 

lech You are a Friend, and there in che wifer :fyou 
buy Ladies Aicth asa Million aDrem, you cennot pre- 
feure x from raining; but | fee you have fome Religice 
in you,that you 

Poftbs. This is but a cuflome inyour tongue yee 
beare 8 graver purpofe | 

fach, 1am che Maier of my (peeches,and would va 
der.go what's (pokens! {weere. 

Pofhs. Will you?! thall bet lend my Diernond till 

our retume : ler chere be Couenanss drawne berween'y. 

y Mifins exceedes in goodnefie,che of yous 
enworthy thinking.) dere you to ciée match: here's my 
Ri 


ng. 

Pb, 1 will howe se no fey. 

Lech, By che Gods it is one : if Ibring youno (uff 
ciene teftimony thes Jhewe enioy d che desref bod.ty 
part of your Miftris:my cen choufind Duckeu ate yous, 

fe 


me = oe 





























fo tsy our Dfemond t00 : ifI come off, and lesue her in 


aa ten dies trans anfwere, if you 
make your voyage vpon her, end give me dire Aly to wn- 
deifiand, youhoss peeaiz¥ at am no ferther your Enc- 
pid palepecshenrhtbemhasoon If thee rerosine Ss 
you not making it sppeare ocherwife : for your 
> departs nor ah Se have msde to her cheftity you 
enfwer me wich Swerd. 

Teck. Your hand, a Couengne: wee will hawe thefe 
ee by lswfuall Counfell, end firzight away 
for Bricaine, leaft che Bargzine thould catch colde, and 
Gerue : 1 will fetch my Gold, and haveour two Wagers 


Pof. Agreed. 
Freach. Will this hold, thinke 
ie. 





Phil. Sachem oil now 
Pray les vo ‘om. 
Scena Sexta. 
Eeter Ques, Ladies aod Coreclion. 


Whiles yershe dewe's on ground, 
Gott hots Fievon 
Make hefte, Who ba's the oote of them 2? 


. I Medan, 
Difparch. Exn Ledss. 


Rass. 
Now Mofier Dodtor, have yor brought npr. od 


Temake Perfonee Diftitl? Preferue? Yea fo, 


For my 
epg thou chiok'ft me divellifb) is't noc mete 


daceing Rotel ypon bi 

Heere comes 8 Alsrteri 

Wil cf woke: Hor for bs Mate, 
enemy tomy Senne. How now PifasieP- 

Dredhoc. your Gercice Ges this iene b ended 

Take your owne wey. 








| The Tragedy of Gubele. 373] 


inke thehs's 

Serange ling’ring poyfons : I do know hes {piris, 

idles di cacao : 
hry ar sewn pap orb Thofe the he's, 
tt ifie and dull the Senfe s.while, 
Ww (perchance) thee'l prove on Cats 80d 
Then efterwasd vp bigher : but chere is Deg 
No danger in whas thew of desth ic makes, 
More then the i 


Soto be falfe with ber. 


Whatis more Cocdiall. Nay, I prythee tke ie, 
Ic bs an earneft of farther 

Thac I meanero thee. Telithy Miftris how 

The cafe ftands with her : doo't, es from chy fetfe; 
Thinke whee » chance chow chang eft on, bur chinke 


Thos heft chy Miftris fill, co boore, ray Soear, 
Aas au hr osteo aoe Jlensone the King ' 
Tosny thepe of fach 


thy 
Aschon'lt defire : and then I cheefely, 
‘Thee becihex oa co chia chert bun bcuaad zn 
Toloade thy meric richly. women. Ext Pj 
tele, eae ftiysent coolers tnene. 
Noe to be thek'd: che Agen for bis Matter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 


To tafe of too. 
Suter Pifaricand Ledses. 
Se,fo: Well done, weil done: 
and the Prime-Rofes 


ares 

to 

Think ony words = Bats Qu. and Leta 
Pifa. thelf do: 


Bet when to eons poets 
Hechookc ary fe thes’ fle do See you, yal 





lech, Change you, Madam : 
And greeces your Hi deercly. 
deve. ‘Thanks Sie, 
Veute kindly w A 
desk, All of her, that is our of doore,moft rich ; 
© Bf he be fersifh'd with a mind fo rare 
She is alone th'Arabian- Bird; and I 
Hewe loft che weger. Boidne(fe be my Friend : 
Asme ene Audgcitic from head to foote, 
Ortike the Parthisa 1 thall flying fighc, 
Raches dire@ily fly, 


Jusegen reads. 
Bie is ome the Nable@ woce,po whofe kindnaffte ! am weft in. 
a Refett vpen bi accordingly, a you valun pon 


° tts, 

Se ferre I resde aloud. 
But even the very ouddle of my heert 
Ie warm'd by’th'reft and take x theakefully. 
You ereas welcome(worthy Sir)es | 
SSeue words to bid you, end fall finde it fe 
Ja all chet I can do. 

fab. Thankes faireft Lady: 
What are oven mad? Hath Neuse given chem eyes 
To fee this veulted Arch,and the rich Crop 
OF Sea end Lend, which can diftinguith ‘twat 
The ficie Orbes above, and the cwino'd Srones 
Vpen the nember'd Beach end can we not 
Partition make wich SpeGales fo pretious 
T whe feire end foule > 

dao. What makes your sdmiration? 

Sash, It connec be ith’cye : for Apes,end Meokeys 
“Twat two lech She's, would chatter this way ,and 

with mowes the other. Nori'ch’udgment - 

Por diets in this cafe of fevcur,would 


deere Siz, 
Thus raps yeuz Ace you well ? 


The Tragedy of Gmbekne. 


, _ bach. Thenks basdes weil : Befeech you Siz, 
Ferny Meas sbode where 1 did leane bien: 


heie, 


fam. Isbe difpoc’d ve maith ? T 
lash, these, 


:pone a 
So merry,end f gecncfoane : he is calf'd 
The Bricaine Reyeller. 
He didincioe to eden 
€ did incline co {ednefic,and of times 
Notkoowivg why. 
fash. | newex faw him fod. 
There is a Frenchman his Companion,ene 
An eminent MenGeur, thst it eemes rach lours 
A Gallian-Girle as home. He furnaces 
The thicke Pighes from hres, whiles che iolly Beiraine, 
meane from's free lungs series eh, 
fides hold,to think thst man who knowes 
By Hiftory Report,or his owne 
Bur muft berwill fi houres languigh 
mult berwill’'s free if: 
For affured boncage 2? 
eve. Will my ord Gy fo? 
4ach. 1 Madacn, with his eyes in Bood. wich leugheer, 
It iss Recrestion to be by ‘ 
Ard heare him mocke the Frenchman: 
But Heaven's koow fome men ace auchteo blene 
Ime. Not be J hope, 
‘. lack. Not he ; 
Ut yet Heaven's bounty towards him, mi 
Be vs'd more thankfully. In himfelfe ‘tis aa 
ia Jouswhich | eecoune bis beyond ali Talenss. 
WhHil'ft I am bound to wonder,Iam bound 
To pitty toe. 
fase, What do you pitty Sir ? 
Jerb. Two Crescures heartyty 
Jace. Am! one Sir? 
Youlookeon me: whae wrack difcemne you in ewe 
Deferues yous piety ? 
Jath. Lamentable : what 
Te hide me trom the radiant Sun, snd folece 
rch'Dengeon by a Snoffe 
Inte, \pesy vouSir, 
Deliver with more opennefie your sofneres 
To thy demands. Why de you purty me ? 
tach, ee 
was about co fay)enio — bur 
humeiecneore tn 
Not aviac to fpeake on’. 
tme You do feeae 10 new 
of ree. or whatconcemes ane; prey you 
Since dow things goill,often burts mere 
areal seleyabate For Certainzies 
ither are remedies; of tiesely knowme, 
The remedy then borne. Dilcouer tome: 
Wher both yoo fper sad flop 
loeb’ Had } this cheeke 
Tobathe tehis hand, whole couch, 
(Wf ary toch roel rc ie Psat 
eo'ch’eah of loyaky. This obie&,which 
Takes prifener che wild motion of mine eye, 
Flasing it encly heare Snavid } (daseo’d then) 


Qavet} - 


. 





Gmbeline. 


The Tragedy of 275_ | 
S lauses wich Hppesas common as the Rayres Thee is, new o're: And be is ong 7 


That mount the Capitoll : loyne ,with hands 
Madchard wich hourely falfhoed (falfhood os 
W uth labour:) chen by peeping in an eye 
Bafe end illefrsous 2s the kie lighe 
That's fed with fhnking Tallow : ic were fic 
Thaz all id a wes of Heil fhould ac one cime 
Encouner tevolc. 

Imo. My Lerd, I feare 
Has forgot Brittaine. 

feck. Andhimfelfe, aoc I 
Jactin’d to chis incelligence, pronounce 
The Beg gery of his change : bur ‘tis your Graces’ 
That from my mueft Con(cience, so my tongvee, 
Chacmes this report oot, 

Juco, Let me hesre no more. 


lech. O deetelt Soule ee Coufe doth firike my hare 
m 


As well might povfon Poyfon. Be reveng’d, 
Os the ihac bore i f 


Lae. Reueng’d: 
How theuld I be reveng'd? If this be tree, 
(As I haae fach 9 Hesre, chat both mine cares 
Maft not in ha fe abofe )if it be true, 
How thowld I be reweng’d ? 
lack. Should he make me 
Liue hike Diane's Prictt, betwixt cold theets, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable Rampes 
Ia your defpight, vpon your parfe : revenge it. 
I dedicate my ‘elfe to your [weet pleasure, 
More Noble chen that rennag ste ta your bed, 
And will continue fal to your Affe ion, 
Scill clofe, as (are. 
fmo. What hos, Pifase ? 
Jach, Let me my ferwee ender on your lippes. 
ime, Away, Ide condemne mine eares,thar have 
So long strended thee. If tboo wert Honourable 
Thou would’ hase cold this tale for Vertuc, aot 
For fach an end thou feek’R, 38 bafe,as Rrange: 
Thow wroag'R aGenileman, who is as farre 
From thy report, as thos from Honor: and 
Solicices heere 3 Lady, thar difdaines 
Thee, end che Dieell alike. What hoa. Prfasie ? 
The King my Father thall be made acquainted 
Of thy Affaale ; ifhe thal chinke ic fir, 
A law in his Court, to Mart 
As inaRomith Siew, snd to 
His besfily minde co vs ; he hach a Coors 
He lictle caves for, end a Daaginer, who 
He not refpedts ac all. Whachos, Pifane? 


lech. Oh Lessateal mey fey, 
The credit hentky Ledy hach of thee 
Delerues thy eruft, and chy reofl perfe& goodaefle 
Her effer'd credit. Bleffed live you long, 
A Lady co che worchieft Sie, hae ever 
Country call'd hie; and you his Mifiris, onely 
Fox the moft worthieft fic. Give me your pardoo, 
Thaue fpoke this co knew if your Afhiance 
Were deeply rooted, and thal! make your Lord, 


The trueft manner’d : fech a holy Witch, 
That he enchants Societies inzo bins 2 
Halfe all men hesets arc his, 
= Say) meke amends. 
He fits ‘mong men, like 2 defended 
He hath s kinde of Hooor fers him off, — 
More then s mortall (eeming. Be not angrie 
(MoR nnghty Princeffe) thac I have sduentur’d 
ie tty yous taking of afalfereport, which hach 
enour'd with confirmation your presr lad gemenc, 
Ja the eleGion of s Sit,fo fae . 
Which you koow, cannot exe, The loue I beare him, 
Made me to fen you thes, bur the Gods made you 
(Valike all others) cheffeleffe. Prsy your pardon, 
fine, All's well Sic: 
Take my powre i'ch'Coort for yours. 
fach, My humble chankes: Ihe slmof forgot 
Tinerear your Grece, but ins fall cequett, 
Aod yet of moment too, for it concernes: 
Your Lecd, my felfe, end other Noble Friends 
Are portners in the bufineffe. 
Ime. Pray whacis’s? 
Sach. Some dozen Romsnes of vs, and your Lord 
( The beft Feather of our wing howe mingled fuownes 
Tobuy a Prefers for che Emperor . 
Which I (che Factor for che reft) hove dene 
e i Plete of rare denice, oad lewds 
t exquifite forme, their valewes 
a Spee coe curious, being rege ° 
° in fafe Rowage : May ic plea 
To take chem in proteahon. as aia 
Jane. ; t 
Aad pewne mine Henor for their fofety, fince 
My Lord hath iatereft ia cher, | will keepe them 
ia my Bed-chamber. 
Jase. They are im a Trunke 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To fend them to you, onely for this night . 
I aft sboord to morrow. 
ime. QO 80,ne,. 
bach, Ve ibefeech: or I thali fhort my word 
By lengch'ning my recurne. From Gallia 
I croft che Seas on purpofe,eadon ‘ 
To fee your Grace. 
Ime. 1 chanke yoo for your paines 
Bat not away co morrow. 
lash. Oo 1 mu Medam. 
Therefore I thall befeech you, if you pleale 
To greet your Lord with wring, doo't re nighe, 
I hawe our-flood my time, which is matesiall 
To'th tender of our Prefenc, 
dave, 1 will write : 
Send your Trunke to me, it thell fafe be kepe, 
Aad truely yeelded yous you'se very welcome, Exe 





Actus Secundus. ScenaPrima. 





Ester Cletten and the wwe Lords. 
Clot. Was chere ever man hed foch lucke>when 3 kif 
she lacke vpon.an vp-ceft, to be hit away? I had a hen 


dred pound on’ : andthen s whorfoa Iecke-an-Aper 
' Late 


6 The Tr. 
molt cake me vp for 
csthes of him,and aight set chem st my 


pga 
zr. Wher gor he by cist ? you hene broke his pase 


gone? re 
a» If bis wit hed bin Wke him ther broke ic ste would 
heue run ell cut. 


a. Nowy Lord; or crep the cares of chem, 
be had bia coc of wy 

3- To have fineli‘d like s Foole. 

Clot, 1 em ct vext more st any in ch’earth : 3 
pouen’e. Thad eather not be fo Noble so i amm: they dere 
net fight with mc, becanfe of the roy Me. 


Qycene 
cher : cuery lacke-Slewe hash his belly fall of Fi 
and I malt go vp anddowne like a Cock, thet se 
can match. 


6. Iris not fit you Lor thould 
Ccopaiien, thei 508 se dei 
= No, | now 

co my taferiors. 
a. lit is fe for your Losdthip onely. 
Chee. Why fo | fey. 
s. Did you beere of a Serenger that's couse to Court 
be? 
ee A Scranget and J net know on't? 
2» He's a ftrange Pellow hiafelfecad knowes kt aot. 
t. There's on Italien come, aod ‘tis thought one of 
Losratus Friends. 
Clot, Leonatms? A banifht Rafcotk and hevenother, 
wherfoeser be be. Who told you of chis Sanger? 


2. One of your Lordfhips Pages. 
Clot. 12 is fe 1 went co looke vpon him ? Is there no 
de ogetion in't? 


Cymbekine. 


as if 1 becrowed mine Ley. Almott 


enbdnight,.Medem. 
— Tbewe read theee houres then: 
ime eyes ave weake, 
Fold downe the lesferwhere I have left : co bed 
T , eaue ix : $ 
commend me,Gods , : 
the Tempeers of che night, 
yee. 


Sach, The Ceickers Gng,sad mans ore-laber'd leaks 

Repaires ke felfe by ref : Our Targaice thas 
Did preffe the Rufhes,ere he waken’d 
The Cheftiee he wounded. 
How bravely thou becom'h Bed;freth Lilly, 
And whices then the Sheetes : thac | might teuch, 
Bat kiffe, one kifle. Rabies enpsrsgon'd, 
How decrely they doo’t: Tis her ing thes 
Perfemes the Chamber thus: che Flame o'th'T, 
Bowes roward her,and would vnder. bes 
To fee th’neloled Lights, now 
Vader chefe windowes, White and Azare lec'd 
With Biew of Hesuens owne tingt. But oy deligne, 
To nere the Chamber, I will write all downg, 
Such,snd fuch pifteres: There the window ,fuch 
Th’ad osnement of hes Bed; the Arrss, Figures, 

fach, ead Gach : end the Contents o'th Seory, 

fone neseral coces ebour her Body, 
Aboee ten thoufand meaner Mouc abies 
bb cide piers cra iada 
fleepe,thou Geach, lye dull vpon her 

And bebecs aioe - 

ins Chsppeli tying. Come off, come off; 
Asflippery sith Cocaee: Sncc oss tad 
"Tis mine,and thir will witoeffe ont wardly, 
As ftrongly as the Confcience do's within : 
Yer ost Bof alread ses bref 
Amok : che Crinfon drops 
Tthboaoms. uf Pe pe. Heere’s e Voucher, 
iy a chen ever Law could make; ches Secret 
Willlorce bim thinke I hase pick'd the lock,wnd cone 
The eresfure of her Honour. Ko more : to whet end? 
Why fhould I wrize this dowme. chac’s aueted, 
Serew'd tomy mermorie. She hath bin readmg iste, 
The Tele of 7 ereus heere the leaffe's curn'd downe 
Where Philemele gane 
To'th Truncke a 
Swift,fwift,you 
May beare the Reaens eye : 1 


Though this s heavenly Angell: 
Oune,cwegbres: time, tice. 


ie beere. 





The walls of chy deere Honows. Keepe enthak’d 
That Teraple chy feire mind,thse thos meift ftand 
T'enioy thy beaith’d Lord : end this grest Land. 2erucr. 


Scena Secunda. 


Baser I; tn her Bod ord 0 Ladg, 
Ime. Whe's there? My woman : Melee ¢ 
Le. Pleafe ou Madam. 
Iam Wha isk? 








euety pecione the 
of your Lordhhip ; You ate oft ber, end furious when 
anaateh Che 


\— 


be Tragedse of (ymbeline. 377 
Wioning wil pur say arn into coerage: 1 could ge IF 1 do ime one of their hawde, ‘tis Gold 


thas fooktth funey a, Chowld hase Gold eneogh tk’ a 
moft morning, 13't Got? 

2 Dey,my Lord. 

Clot. sep drap acasanitshapreat I am adai- 
fed co grec her Mubcke s mornings shey fay it will peoe- 
ee Emer Adofesaus, es 
Come on, tune: If you can penctrace ber with your’ 
gering,fo : wee lery with tonges roo # f none will do, jet 
her cemaine : bur ile newer gc ore. Fick, a very cacel- 
lent good conceyted thingy efter s wonderfal (wet aie, 
with sdaurable ncb words to it, end then let ber coafi- 
der. 


ce SONG. 
Hearke, the Lerkg at Ceammas gate fags, 
aod, Phaben g00s arift, aovP 


Hoe Sterds towacer a thofe 
on chalee'd Flowres twat iyes: 
Aad wvikeng Mhary-buds begin 10 ope chair Golden ayes 
07 ale exery bung that pretty wy Lady foret anfe : 
Anife prife. 


Se, goaes if this pen crate, I will conider your 
Mokicks che better: ifude nat. iz tra-veyce in ber cares 
which Horfe-haires, and Calees- guts, war the vogce of 
vopseed Egnuch to boot,c20 never pmed. 
Emtcr Cymbalsee sed {) neswe. 

3 Heere comes the King. 

Clot. Lam gled I wasvp folate, fee chae’s the reafon 
1 was vp focarely: he cannox choofe but tske us Set- 
wice ] haue done, facherly. Good morrow wo your Ma- 
iefty, aod to my gracious Mocher. 

Cyw.Aneod you bere the doore of oar {tera daughter 
Will fhe aor forch ? 

Ches J howe afisyi'd her with Mefickes,bet the vouch- 
(afes no notice. 

Cym. The Exile of her Minion 16 coo sew, 
Shebutincs far gos him, fome more te 
iMuft weare the priac of his remembrance 00't, 
And chen he's yours, 

Qe. You se noft bound to'th’King, 
Whe ler’s go by no ventages, that may 
Preferre you to bis deughcer : Frame your felfe 
To orderly folicity, and be friended 
Wh of the feafoa : make denials 
Encreale your Seruices : fo feeme, ta if 
You were tnfpit'd to do chefe dunes which 
You cender to her : chat you in all obey her, 
Seer when command to your difmidien tends, 
And sherein you ere fenfeictle. 

Clee. Senlelefle ? Not fo. 

Mef. So like you (Sis) Ambafladors from Rome; 
The oneis (aims Levies. 


Aad cowards bimfdife, bis goodnefle tore-fpent on ¥8 
¢ mah extgnd our notice : Our deere Sonne, 
hen youhaue given geod morning to your Mifirie, 
Aacad on epee ve, we (hall bane needs 
Baan Scales kant 


owe 

Clot. If the be vp, Ile (peake with her : ifnos 
Let her tyofidl, ond dreame : by your lesuc hos, 
I koow her women are sbout her 2 what 


Excam. 


Which buyes adennrance (oft x doth) yes,sod makes 
Diana's Rangers falls cheanlelecs, yeeld vp 
These Deere co'tiftend o'thScealer : and ‘tis Geld 
Which makes the Tree-mon kill’d snd faves che Theefe. 
Ney ,fomeciene hengs both Theefe,and Tree-anae - whe; 
Can &t not do, sod wadeo? I will rake 
One of her women Lawyer to me. for 
1 yet noc vnderftand the cafe my felfe. 
By yous leauc. 
a . 

La. Who's there thas koockes? 

Cie. A Geatieman. 

La. No more. 

Clot. Yes and » Gendewermens Senne. 

Le That's moss 
Then fome whofe Taylors ere asdeere 29 yours, 
Can iafity beaft of : what's your Lerdfhips plesfere? 

Chet. Your Ladies perfon, & he ready? 

Le. 1}, cokeepe her Chembes. 

Clot. There 1s Gold for you, 
Sell me your good sepert. 

La. How,my nacoe? of ea report of 
Wher tholl dukes geod ThePrach.- 


Enter Ioagen. 
Che, Good morrow faireft, Sifler your facet head, 
Ime. Good mortow Siz, you Izy owt 100 uch paines 
For perchafing but trouble : the thaokes I gave, 
Is telling you that 1 sm poore of thankes, 
Aad (carle can {pare chem. 
Clot, Still | (oreare I leve you, 
Lena. lf you but {aid fo, cwere as deepe with me: 
Tf you (weere fill, your recompence is fhil 
Ties I it NOS. 
Cla. Thi ase wih ; 
lee, But chat you aot fay, I yeeld being fleur, 
Sie cry A ac a 
I thall vofold equell pists 
To your beft kindeefle : one knowag 
Should learne (being caoghr) Sabewrince 
: Clee. To lesee you ls yous madnefic, ‘swere rey Ga, 
will no. 


Cle. Do yee 
knoe. As lemaed I do: 
If you'l be petient, De v0 more be mad, 
Ther ceces vsboth 1 ore uch fosry (Sit): 
You pat me co forget a Ladies manners 
being fo ¢ : end learne now, for all, 
That | which know my beast, de hecre pronsunss 
By ch'very wuth of it, 5 care not fos yea, 
Aad am fo nectre the Iscke of Charisie 
Fescameny eee I had coche 


Oue, bred of Almes, end fofter’d with cold difhes, 
With (raps oth’Coart : Iris 00 Contre, nov; 

And choogh it be ellowed la meaner parties 

(‘¥ ct who thea he more mene) to kaie theis feules 
(On whom there is no more dependsacie 

Bac Bears end Beggery) in {clfe-figur'd knoe, 

Yer you are curb'd from chat enlargement, bg 


ea? 










The note of its with a befe Slane, 
Adilding for » Lreone,s Squires Cloth, 
A Panter; not fo emment. 
ime Prophsac Fellow : 
Went thou the Sonne of Jupster ead no more, 
But what chon art befides : thou wer't too bale, 
To be his Groome : thou wer's dignified 
Ewen co the poms of Enuvie. If‘twere meade 
ative fer your Vertwes,to be fil'd 
The vnder Hangman of bis Kragdome; sad hated 
For being prefer'd fo well. 
Clot. The Souch-Fog cor him. 
ime. He never can meete more mifchance,then come 
To be buc nam'd of thee. Hismesn'A Garmenc 
Thee ewer hath bus clips his body; is dearer 
ln my refped,cthen ail che Hewes sbowe thee, 
Weare they all made fuch men : How now Prfame? 
Enter Psfame, 
Che. His Garmenes? Now the diuell. 
las. To Deretly my women hie chee prefeatly, 
Clee. HisGarment? 
Imo. (am {prighted with aFoole, 
Frighted.end angred worfe: Go bid my women 
Search for 3 lewell, cha: too cafaslly 
Hoth left mine Arme : 1« was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
If i weuld ee er 
Of eny Kings in Europe. Ido a 
I fowh chic eaatriing  Coahdent lem. 
Leaf t ‘twason sune Aree; rae it, 
I hope ic be nor to cell 
That f kiffe ask bar he. a 
Pif. ‘Twill not be loft. 
Ime. J hope lo: go and earch, 
Clee. You have ebus'd me : 
His meanef Garmens ? 
Jue. 1,1 fasd fo Sir, 
I you will make’c an AGion,call witneffe cot. 
Clos. 1} will enforme yous Fathe. 
Jmo. ¥ our Mother woo : 4 hase 
She's my good Lady; end will conciese 
Bat che wortt of mc. So I leauc your Ser, 
Teth’wortt of difcoatens. 
Cle. Ther "dss 
His mean’R Garments ? Well. 





Scena Quarts. 





Euser Poff bums yaad Philarve. 

Poft. Peare s¢ not Sur : | would | were fo fere 
To winne the King, as 1 am bold, her Honoer 
Will reraine her's. 

Pod, What mesnes do you make to him / 

Poft, Nocany : but abide che change of Time, 
Quake in the prefent winters ftace,and with 
et warmer ave woald come : In thefe fear'd hope 

barely grasifie your love; fayli 
J grr di mach your aor gis 
our very goodnefle, 
Or ieeyie ill bean to. Syanjerkeg 7 
Hath heard of Great .4 > Cam Lacuna, 
Will do’ Commifhonthroughly. And 1 think 


378 T be Tragedy of Gmbeline. 
The confequence e th’'Crowne and muft nor foyle Hee'le grant the Tribute . feod ch’ Arrerages, 





Or isohs vped our Romawes, whole remembrance 
Is yet freth ns thew griefe. 

Poff. i do beleeue 
(Scauit chough } am aone,nos like co be) 
Thae this will prove a Wasre; and you fhall heere 
The Legion now in Galisa,foones tinded 
In our not-fearing -Britasoe, then have tydings 
Of any penoy Trbwce paid. Our 
Ace men more order’d,then when Julian Cofar 
Smil'd at thet lacke of skill bet found cheer courage 
Worthy his frowning ac. Theis difcipline, 
(Now wing-led with chetr coureges) will meke bo 
Tothesw Approvers, chey are People, (ech 




































Thas’mend vpon the world. Enter lechame, 
Pho. See Lecheme. 
Poff. The {wifteft Hares,hane you by land; 


And Windes of all the Corners kils'd your Sales, 
To make your veflell nimble. 

aa Welcome Sir. 

Poff. Lhopeche brefeneffe of your aniwereymade 
The (pecdineffe of your returne. al 

lachi. Your Ledy, 
Is one of the fayreft chat I have look’d vpen 

Poff. And therewichall the beft,or let her beasry 
Looke chorough a Cafement to allure faife heasts, 
And be falfe with them. 

lachi, Heere we Leccers for you. 

Poft. Theis cenare good | craft. 

Lash, ‘Tis very like. 


you 
fark. He was expedted then, 
But aot spproach'd. 
Poff. Allsewell yer, 
edna rele Stone sit was wont,or is'tact 
Too ot your good wearing ? 
lech. if 1 havelo’ it, 
1 fhould haue loft the worth of it ia 
Ne make rer twice as ferre,c’ 

A lecond night of fuch {weet fhorrnefle, which 
Was mine im Brtsioe, for the Ring is wonne. 
Poff. The Stones soo hard tocome by. 

a Aiea 
Your Lady beng focafy. 
he 

our yous Sport: ] we 
Moft haa 

lack, Good Sir, we muft 
If you Couensar : had I noc broaghz 
The kno of your Miftris home,{ grent 
We were to queftion farther; but I new 
Profeffe my felfe the mfg pe despa 
Together with your Rung; and not che wronger 
Of her.er you having proceeded but 
By both your willes. 

Peft. If you can mek’t epperent 
That yon have cafted her in Bed; ary hend, 
And Ring «s yours. Ifnoc,che feule epwion 
You had ofher pere Honour; gomes,ot leoles, 
Yeur S weed,or rne,or Maftericiie leave beth 
To whe thell finde chem. 

lech. Sic ny Cucemfiances 
Being fonere the Truth as I will make them, 
Mof fic induce you co beleeues whofe Nrength 
Iwill confis me wt b oath which I doubs not 






You 





Should from encoumer guard. 

The Womans part in rac, for there’s no motion 
That tends to vce in man, but I sfficme 

Itis the Womens part : be it Lying, nore kx, 

The womans : Flaccermg, hers ; Deceiving, bers : 
Loft, and ranke thoughts, hers,hers : Reuenges hers 
Aabuions, Cosctings, change of Prides, Difdaine, 
Nice-fonging, Slaoders, Mecability ; 

All Faulss chet name, nay, thac Hell tnowee, 

Why hers, in pert, or alls but rather all Fur ewen vo Vice 
They sre not conftanc, bac are changing fill; 

One Vice, bet of minute old, for one 

Net halfe fo old ss chat. Ile write sgeinft chem, 
Deteft thes, carfe chem : yet ‘tis Skolt 

Io a crue Hote, coprey chey have thete will : 


The very Dinels cannot plague them berter. Ere. 


| ee Terns. ScenaPrima. 


Cater tn Stace Cyesbeline, Qnsene,Cinten, oud Lords 
ee eee Cam, Laci, 


Thac 

wiki dhen tnt nad ens fom, co refe 
Weheue ageing. Remember Sir, ay ’ 
tee 


iengeetnc aye 
Egge-thels mou'd vpon their Surges, eveck'd 
whereof, 


Asesfily gaint our Rockes. For 


The fean'd Cafited =f 


And Beicomes Gre wish C oprage. 
Cle. Come, there's no nore Tribere to be paid : eur 
Kingdome bs ex chen ic was at char terme: ond (as J 


pet the Moos 
in bis pocket, we will pay bim T lighe: elf Sir, 


ne more Tribuce, ; 


This Tribute from ve, we were free. Cafars Ambition, 
Which {welt’é fo ansch, that it did almoft Rretch 

The fides o'th’World,againi oll colour herve, 

Did pur the yoske vpon's ; which co thake of 
Becomes a wactske people, whom we reckon 

Our felucs to be, we do. Ssy then toCafar, 


- Oar Anceflos wasthet Afaimatian, which 


Ordem'd our Lewes, vehofe vie the Sword of C 
Hash coo mach 


ts) thine Enceny : 
Receyue it from me then.. Werte, and Confufien 


wae 


rate 


Cy. Tkoow your Melters pleslare,end he mine : 
All the Remauwe, welcome. ans Exqmt. 

















he freezing howres sway? We 
Were beattty; Cebsle as che Fex for prey, 
Like warlike asthe Wolle, for what we esee: 
Our Valour iste chece wher fiyes : Our 
We make Quire, as doch the prifon’d Bird, 
And fing ear oge freely. 
Bal. How you {peske. 
Did you bet know the Citties Viernes, 
Aad fer them koowmg)y che Art oth Court, 
As hard co leave, as keepe : whole cop 10 clambe 
Je cerraine falleng : of fo Mlipp'ry, thas 
The feere’s os bed estalling. The royle oth Worre, 
A peine thet analy feemes to feeke out danger 
I'th’name of Feme,end Hoaor, which dyes s‘th'fearch, 
And hath 28 of  flend’roms Epicapb, 
AsRecordof fase A&. Ney, reany times 
Doth it] deferve, by doing well s whac's worfe 
Mofi curt'fie at the Cenfuce. Ob Boyes, this Storie 
The World moy reade in me: My bodie's merk'd 
Wich Reman Swords ; and ey report, was once 
EirQ, wuhcthe beft of Note, (prubeline loud me, 
Aad when a Souldier was the Theame, my name 
Wes sot farre off: then was [ esa Tree 
Whole did bend wich fru. Ber in one night, 
A Scorme, or Robbery (cali 1s what you will) 
Shooke downe wy mcilow hangings : ney my Leas, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gai. Vocernine fenour. 

Bal. My fsult being wer 9s Thoue told you of) 
But chat two Villames, whole faile aches preusyi'd 
Before avy Hones, fwore to Cyarbeitae, 

I was Ard wate wish the Romanes : fo 

Followed my Benifhmenc, and chis twenty yeeres, 
This Rocke,end thefe Deme(oes, haus bene my World, 
Where | baue lra'd at boneft freesome, psyed 

More prous debts to Heaven, cben in all 

The fore-end of my ame. Bac, vp to th Mouncaues, 
This not Heaters Language ; he chet Nirikes 
The Vemfon Giri, thati be the Lord o’th Feeft, 
To hem the other cwo'ths!l miafter, 

And we will feere 00 poyfen, which extends 
In place of greater Score - 

lle meete you in the Vaileyes. 

How haed it is to hide the (parkes of Nature? 
Thefe Boyes kauw luke they se Sonnesco'ch King, 
Not Cymebeline dreamnes that they arc aliuc. 

They thinke they are mine, 

And theugh crain’d vp thus meenely 

rch'Csue, whereon che Bowe theiz shoughes do bir, 
The Reofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In fimpte and lowe things, to Proace st, euch 
Beyond the tncke of ochers. This Peladenr, 

The heyte af Cyrubeline and Besine, who 

The King hes Paches ca:i'd Gander love, 
Whenon my three-foot ftoolc I fit, end cell 

The warlike feacs I have done, his (psrits Bye oct 
Jato my Story : fey chus mine Enekey fell, 

And ches { fer eny foose on's necke, even then 

The Princely blood Bowes m his C berke,he fwean, 
Straines his yong Nerues, end puss hrmlelfe ie e 
Thet semy words The yonger Brother C ; 
Once.A wm, Wagliheafigure 

Scerkes hfe ato my (peech, and thawes much more 
Hrs owne rag daa Hearke, the Geme 1s rowe'd, 
Oh Cymrichas. Heanen end avy Coalcrence koowes 
Thoo vanity bead rec : whereon 


Exeast, 








yO o 

Thi to barre thee of Succeffion, 

Thoe refts me of my Leads. et gre 

apt ago do thee fos cheie mosher, 

And dey do hones to her grave: 

My (elfe , that em Aderges call'd 

They take for Necarsll Father. The Gemeisvp. Ens. 
Scena Quarta. 
Enter Pfanie and Ssegen, 


Seno. Thee told'ft me whee we come G6 horfe, § place 
Was neere st hand ; Ne're long’d my Mother te 
To fee me firft, as [ have now . Pofaves, Man: 
Where is Pofihemes ! Wher 1s in thy amod 
That makes thee Mere thas ? Wherefore breaks that figh 
From th inward of chee? One. but pes chas 
W ould be iarerpreted a thing pespics’d 
Beyond felfe-ezplication. Pus thy felfe 
Inco ahawiour of leffe feare, eve wildneffe 
Vanquith my fayder Senfes. Where's thé matter? 
Why cender ft thou thet Paper co me, with 
A locke encender? If t be Summer Newes 
Smile oot betoce : tf Wineerly, chou need’ 
Buc keepe char count‘uancefiil. My Husbands hand? 
Thac Drug-dama’d icaty, Rath ove crafted bins, 
And bee's 0¢ forme herd pow. Speske man, thy Tongue 
May cake off Some exereamicie, which to reade 
W ould be exes mortall to me. 

Pd. Pleefe youreade, 
And you thall finde me (wretched men) a thiag 
The moff difdain'd of Porrene 


Imogre veades 
Re Mifiris (Pifanre) bark placde the Strwmpet ro ay 
"Bed : rhe Toft umemes wher 


( Pefarve) mak alte for wee sf they F asthe be not tasaced with vee 
breach of bers ; let thane eware hands take away bev lefe : | feat 

cuc rhec eppertuarty an Melford Haven Ste bath an Lecwer 
feihe peopel: where, of thou fear te fivike, and to anak mare 
cereame it 14 dene, thou art the Pander tober difvoncer, avd 
opeealhyso mc defterel. 


Pf. What thall I need to drew my Sereed che Papes 
Hath cet ber chroac alreadie ? No, tis Slander, 
Whole edge is (harper then the Sword, whole congue 
Ovt-venocses a!) the Wormes of Nyle, whofe breath 
Rides on rhe pofling windes,end doth belye 
All corners of the World. Kings,Qocenes,snd Scates, 
Maides, Matrons, neg the Secrets of che Grave 
This viperous flaader emers. Whet cheere. Medem ? 
Jae. Palle to bis Bed ? What ts it ro be falfe £ 
couse warch there, SA cur g os ciocps tious 
@ weepe ‘cwirt clock and 
To breske st with a feortal) dreame of him, 
And cry my {clfe awake? That's falfees’s bed? Ic ic? 
Alas A 
Thou didd'R accufe tum of laconomencie, 
Thov then look'd@ luke « Villaine : now, we er 





é 


( Whofe rmeother wes her painting) heth betraid hia: 
Poore I am ftale, a Garmenc out of fathion, 
And for | am richer chen to heng by ch’walles, 
lmuft be ripe: To peeces with me : Oh! 
Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good feemang 
By thy reuole (oh Husband) thall be choughz 
Puc on for Villainy , noe borne where's growes, 
Bure worne a Baite for Ladses. 

Prfa. Good Madam, heare me. 

lao. Tree hone men being heard Jike falfe «Laces, 
Were sa lus time thoughe falle : snd Syuons weeping 
Did (candall many 8 holy teare : cooke pitty 
From moft true wretchedneffe. So chou, Pofthunrns 
Wilt lay thre Lesuen on all men; 
Goodly.aod gallant, fhall be fslle and perwur'd 
From thy great fale : Come Fellow, be thou hone, 
Dochos thy Mafters bidding. When thou feeft him, 
A hetle witneffe my obedience. Looke 
1 draw the Sword my felfe, take it, aad hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Loue (my Heart:) 
Feare not, ‘tis empty of all chings, bac Greefe 2 
Thy Mafter is noc there, who was indecde 
The riches of it. Do his bedding, flrike, 
Thou may ft be valine ina beter caule ; 
Bur now thoe feem’R 3 Coward. 

Pif. Hence vile infirument, 
Thow thals not danme iny hand, 

Ime. Why, 1 mult dye. 
And if | do nut by chy band, chou arc 
No Sesuant of thy Mafters. Againtt Seife-flaaghter, 
There 13 8 prohibition fo Dinine, 
Tha: crauens my weake hand : Come,heere's my heast : 
Semethim g's a-foot : Soft,foft, wee'lno defence, 
Obedieneas the Scabbard. Whatisheeve, 
The Scriptures of che Loyall Leowatew, 
All curn’d to Herefie? Away,awsy. : 
Cosvupters of my Faith, you fhall no more 
Be Stomachers to nvy heart : thus may poore Fooles 
Beleeue faife Teachers: Though thote thar are becraid 
Dofecle the Treafon fharpely, yer che Traitor 
Stands in worfe cafe of woe. And thon Pofbrmen, 
That didd’Q fet vp my difobedience ‘gainht the Kme 
My Father, end makes me pat into contempt the furces 
Of Princely Fellowes, thale heereafter finde 
It ts no ste of common paffage, bar 
A ficaine of Rareneffe: and I greeue my felfe, 
To thinke, when thos thale be difedg'’d by her, 
That now chou tyrefi on, how thy memory 
Will chen be pang’d by me. Prythee difpacch, 
The Lambe entreats che Barcher. Wher’s thy knife? 
Thou art too (low co dothy Mafters bidding 
When f defire it too. 

Pif, Oh gracious Lady: 
Since Isecera'd command todo this bafineffe, 
Thaue noc flept one winke. 

‘me. Doo't and to bed then 

Pof, We wake mine cye-balles Sri. 

fase. Wherefore chen 
Didd’Rt wnderiake 1? Why haft thou sbas’d 
So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 
Mine AGtion? sod thine owne ¢ Our Horfes labous ? 
The Time snug chee > The percurb’d Court. 
Por my being sbfenc ? whereunto I neuer 
Puspolereturae. Why haft thee gone fu farre 
Tobe wn-bent ? wheo chow halt rane chy ftand, 






















































Thy favours goed canoe? Some ley of Icaly 
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‘Th'eleGted Deere before thee r 


Po, Bur to win time 
Toloofe i reba ppt baad sig 
1 baue confides'd of a courfe: good Ledie 


Ime. Talke thy t a! ? 

Lh beard a Sreeprled cuca 
Therein fale Rrooke, can take no greacer 
Nor tent, to boctome thas. Ret fpcake. a 

Pif. Then Madae, 
I chought you woald not becke ageine. 

Ime. Mot hike, 
Bringing me heereco kill me. 

Psf. Not flo nescher : 
But if | were es wife, as honeft, then 
My porpofe would prove well : it cannot be, 
But that my Mafier is sbas'd. Some Villsine, 
Land fiogulss in his Arc, bach done you boch 
This cuted iniurie. 

Sue, Some Romen Cursezan / 

Pifa. No,on my life: 

Ne giue but notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody figne of it. For ‘tis commanded 
I thould do fo : you fhall be mift a Court, 
And chat will well confirme ie, 

ime. Why good Feliow, 

What fhall Ido che while? Where bide > How liee ? 
Oc in my life, what comfore, whea J sa 
Dead to my Husband ? 

Pif. Vyoo'l backe co’rh’Court. 

Ime. No Coart co Father, nor no more adoe 
W ith that harfh, noble, imple sorhing: 
That Crrsew, whofe Loue-(uize hath bene to me 
As fearefull as a Siege. 

Py. ifnoc at Court, 
Then not in Bricaine rout you bide. 

Imo. Wherethen? 

Hath Britsine all the Sunne that fhines? Day 2 Night? 
Are they nor but in Britaine? ['ch’worlds Volume 
Our Britaine feemes as of it, but not int: 

Ins great Poole,a S wannes-neft, prythee thiake 
There's livers out of Britaine, 

Pif. Yammoft glad 

You thinke of other place : Th'Ambaffador, 
Lacine the Romane comes to Milford-Haven 
Tomorrow. Nove, if you could weare a minde 
Darke, as your Fortunc is, and bur dilguife ° 
Thac which t‘sppeare it feife, ult not yer be, 
But by felfe-danger, you fhould tread a courfe 
Pretty,and fullot view: yes ,happfly neere 
The refidence of Pofhmmsus ; (0 ore (at leaft) 
Thac though his A Gtions were not vifible, yee 
Report fhould render him hourely co yous ease, 
Astrucly as he mooues. 

Ime. Oh for fuch meanes, 

Though peril ro my modeftie, not death an’s 
I would edventure. 

Pif. Well chen, heere’s che point: 
You muft forget to be s Woman: change 
Command, into obedience. Feare,and Nicenefle 
(The Handmaides of all Women, or more truely 
Woman it pretty felfe) into a waggith courage, 
Ready in gybes, quicke-anfwer'd,lewcie.and 
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you mu 
Forget char rareft Trealare of yous Checke, 
Expofing it (but ob the harder heart, 
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Alacke no remedy ) co the 
Of common-hiffing Tas: end 
Your labowrfome and dainty Trees, wherein 
You msde lune . 
ime. Nay be breefe ? 
I fee into thy end, snd am elmoft 
A.cnan already. 
Pi. Fith, meke your felfe but lhe one, 
Fore-chinking this. I have slready fiz 
(Tisw ey Cloeke-bagge) Dowbier Har, Hote, sll 
That snfwer to then: Would you mn cheir fereng, 
And with what irmtstion you can borrow 
youth of fech 3 feafon) ‘fore Noble Lucian 
Prefeat your {elfe, defire his ferusce : cell him 
Wherein you're happy ; which wil] make hen know, 
If thac his head hawe eare sn Muficke, dowbrieffe 
With toy he will imbrace you : tor bee's Honoerable, 
. And doubling that, moftholy Your meanes abroad : 
You have me nch, and | will neuer faile 
Beginning, nor fepplyment. 
lam: hou ert ell the Condit 
The Gods will die: me with. Prythee away, 
There's more to be confider'd : but wee'l even 
All chet good time will grace vs. This acempr, 
Tem Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, | prythee. 
Poff. Wel Malan, ates auf cake a (hort farewell, 
Lealt beng ai, I be (ufpedted of 
Yous carriage from the Court. My Noble Millis, 
Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, 
What's in’t is precious : if you are Aicke at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualm'd ac Land, s Dramme of this 
Will driue away diftemper. To fome thade, 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods 
Dire@ youto the belt 
Ime. Amen: I chanke thee. 


touch 


Exeunt. 





Scena Quinta. 





Ewer Cyasbeline, Queene, Cloten, Lucius, 
and Lords. 

Cym. Thus fatre and lo farewell. 

Lac. Thankes, Royall Sit 
My Emperor hath wrote, | muft from hence, 

And om eight fory, char | mu ceport ye 
My Mafters Enemy 
Cyn. Our Subsets (Sir) 
Will not endure his yooke ; and for our felfe 
To thew leffe Soverargnty then they, muft needs 
Appeare vn-Kinglike 

Lec. SoSit Idelise of you 
A Condudl ouer Land to Milford-Hauen. 

Madam, all :oy befall your Grace,snd you. 

Cym. My Lerds, you are eppointed for thas Office : 
The.lue of Honor, in no point ome : 
Sofsrewell Noble Lecim, 

Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 

Clot. Recesue it friendly : but from chis ime forth 
I weare ic as your Enemy, 

Lec. Sir, the Event 
Isyetco name the winner. Fare you well. 

Cym. Leaue noc the worthy Lucian, good my Lords 
Till be baue croft the Seuern, Happines. Axor Lecomte 
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#. He hence frowning : bur it 
i pe hie caufe. ee 
Chee. ‘Tis all the better, 

so valions mere haue sbew wi thes in ic. 

‘ym. Loven wrote already tothe Emperor 
How it goes heere. Ic tes vs therefore ripely 
Orr Chariots and our Herfernen be im readineffe - 
The Powre. chet he already bach in Gallia 
Will foone be deswme to head, from whence hemoucs 
His warre for Britaine. 

bafimefe 


Qa “Tisnce 5 
sand 





Buc moft be look’droo ftrongly. 
Crm, Our expeetion that ic would be thes 
Hath made vs forward, But my gentle ; 
Where 13 our Daughner ? She hach nex appear'd 
Before the Ramen, nos to vs bath cender'd 
The duty of the day. She looke vs ike 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 
We hawe noted it. Call hee before ve, for 
We haue beene too flight in fufferance. 
Qa. Royall Sve, 
Since the exile of Poftbammus, moR retyr’d 
Hachher life bin : the Core whereof, my Lard, 
‘Tis ime mutt do. Befeech your Maiefty, 
Forbeare tharpe {peeches coher. Shee’sa Lady 
So tender of rebukes, thse words are ftroke; 
And frokes death to her. 
Bscer a Ade . 
Crm. Whereis theSetHeee 
Can her contempt be enSwer'd ? | 
Mef. Pleale yeu Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock‘d, and there's no anfwes 
Thac will be given co'th‘lowd of noife,we make. 
Qu. My Locd, when laft J went to vific her, 
She pray'd ne to eacofe her k clofe, 
Whereto conftrain'd by het tie, 
She fhould that dotie leaue vnpaide to you 
Which dayly the was bound to proffer : chis 
She with'd me to make kaowne : but ous great Covre 
Mace me coo blame in memor 
Cym Her dooresiock’d? 
Nor feene of Iare? Geant Hesuens, thes which 2 


Fesre, proue falfe. Exe. 
Qe. Sonoe,I fay, follow the Kin 
Clee That man of hers, Pian, het old Serusaz 

J have not feene thefe two dayes. Ext 


De Go, looke sfter : 
Pifaxro, thou chat Aand'R fo [or Pofbameus, 
He hath » Drugge of mine: J pray, hus sbfence 
Proceed by (wallowing that. For he belceues 
Ic. aching mof precious, But for her, 
Whereis (he gone? Haply difpaire hath feiz'd her: 
Or wing'd with feruour ofher loue, he's lowne 
To her defir'd Pafousras : gone the 1s, 
To death, or to difhonor, and my end 
Can make good vic of exher, Shee being downe, 
1 baue tke placing of che Bnitzith Crowne. 
Emer Cletee, 
How now, my Sonne f 
Clee. ‘Tis certaine the is fed : 
Goin and cheere che King, he rages, none 
Dare come sbout him. 
&s. Allthe bescers may. 
Thus night fore-Aall him oft the comeing dey. Ex Qu. 
Cle. Lloue, and hate her : for the's Faire and Royall, 
And chat the bach all courtly parts more exquifwe ex 
hen 





‘Then Lady, Ledies, Wemen, from 
The bef tna Ayer 


paige ig ates sae 
Oun-felles them all. Ilewe her cher , bax 


re, 30d Fanours on 
The low Poftesma, Dutéers (o her iudgement, 
Thats where's elfe rece, 1s chook'd : and io that powt 
5 will conclude co hare her, ney indeede, 
Tobe reseng’d pasa Fer, when Fooles thall— 


Who is heere? What, are you packing fersh ? 
Come hicher : Ah you precious Pandar, Villeine, 
Where is chy Lady ¢ In 2 word, or elfe 
Thou ort ftraightway withthe Fiends. 

Pf, Ob, good ray Lord, 

Cle, Where bs thy Lady ? Or,by Lepiter, 
I will aec sske againe. Clofe Villane, 
The haue this Secret from chy hears, ot rip 
Thy heart co finde it. 1s fhe with Poftbavan? 
From whofe fo many waights of befeneffe, cannet 
es faiplal- ya pated : 

Pd. Ales,my Lor ° 
How can fhe be vath ham ? When was fhe mi(s'd? 
Hc is in Rome. 

Cle, Whereis theSie? Come neeres :' 


INo farther haleing : ferisfie me home, 
Whar is become of her ? 
Pif. Oh, my Lord. 


Difcouer where thy Miftris is, at once, 
Acche next word : no more of womhy Lord 
or chy Glence on the inflone, 
condemnation, end thy death. 
Pi. ThenSe: 
This roa pa lid siroiggiag of my knowledge 
¥ : 
Cle. Let's fee'e: I will porfue her 
Eeento 4 Throne. 
Po. Orchis, or perith. . 
She's farre enough, z0d whet he learnes by this, 
sa Ager tregell, not ber danger. 
Hembh. 
Pif. Ihe wrice to my Lord the’s dead : Oh Jasegen, 
Sefe meyft thou wander, fafe seasne egen. 
Cle. Sirra,ischis Leccer trae ? 
Pif. Sie,as I thinke. 
Clot, Sts Poffoumesband,t know’. Sirrah, if thoe 
would’Rnot be a Villain, buc do me true feruice: vnder. 
0 thofe Imployments wherin [ fhould have caufe ro vle 
with a ferious induftry, chat is, wher villainy foere I 
bid thee do to it, diredtly and truely, I would 
thinke thee an man ; thou fhould’it neither wads 
ty meanes for thyreleefe, normy voyce for thy prefer- 
ment 


Pif. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot. Wile chow feree mee? For fince petiently and 
conftantly chou haft Rucke co che bere Fortune of chat 
pd rg tl geen thou can aot in the courfe of grati- 

bar bes diligent follower of mine, Wilt thos ferve 
ence? 


Cle. Give mec thy hend, heere’s fe. Heft 
of thy oc rireany heat thy polieffion? a 
Pifan. Uhaue (my Lord) st my Lod the ferme 
Saire he wore, when be leaue of my Ladie & Mi- 


Cle. The Saft feruice thou doft mec, ferch chat Suite 
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hither, let ic be th ficft Ceruice, 

Pf. I thal my Lord. — it. 

Clo. Meet chee at Milford-Howen : (1 ferzot to sske 
bem ene ching, [le remember’t enon: ) euenthere, thou 
villaine Pofhammen will 1 kill chee. I would chefe Gor 
mencs were come. bpenepl enti (the bitcernefle 

) 


Garmem of Pofbemas, m more 








uth her: fifi kill him,sadin her eyes; there thall the f 
my valoer, which wil then bes torment tohis conto. 










Piofawe. 
Be chofe che Garments? 
Po. Lmy Noble Lord. 
(le. How long is’t fince fhe wens 00 Milford-Henen? 
Pif, She can (carte be there yer. 

Clo. Beng this Apparrell to my Chamber, thet is 
the fecond cag thet | cormmended thee. The shied 
18, thac chow wilt be a voluntene Mute to my defigne. Be 
bur dutioes, and true preferment thail tender felfe to 
thee. My Revenge is now at Milford, would | had wings 
co follow st. Come,and be crue. Exe 

Pif. Thou bid'ft me to my loffe : for true to chee, 
Were to proue falfe, which 1 will newer bec 
Tobim chats moft que. To Milford go, 
YouHeswenly olfiagron ere Tha octes Goede 

oe on her; Ths peede 
Be croft wich lownefie; Labour be his meede, 













Exp 












Scena Sexta. 












Ester Imogen alone. 
Jace. 1 fee 3 mans life is 2 tedious one, 









Foundations fipe che wretched : fach I meane, 
Where they thoald be releeu’d. Two Begyers cold me, 
I could nut miffe my way. Will poore Folkes lye 

That have Adi BNone ca chore newest? 

A ponifhinent, or Triall ? Yes; ao w . 

When Rich-ones fcarfe tell crue. To Ispfe in Falneffe 
Ie forer, thento lye for Neede : and Falfhood 

Is worfe in Kings. chen Beg gers. a deere Lord, 
Thou srt one o'th'falfe Ones : Now J chinke on chee, 
My hunger's gone; bat even before, I was 

At poire co finke, fos Food. Bat whet is this? 
Heere isa peth toot: tis fome (ausge hold : 

I were bef nor call ; ] dare not cell : yet Famine 

Ere cleaneic o're-chrow Nature, wakes it valiant, 
Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards : Hordneffe cur 
Of Hardinefle is Mother. Hoe? who's heere? 
I any thing cher’s ciwill, fpeake : if fonage, 
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Teke.orlend. Hoe? No anfwer? Then lle encer, 
Beft draw my Sword 5 and ifmine Enemy 
But feare the Sword like me, hee'l (carfely looke on’. 


Such a Foe,good Hesuens, Exk. 


Scena Septima. 


Bator Belarus Gusderins, and Arawegus. 

Bel, You Pelidere hane prav'd be ft Woodmen, 
Ace Mofter ot cbe Festt : Cadwal, and I 
will the Cooke, and Seruant, ‘tis oar march: 
The of induftry would dry, and dye 
Bet for the end it workes too. our fomeckes 
Will make what's homely, fsaoury : Wesrineffe 
Can frore the Flint, when reftie Slorb 
Findes che Downe-pillow haed. Now peace be beere, 
Poore houfe, that keep'ft chy telfe, 

Gui. 1am throughly wey Ye, naa 

Are. Lemwcake wi eppetite, 

Gai. Thereis cold meat MuCeee, we'l browz on thet 
Whail'R whac we haue kill'd, be Cook'd, 

Ba. Seay, come not m: 
Bur chee it cates our vi Suslies, } fhould thinke 
Heere were a Faicry. 

Gui. What's the matter, Sir? 

Bd. By iupicer en Angell : or ifnoe 
An earthly Paragon, Behold Diigeneffe 
No elder then Boy 

Esser Imogen. 


Ime. Good mafters harme me not 1 
Before I enzer’d heere, J call'd,s0d thought 
To have bege'd,or bought, what { have cook: good troch 
Ihswc Rolne noughs,cor would alonal 2 I bad found 
Gold frew'dith’Floore. Heere's money lor my Meate, 
I would hauc left ic on che Boord, fo foone 
As 1 bad anade my Male ; end parted 
With Pray'rs for the Prouider. 

Gu. WM ? Youth. 

efrs. Ali Gold and Silver rather tarne to dast, 
As'tis no berter reckon'd, but of hole 
Whe warfhip durry Gods, 

Ime, 1 fee you're angry: 
Koow, if you kill me for my feulr, I fhould 
Have dyed, had I not made uz, 

Bel, -Whether bound ? 

Ime. To Milford-Hauen. 

Bel. What's your name? 

Ime, Pidele Sis : Unsue aKiofmen, whe 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd et Milford, 
Yo whom being going. almoft [pent with hunger, 
lam falne inthis offence, 

Bel. Prythee (fsise yourh) 
Thinke vs no Charles : nor meafure out good mindes 
By this rude place we hiue in. Well encouncer'd, 
Tis almoft vight, you fhall haue beteer cheere 
Ese you depart; and chankes to ftsy,and cate: , 
Boyes, bid him welcome. 

Gas. Were you awoman, yooth, 
1 thosld woo hard, bet be your Groome in henefty: 
1 bid for you, a8 1 do buy. 

Are. Ue makes my Comfort 
He is a man, {le loue him as my Brother: 
And fuch 0 welcome as I'ld give co him 





of Gmbehne. 


After long abtence) fach is yours. Moft welcome : 
fj righ ey for you Fell mange Friends, 
me. Mongft Friends? 
If Brothers : would ic had bin fo, thet chey 
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my 
Bin leffle, sad fo more equall balleRing 
To thee Pefhunnc, 
Bel. He wrings at fome difireffe. 
Gis. Would } could free’e. 
Arai, Onl whatere it be, 
What paine it coft, what danger : Gods ! 
Bel. Hearke Boyes, 
Jao. Great men 
That had s Court no bigger then this Cave, 
That did atsend¢ » andhad the verrue 
Which t herr owne Confcjence feal’d them :lsying 
That nothing-guift of diftering Mulctudes if 
Could not out-peere theferwasne. PardonmeGeds, 
11d change rry fexe to be Companion with them, 
Swnce Lesnat ns falfe. 
Bel. i thall Be fo; 
se wee'l go dreffe our Hunt. Faire youth come ia; 
Ditcourfe is heavy, fafting : when we hsue fopp'd 
Wee'l mannerly demand thee of thy Scory, 
So farre as choo wilt fpeake it. 
Ga, Pray draw acere. 
Aru. The Night coth’Owle, 
And Motne toth’Lacke lefle weloome. 
Smo. Thankes Sir 
firm, \ psay draw neere. 





Scena Olana. 


Enter ewe Rensan Senators.and Tribunes. 
3.Sew. Thisis thecenor of che Emperors Writ; 
That trace the common snen are now in AChoa 
‘Gawfi the Pannomans, and Daimasians, 
And chat the Legions aow in Galha, are 
Full weake co undertake our Warres ag aint 
The falac-off Britaines, that we do sncste 
The Gentry co this bufineffe. He creaces 
[.wcrns Pro-Coufull : aad co you the Tribuces 
For this iacacdiste Levy, he commands 
His sbfoluce Commffion. Long liue Cafe. 
Tre. 1s Locum Generall of the Forces ? 
asee L 
Tes. Remaining now in Gallia? - 
eo? See, With thofe Legions 
Which I have fpoke of whereunto your lewie 
Muit be fupphonr ; the words of your Commifion 
Will tye you to che nambers, end che ume 
Of theis 


dulpecch, 
Tre We willdifcharge out daty. Exam. 





eA tus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enser Cletten alar. 
Che Tecaneere co'th’plece where ‘try fhould meet, 
if Prfawe howe mapp'dittructy. How fic his Garewencs 
fr ena? Why fhould bus Mifttis who was made by him 


that 


- =. —_ 


7 
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rede the Taylor, noc be fireeo? The rather (fauin 
Feverence of the Word ) for’tis faide a Womans fenefe 
Comes by fies: therein I muft play the Workman, 1 dare 
fpeske ix to my felfe, for itis nor Varngiorie fora man, 
and ms Glafle, co confer in his owne Chamber:! meanc, 
the Lines of my body are as well drawne a his ; no lefle 
young, more » Rot beneach him in Fertunes, be- 
yond him in the tage of the time, aboue him in 
Birth, slike conves(ant in general (eruices, and more re- 
markeabie in fingle oppofitions; yer this imperfeverant 
loveshimin my defpight. What Morcalitie te? 
Peftbunna, tby head (which now 1s growing vppon thy 
fhroulders) thal) within shis houre be off, thy Miftrss in- 
forced, chy Garments cut co peeces before thy face. and 
all chis done, ber home co her Father, whomay 
(happily he a little angry for my fo rough viage: bur my 
Mother hasing power of his ceftineffe, fhali cume all in- 
tomy commendations. My Horfe us tyed vp (sfe, out 
Swerd, and 03 fore purpole : Fortune put chem inco my 
hand : This is the very defcription of chew meeting place 
aad the Fellow dares not decene me. €xa 





Scena Secunda. 





Enter Boles tes ,Guiderins Aras ogus.ard 
Imogen from the Canc. 

Bel. You are nox wel) : Remaine heere in the Coue, 
Wece'l come to you after Hunting, 

Ana, Beocber, fay heere : 
Are we act Brothers? 

due, So mon and men (hould be, 
Buc Cley and Cley, differs tw di gnitie, 
Whole duf isboth abke. Jam very ficke, 

Gui. Go you to Hunemg, Jle abide with him 

fme, Soficke | am not, yet] am not well . 
Bas not fo Citizen a wanton, a3 
Te feemeto dye, ere ficke So pleafe you, lerue me, 
Sciche toyour lournell courfe the breach of Cuftome, 
Is Breachof all. J am il, but your oie las me 
Cannor amend me. Society, is no t 
Toone noc fociadle : lamoaot very ficke, 
Sioce I can reafen of: pray you truft me heere, 
Ue red none bur my feife, and let me dye 
SP: ling C poorely. 

Gas. }lovethee [have fpoke it, 
How much the quantity, the waight as much, 
As 1 do lowe my Father. 

Bel, Wher? How? how? 

Ares, ft be finne to fay fe (Sis)! yoake mee 
In my goed Brothers fouls: | know nec why 
Sloue this yeuth, and J have heard you fay, 
Lowe's reefen's,withour reafon. Beere at doore, 
Aad a demand who ist (hall dye, I'd fay 
My Father, nor this yourh. 

Bel Obnoble firaine' 
O worthineffe of Nature, breed of Grestnefie! 
“Cowards father Cowards & Bafe things Syre Bace; 
“Nature bach Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace, 
Deve not there Father, yet whothis fhould bee, 
Doth myracie st felfe, fov'd before mee. 
“Tos the math heure oth Morne. 

Avas. Broches, farewell. 


ime. Twith ye fpors. 
tres. You health. So pleafe you Siz. 
due, Thefe are kinde Creatures. 

Gods, what lyes I have heard : 

Our Courtiers fay, all's fauage. but at Court; 

Experience, oh thou difproou’ft Report. 

Th’emperious $eas breeds Monfters ; for the Dh, 

Poore Tributery Rivers, as fweet Fith - 

t arn ficke All, heart-ficke; Pifeme, 

Ue now cafte of thy Dru 

Gus. 3 could nox Aitetont 
He faid he was gentle, bus vnforcunace; 
Difhonefily afticted, bec yer honeft : 

Arm, Thus did he sufwer me : yet feid heereaftes, 
4 might knew more. 

Bel. To'th’Preid, toch Field: 

Wee | leaue you for chis tune, goin, and reft. 

Aru. Wee'l act be long sway. 

Bel. be not ficke, 

Fos you be our Hufwife. 
lave. Well,or ilt, 
J am bound te you. 

Bel. And thal’c be ever, 
This youth, how ere diftreft,appeares he hath had 
Good Anceftors. 

Ares. Hew Angell -like he fings? 

Ges. But his ncace Cookerie? 

Arm. He cut our Rootes in Chasradter 
And fawe'ft ous Brothes, as June had bin 
And be hes Dieses. 

Arut. Nobly he yoakes 
A fniling, with a figh ; as if che fighe 
Was thecet was, for nor being fuch a Smiles 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, shat it would flye 
From [o diuine a Temple, co commin 
With winds, thas Saylors calleas. 

Gus. donote, 

That greefe and pacience rooted In chem both, 
Mungle their (purres togecher, 
Areas, Grow patient, 
And let che linking. Elder (Greefe) vnewine 
His perifhing roore, with the encreafing Vine. 
Bel. Ics greatmorning. Come away: Whos there? 
: Enver Cloten. 

Cle. Tcannot finde thofe Runnagstes, that Villaine 
Hach mock'd me. Jam faint. 

Bel, Thofe Runnagates ? 

Meanes he nax ve? 1 pastty know him, ‘tis 

Cloten, the Sonne o'ch’ Queene. I feare fome Ambush: 
1 Faw him not thefe many yeares, ond yet 

J kaow ‘tishe: We are held as Our-Lawes : Hence. 

Gui. He is but one s you, andmy Bresher (earch 
What Companies are neere : pray you sway, 

Let me alone with him. 

Clet Soft, what are you 
That flye me thus ? Some villaine- Meuntainers? 
Thave heard of foch. Whas Slaue ast thouf 

Gu. A thing 
More flauith did I ae’re, then anfwering 
A Sleue withogt a knocke. 

Cl. Thowast aRobber, 

A Law-breakes, s Villaine : yeeld thee Theefe 

Gas. To who? to thee? Whatartthou? Have net I 
An arme as bigge as thine ? A heart,as bigge : 

Thy words | grant are bigger : for | wearenct 
My Dagger in my mouth, Say what thevart - 








fxn 


Why 


Whois thy Grandfacher ? He nade chof 
Which (20 1 feemes) make chee. 
Cle. Thou precious Verlet, 


(leten, thon double Villsine be chy name, 
— sable aie wets eTocdier Ades pide; 
*Twoeld moue me fooner . 

Clot. To thy furcthes feare, 
Ney, to thy meere Confufion, thou fhals know 
Tam Senne to’th 


ebroed ? 


Arui, None in the world : you did aiftske hin fare. 
Bel. \ cannot cell : Long is it Gncel few him, 
But Time hath nothing blurs’d thofe lines of Favour 
Which chen he wore: the {astches in his voice, 
And burft of (peaking wereas bis : ] om abfoluce 


"Twas very Clotes. 


Ester Gaiderin. 

ee aie Cie Foole ports 
Grd. Cleten ras 0 . snempty purie, 
There was no in’t : Net Herenles 
Could haue knock é out his Braines, for be had none: 
Yee} noe doing this, tle Feole hed borne 
My head, as I do bis. 

Bel, What hait chou done? 

Gai. 1 am perfe& wher: cw off one Cletees head, 
Sonne vo the Queene (after his owne report 
Whe cali'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, sad (wore 
Wirh his owne fingle bend heei’d take vs in, 
Difploce our heods, where (chanks the Gods) they grow 
And fet them on Lads. Towne, 

Bad. We are all vndoae. oe 

Gai. ,wonhy Facher what hevewe to loole, 
Bur cher Aid dastebs Ai our Lives ? the Lew 
Proredts net vs, then why fhould we be tender, 
Toler oa srrogant pecce of fieth threat vs? 

Pisy Jedge, and Executioner, all himfclfe? 


Caue hoes Our 
Sepa tae heere, sre Out-lawes, and in time 


To bene this dey : The Boy Pidele: ficken. ds 
Gm, Wich his owne Swerd, 
His heed from him : fle throw’: toto the Creeke 
And tell dhe Pulses, bee's che Cectee 
t s the 
Thac's all Ireake. page aa 
Be. 1 feore 'rwill be é: , 
Would (Peledere) thou hed‘ not done’e : though valour 
Becomes thee well 
fares, Would | hed done’: 
So che Reeenge slooe purfu'de me : Poladere 
L lowe thee brosherly, bus enuy much 
Thouhsft robb’d me of this deed: 1 would Reweages 
That pofible ftrength might meet, wold feek vs through 
i seipagelig ho ge : 
Sel. Well,’tis done: 
thle ecedspeoese hae at eeepc ; 
Where there’s no I prythee ce eur Recke, 
Yoo 10d Fidel play the Cookes : Us Bey 
Till hafty Pofedere recurne, and bring him 
To dimmer prefenily. 
elo anata 
le willingly co to gaine his colour, 
Idlers parith of fech Cleens 
And fe my felfe for chasny. Ew. 
Ob thua Goddefle, 
Larch a ee eee 
n two Pri : they are as 
AsZahwabionaidcutevaa 
Nor waee bis fweet head ; and yet,as reugh 
= blood cochal'd) as che rud'ft winde, 
by che cep doch woke the Meuatsine Pine, 
And aake him totbVele. ‘Tis weades 
° vntessn‘d, Honor vneanghe, 
Cont noe fer ns ther alow 
in them, bat yeelds 
As ic hed Retpe fave : yer Aull i's Binge 
What Clotexs being heere te vs pertends, 
Or what his death will bring 13. 
Emer Guiderom. 
Gua, Where's ry Brochas ? 
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B Rove fen: Clotens Cloc -pole downe the @reame, 
f" Enabefhe cols Mocher; his Bodse’s hoftage 
For his returne. Sern Mafeck, 
Bel. My ingenvous Infirumenc, 
(Hesrke Polidere)t founds : but what occshon 
Hach Cadmal now to gue tt motion ? Heaske, 
Gas. isheat home? 
Bel. He wen hence even now, 
Gas. Wit does he meane ? 
Since death of my deer’ Mother 
It did not Ipeake betore. All folemne things 
Should anfwer folemme Accidents. The macter ? 
Tesumphes for nothing, and lamenting T oyes, 


Isiollicy for Apes, and greefe fos Boyes. 
3s Cadwal mid? 
Emer Arniragus. wrth Imogen dead, bearieg 


her en lous Armes. 

Bel. Looke, heese he comes, 
Ard brings the dite oceahioninhis Armes, 
Of what we blame him for. 

Aina. The Bird is dead 
That we have madefoinuch on. | had rather 
Have skipt from fixteenc yeares of Age, to lixty s 
To hsuecurn’d my leaping time into 8 Crurch, 
Then have feene this. 

Gus. Oh fweereft, fayreft Lilly : 
My Brother weeres thee not the one halfe fo well, 
As when thou grew fi thy felfe, 

Bel. Oh Melancholy, 
Who eves yet could found thy bortome? Finde 
The Ooze, toa thew what Coaft chy ith case 
Mughs'ft esfileft harbour in. Thou biefled thing, 
loue pair ger thou might'®R have made — bes |, 
Thos smofi race , of Melanchoil 
How found you him? is ms 

Arn. Sraske,as you (ee: 
Ths {miling, as forne Fly had tickled lumber, 
Not asdeachs dart, being laugh’d as; his right Cheeke 
Repofing on e Cafhion. 

Gnu ? 


firm, O'ch'Boore: 
His ermes thus leagu’d, | 
My clowted Brogucs from 
Anfwer'd my feps coo lowd. 
Gus. Why, he but fleepes : 
Ifhe be gone, hee'l make his Grave, s Bed : 
Wich female Fayres will his Tombe be haunred, 
Aad Wormes will vot come to thee. 
Aras, Wich fayceft Flowers 
WAhIPR Sommer tas, and I lwe heere, Fideds, 
Sle ferseten chy fed graue : thou fhalt noc iscke 
The Flower that's like chy face. Pale-Primrofe, nor 
The asar’d Here-bell, like thy Vesnes : no. nor 
The lesfe of Eglamine. whom not to fisnder, 
Our-fweemed noc thy breath: the Raddocke wosld 
With Charitable bill (Ob bill fore fhermng: 
Thofe nch-lefteheyres, tha let cheir Fathers lye 
Without a Monament) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furs’d Moffe befides. When Flowres ere none 
To winter-ground thy Coarfe 
Gel, Prythee have done, 
And do nct play in W ench-like words with chet 
Which 1s fo ferious. Lec vs bury bim, 
And not procradt with admiration, whet 
Is now duedebt. To'th praue. 
Arm, Say, where bay haw ? 


he he flepe,and pure 
ty fesce, whole rudenefic 
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Gui. By good Exrphile, ous Mother. 

Arui, Bee's ile ) 
Aad let vs (Pol thoegh sow our voyces 
Haue got the menaifh cracke, fing him couh'ground 
As once to our Mother : vic like noce, and words, 
ee muft be Fedele. 
I cannox fing : Ile weepe and word it with thee; 
For Notes of forrow, our of wune,are worle 
Then Priefts, and Phanes chac lye. 

Aru, Weel {peake it chen, 

Bel. Great grcefes | (ee med’cine che lefle : Foe Claten 
Is quite forgot, He was a Queenes Sonne,Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy semember 
He was paid for that: chough meane,and mighty rotcing 
Together haue owe duft, yee Reverence 
(That Angell of the world) doth make diflinGtion 
Of place ‘cweene high,and low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his fe, as being out Fos, 
Yet bury him,as a Prince. 

Gas. Pray youfetch him hither, 
Ther fees body is 20 good a6 tax, 
When neyther ore aliee. 

firm. If you! go fecchhire, 
Weel fay our Song the whil'(t: Brother begia. 

Gar. Nay Cadvall, we rout lay iis head to th Est, 
My Facher hath areston for’s. 

Aras, “Tis true. 

Gm. Come on then,and remoue him, 

Arn, So, begia. 

SONG. 


Grid. Feare nomere:be beate 0 ch'Sum, 
New the furcens W enters rages, 
7 bou thy worldly sask baft aon, 
Heme art gen and cane tiny 
Geiden Lads and Geries ah mnft 
As Chenmey-Sweepers come to daft 
Arus. Feare ne more the froomee tl Creat, 
Thon art pafl the Tir ants flreake, 
Care we move to cleath aad cae, 
To shee the Resda ss at the Oaks : 


The Scepter Le . 
Mi fober sia deer ah 

Gud. Feare no rere the Login . 

Asvi. Nov th'a8 dreaded eae, 

Gui. Feure set Slander, Cenfurer afb, 

Arui. Thew aft fisilb'd ley and mane. 

Both. «AB Lowers young all Levers omeff, 

c to thee and come to duff, 

Guid. No Exercifor barave thee, 

Arvi. Ner newich-craft si thes. 

Guid. walaid forbeare! 

Acai. Nethmg if cosar necre thee. 

a oe confumation bane, 

rewowned be thy gr ase. 
Emer Belarins wiki the bedy of Cleten. 

Gm. We have done our obfeqaies : 
Come ley him downe, 

Bel. Heere’s a few Plowres. but ‘bout midaight more; 
The hearbes tha have on chem cold dew oth mghe 
Are ftrewings fic ft for Graucs : vpon cheir Paces. 
You were as Flowres, now wither’d seven fo 
Thefe Herbelets thall, which we spon you ftrew. 
Come on sway, apart vpoo our knees : 
The ground cher gaue them firft, ha’s them againe ¢ 
Their pleafures here are paft fo ace their paine. 

bbb fangen 



































39 The Tragedse of Cymbekne. 
avakgs. Seccefie te th’ Roman host. 

Yeo Siz, to Milferd-Heuco, which is the way? Las. Dreame often fo, 
I chenks yeu : by yond bufh? pray how fasre chether ? And newer falfe. Soft hos, whet truncke is beere 2 
“Os pleuihine scan «be Gane sole yee’ oaveah bale , thet Cometine 
These all nighe ; Faxh,!le hye downe,and ficepe. Cwase buildin ow? 3 > 
Ber ob, vo Bedivllow ? OhG Goddeflles ! Or dead, & fleep Sabin} bo adr ke: 
Thete Flowresure like che pledfures of the Werld ; For Nature doth a to make his bed 
This bleody men che care oft. hope [ dreame : Weth the defund, or fleepe vpon the dead. 
Ber fo Jtbougih | wes a 2 Let's fee the Boyes face. 
Aad Cooke to honeft Creacuces. “gus nos fo: Cap. Hee's aliae my Lord. 
‘Twes bur s bok of sorhing, fhot at nothing, ins, Hee chen inftredt vs of this body : Young one, 
Which the Breiae mokes of Femes. Oas very eyes, Informe vs of thy Forewoes, for it feemes 
Ace feanctimes like ovr Ludgements,blinde. Good faith | They creue to be demanded : who is this 


I creasble fill with feare: bu if chere be ee ee was he 


Yer left io Heaven, ps Gall 0 drop of pittie Thee (otherwile chen noble Nature did) 

Ass Wrens eye ; fear’'d Gods, a it. Hath alrer’d that good PiGure? Wher's chy iatereft 
The Dreame’s beere fill : even when I wake is is In chis fad wrecke? How came‘'t? Who is't? 
Wichous me,ee within eve : aot imeagin'd, fek. What ast chow! 

A bendlefle man? The Garments of Pefftuxmen ? Suse. sar abpaines baer 

I know che thope of Legge s this is his Hand : Nothing to be were betrer: This was my Mafter, 
His Fooce Merceristl : his martiell Thigh A very valiant Britsine, end 3 


The brawnes of Harcules : bur his louiall fsce——— Thee by Moentsincers tyes flsine : Ales, 
Marther wm besuen ? How? tis gene. Pifame, There is no more fuch Mafters : | may wander 
Afi Carles medded Herube gene the Greekes, From Esft co Occident, cry out for Seruice, 


And cine to beet, be oa thee: thon Try eneny, sit goed : ferve truly : seuct 
Congpir'd with chet lrregelous divell Cissen, Finde fuch snocher Mafter. 

Hach heere cac'on wy Lord. To write, and read, Les. ‘Locke, : 

Be henceforth trescherous. Dacn’d Pifanie, Thos moe'ft no leffe with chy complaming, chen 
Hath with hia forged Lecters (dama'd Prfasse) Meifter in bleeding : {ay bis name, good Fri 
Brom chis moft braveft veffell of the world me, Richard de Champ : If1 de tye,and do 
Scroeke che maine top ! Ob Pofbarnas, alas, No herme by :t, though che Gods hesre, J hope 


Where ws thy head? ebere’s char? Aye me! where’s that ? Ue di ahaa Ssy youSs! 
Pifavce wight have kill'd chee at the heart, . oeme ? 

Aad lefc ttis head on. How thould this be, Pifenie? feve, Fatale Sit. 

*Tishe, aod Cleon : Malice, and Lucre in them Lac. Thou doo spprowe thy felfe che very fame: 
Haue lard this Woe heere, Ob ‘tis pregnant, pregasm! | Thy Name well fits chy Feich ; chy Forth chy Names 
The he gaue me, which hee {aid was precious Wik cake chy chance with me? I will not fey 

Aad Cerdisll co me, have } not found ic Thoe thalt be fo well mafler’d, bat be fure 
Murd’sousto'th Senfes ? That confirmes ic home : No leffe belou'd. The Romance Emperors Leceers 
This is Pifense’s deede, and Clete : Ob: Sens by a Confull co me, fhoald not fecner 

Giue colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, Then chine ewne worth thee: Ge wish me. 
Thas we che horrides may feeme to thofe Ime. Ue follow Sit. But firft,and’t pleafe che Gods, 
Which chance to finde vs. Oh, my Lord! my Lord! Ie hide ny Mafter from the Fles,as decpe 

















Ester Lucien ,Captarmes and a Secthfazer. As chele poore Pickaxes con digge : and when 

Ca. Tothem,he Legroas garrifen'd io Gallis Wink wild weod-lesees & I he’ fivew'd hits ¢ 
After your will, have croft the Ses, atceading And on nt (esd 3 Century of 
You heere az Milford-Hauen, with your Sbippes : (Sach as I can)twice o're, Ile weepe,eed fighe, 
They are beere in resdineffe. And leauing fo bis fervice,follew yoo, 

Lac. Bar what from Rome? So pleafe you entertsiae mee. 

Ca, The Senace hath Airr'd vp the Confiners, Las. I youth, 
Aad Genst MJcaly, moh willing Spirits, And rather Father thee, then Mafter chee: My Friends, 
Thet promife Noo! Seruice : snd chey come ee ee ee 
Vader the Conduts of bold sechinve, Finde out che preteieft 4-Plot we can, 
Syenma’s Beaches. And make bien with our Pikes and Pertizens 

Lac Whenexzpea sou them > A Grawe : Come, Arme hiews Boy bee’s peefest’d 

Cap With the next benefic o'th’winde. By chee, to vs, and he (hall be inserr’d 

Lac. This forwasdoeffe As Soeldiers can. Be cheerefull ; wipe chine eyes, 


Makes our hopes faire, Commend our numbers | Seme Falles are meanes the te arile. Enous 
Bewufter'd Did the Ceptaines sortael tear basr ial 
Scena T ertia. 





Wher hase you dream‘d of late of this warres purpofe. 





Bveer Cynbeline Lard: paed P ifanie. 
Cym. Agsines and hring ne word how ‘is wich her, 
(Valeffe wy finns shufe my Dieinas:00) A Feeucer with the ebfence of her Sonne ; x 





How desply yes ot ence do couch ae. 


et me : Her Sonne gone, 
So acedfall for chisp ? Ir Rrikes me,paft 

The hope of comfers. Bur for chee, Fellow, 

Whe areds muh know ofher de 














I nothing know where fhe remaines : why gone, 


» 
seturne, Befeech Highnes 
all Seresee, aera 


The time is tronbielome : 

Wee'l (bp you for a feafoo, but oar iesloulie 
Do's yet depend. 
The Romaine Legions aii from Gaflis drawne, 
Are landed on rour Coaft with a fepply 
Of Reanaine Gentlemen, by the Senate fent. 

ym. Now for the Countaile of my Son end Queen, 
J en amaz d with matter, 


(ready: 
Then whee you heare of. Corve mose, for more you're 
The went is, but to put chofe Powres in motion, 
Tht long to moue. 
Cym. ictheoke you : let's wehdraw 
Radesesathe Time, asst feekesvs, We feare oot 
What cae from Italy annoy v9, bet 
We greeve at chances hecre. Away. 
Pifa. Lheard no Letter from my Mafter fince 
T wrote hie /evegve wes flaine. Tis frenge: 
Nor heare | from my Miftris, who did premsle 
To yecid me oftentydings. Neither knew | 
Whats betideto Cloren, but rermaice 
Perpleztin all. The Heavens (tl moft worke 
Wherein | am falle, 3 am honeft : not tree, co be true, 
Thefe prefens warres (hail fiade }lowe my Coentry, 
Even tothe nore o'ch’Kiag, or Ie fall in chems 
All other doabts, by time let them be cleer’d, 
Fortune brings in forme Soats,chet are sot Aeer'd. Ens. 















Ester Belaries Guiderna sy Aron agus. 
Gai. The noyfe it round shout vs, 
Bel. Ler vs from it. 
Arm. What pleafere Sax, we finde ia life, co locke ic 
From AGion, aod Adeenture. 
Gai. Nay,whac hope 





The Tragedie of Gmbekne. 391 
A wedadia, of hich her ids is dangers : Hesecie, Bel, Sonnes, 


Wee'l higher co the Meountaines, therefecurev, w 
To che perty there's no going: newnetle 
Of Closes (we being net kaowar, nes malia’d 
Among the Bends) aey Vs to sender : 
Where we have lin'd; and { extort from’s thar 
Whieh we bsee done, whole anfwer weald be death 
Drewne oa with Torture, 
: bare This is (Str)s doubt 
a fech 0 time, nothing becomming 
Nor farisfying vs. oa 

Arai. ics cot Rikely, 
Thet when they heare theis Romet horfts neigh, 
Behold thes d Pires ; hawe boch their eyes 
Aud estes fo a0 now, 
That they will wefte cheir cue vpes our note, 
To khaow from whence we are. 







Hath oot defere'd cay Service, nor your Loves, 
Who finde in my Exile, the want efBeeediog 
The certainty of chie besrd life, aye 
To hase che courtefte your Cradle promis d, 
Bat to be fill hor Sucnmers Tenlings,and 
The thrinking Slanes of Winter. 

Gui, Then defo, 
Better to ceafetobe. Prey Su, efeone 
I, ond my Brother are oot knowne ; y 
So cut of thoughe, and therevo fo ere- growne, 
Cannot be queftion'd, 































Ne thither : Wher ching ts’, that ] never 
Did fee man dye, (cacie ewer look'd 00 blood, 
But chat of Coward Hares, hoc Goats, sad Venifen ? 
Neuer beftrid a Horfe faut one, that had 
A Redet hike my Glfe, whone're wore Rowell, 
Nor Iron en his heele? I am athem'd 
Tolooke vpon che holy Sanne, re haee 
The benefic of bus bieft 
Selengs vokoowne, 

Gm, By hesucns Jie go, 
If rou will bieffe me Sir. end grue me leave, 
Herakeche beteer care but if you will not, 
The hazeed therefore due fall va me,by 
The hands of Romaines. 

Arm. So fay 1, Amen. 

Bei. Noresfon | (face of your lises you fet} 
Sofiight 2 valewation) referue 
My crack'd one co more care. Have with you Boyes: 
If in your Country warres you chance to dye, 
Tha is my Bed too (Lads )and here ile lye. 
Lead,lead; the time feerns long, cheir bleod chinks feorn 
Tul ts Aye oet,and thew them Princesborne. Savant. 








Actus Quintus. ScenaPrima. 





Ever Poteau alone . 

Poff. Yea cloth ,Jle herp chee : for I eth with: 
Thos thould’f be coloar'd thes. You marred ones, 
Ifeach of you fhould cake this coerle, how many 
Meft murtber Wiues cwech bewer then chem (elves 


bbd a Foe 








g2 
wryin Riele? Oh Prfanis, 
a. yas sexsonn dere not sll Commands: 


wretch) more 
rary salar de 3 thas’s loge 





The fathion leffe without, and more within. Ext, 








Esser Leacias, Lechiase sud the Remane Aras at one deere : 
and the Britanne Army a avechor : Leanat ws Pofthamm 


fobewing e Souddier. marchenrr, and 
ons, ade psa ty Sarca Pofthe. 


las The heavineffe ond guile within my bofome, 

Takes oft a ec 

The Pencefle of tus Country ; aad the syre on't 
ingly enfecbles me, or could this Carle, 

A very Gira of Natures haue (ubdn de me 

Io eny profeflion ¢ Knighthoods,and Honors borne 

ASI weare mine)are ticles but of fcome. 

H thst thy Gentry (Britaine) go before 

This Lowe, ss he exceeds our lords, the oddes 

Is,thet we {carfe are men, and you sreGoddes. Exit. 
The Battade cont inner, the Brizaines fly,C; & 
taken : 7 ben emer to bis refewe, Bollariou, Guiderien, 

Arai ag 


Bel Stand fend ne heve ch‘aduantage of the ground, 
The Lene is gearded : Nothing rowcs vs, but 
The feares, 


Gm. trem. Stand, fland, aod fight. 

Eater P. yaud ficeuds the Britaines, T 
Pim nd fied he Bris, Thy Rf 
Then cuter Lusion , lachime, aud Seog en. 


Las. Away boy fromthe Troepes,and sue thy felfe: 
For friends fiend ,and the difer der’s tach : 





A w 
Jac. ‘Tit theis eth fapplies. 


- Of has wings defnute, the Army broken, 








cars Teise i ri ely : or betimes 











Scena T ertia, 











Ester Pofhmasn, anda Brieme Lord, 
io Paar chew fromm where they made the fund ? 
a | 


you it feemes come from the Fhers > 
Le, I did, ° 
Poff. No blame be 10 yon Sir,for all was te, 
Bur thar the Hesvens fought : the King humielfe 








And but che backes of Brira:nes feene ; all flying 
Through s firaic Lane, che Enemy fell-hearted, 

Lolling the Toagve with flaugh'ring : haumg worke 
More plentitull, chen Tooles to doo t : frooke downe 
Some mortally, fome lightly rouch'd, fome fallhag 
Meerely through feare chat che trait pafle was dsmm'd 
With behinde, and Cowards living 

To dye with length'ned fhame. : 

Lo. Where was thisLone? 

Poff Clofeby che batceli,ditch’d, & wall'd with turph, 
Which gsc sduencage to an ancient Soldiour 
(Anhoneft one! warrant) who deferu'd 
Solong s breeding, as his white beard came to, 

In doing this for's Coumry. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with cwo ftriplings (Leds more like to ran 

bafe, then to commit fach flaughrer, 
With faces fic for Maskes, ot rather fayrer 
Then thofe for preferuation cas'd, of theme ) 
Made good the paffage, cryed to thofe that fied. 
Our Britames bears dye fying, oot ovr men, 
To darkneffe Reere Soules chat Aye bach wards: ftaad, 
Or we are Romanes, sod will give youthar 
Like beafts, which you fhun beaftly, and msy (ave 
But co lookebacke in frowne : Stand tend, Thefe cheee, 
Three thoufand confident, in s€tees many : 
For three performers are the File, when all 
The reft do noching. With this word Rand and, 
Accomodated by che Place ; more Charming 
With their owne Nodleneffe, which could have tura’d 
A Diftafte, coe Lance, guilded pale lookes ; 
Part fhame, part (pine renew'd, that fome turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh 3 fiane in Ware, 
Damn’d in the fir beginners) gan to looke 
The way thar chey did, end to prin like Lyons 
Vponthe Pikes o’ch’Husters. Fhen beganne 
A Rop r'th’Chater ; s Retyre: Anon 
A Rowt, confufion chicke; forrhwith they fire 

i the way which chey Ape Eagies: Sloves 
The firides che Vitors made: and new our Cowerds 
Like Fragmencs in hard Voyages became 
The life o'th‘need: having the becke doore open 


Some {lsine before fome dying ; fome their 
Ore-borne i’th former wate ten chac’d by one, 
Arenew cach one the flaughter-men of rwency s 
Thole tha would dye, or ere refift, are growne 
The mortal! bugs o'th’Pield. 
















































yoo 

Then co workeany. Will you Rime v 
Aod vent nleaMevacHaatac. 
**Twe Boyes an Oldman (twins a Bey)a Lene, 
**Preferw d tha Brisames, was the Remeces bane. 

Lord, Ney, be aoc angry Sis. 

Peft. e,to what end ? 
Who dores not Mand hie Poe, Ile be his Friend » 
For if heel do, as he s made to deo, 
I know hee'l queckly Aye my ftiendthip toe. 
Yoo heue pet me aro Rime. 


Lord. » youre engry. Ex. 
Pof. Scill going ? This is 9 Lord : Oh Noble mifery 
To be i'th Fi seke whac newes of me: 
Te dey, how would hee given theis Honours 
Te have feu'd Corksfies? Tooke heele te doo’t, 
Psat a poi 1.in mine owne woe cherm’d 
net 


and Soldiers. 
z Greet lepiser be prais’d, Lucan is caben 
"Tis thoaghs che eld man,pad his fonnes, were 
2 There was s fearth men,3 2 filly hebet, 
Thes th’ Affrone with them. 


8 So tisseported : 
ee ee Scend, who's there? 





Euser Cyusheline Solarius Guiderin , Aruiragen Pifanio ond 
Natl Tg 





bondage s for chon arte 
2 yer oan J beceer oa 


Svaesia 
ene that's Gcke e'ch’Gowr, Since be had rether 


Groene foln 


Defir'd, more then conftrain'd, co (atinke 
Ifof ay Freedome ‘ris the arsene pert, cake 
No ftndter render of me, chen my All. 

I know you src more clement chen vilde men, 
Who of ches broken Detrors coke s chird, 
A fixx, o rench, letting chem thnue againg 
On their abscement ; that’s ast my s 
Bor lmegene deere life, toke mone, and 

"Tis nor fo decse, yet ‘us 0 hfe; you it, 


Roopiipecanebrawton peste 


Sclomne Adufiche. Eusar (a: in an A; ) Saville 
ee Pals arcs sale = 
Oe ap ere Maree (ol Sie 

afiekg fobowes t two yoamg Leonati 
p esky antbird rea, Sapa dt 


They circie Pofflnessn reamd as bbe lies leaping 
Sieil. No more thou Thundes-Mafter 
thew thy fpight.en Morrell Flies; 
Wrh Mars falloue with Jaro chide ches thy Aduheries 
Hah Fett Bey dae cash bel Ga 
"aieeke fost | acter Caw + 
I dy'de whil ft to che Wembe be aide, 
Noecuces Lew. 
Whole Faber 
ches 


Thac hed ferw'd the preife ech W. 
as grt eden bere. sas 
3 Sve, When once he was merure for men, 
in Beitaine where was hee 


Bk dak hacer 
ate, Wi whenefoos was he mache 
arowne 
From Lesnati Seate, 904 coft from her, 
bs deereft one 


Sweere /uvegen? 
Sic. Why did you falter oe thing 





The Ty 


Te taint histtobler hort & breine, wich seedleficicioufy, 
And wo become the and {corne o'thochers vilany? 
Giller Seats wecame, . 
Ariking ic rahi 

Ther im OBE ca 

fell besvely aed were fleane, 
Our Fealty,& Tenmciss tight, with Honerto meiateine. 
t Bre. Like hardiment — hash 

per | of Godsywhy haf} ches sdloatn'd 
bis dus, beng all to delors corn’? 


lapae, No mose you petty Spirics of Region low 
Offend our hearing :huth. How dare yeeChoha 
Accafe the T = whofe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-plamed, barcers all rebelling Coafts, 

Poore fhadowes ing, hence, and reft 


Cauca Tacederee: 

Our (ouisll Seerre reign’d as his Birth, and in 

Our Temple was he married : Rife sad fade, 

He Dall be bond ee 

And happier mech by b's A@iGhon made. 

Thee Tablet Iny wpe bes Breft, wherein 

Ocs pleafare, bis ful Foreune, doth confine, 

And fo awsy : 00 farther with your dinne 
beaft you Rirre vp mine: 

ne. Afcuds 


Wes fulpharous to fell : the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, a to foore vs: his Afcenbon is 

More {weer then our bleft Fields : his Royall Bird 
Prunes the immorrsll wings and cloyes his Beske, 
As when his God is pless‘d. 

AL, Thonkes lupicer. 

Sic. The Marble Pauement clozes, he is enter’d 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to bebleft 
Let vs with cace his greac beheft. Vat 

Pot. Sleepe, thou haft bin s Grandfice, and begor 
A Father co me : and chou heft created 
A Mother, and cwo Brothers. But (oh fcorne) 

Gone, they went hence fo foone as they were borne : 
Aad folamawake. Poore Wretches,thar depend 

On Greatnefie, Favour ; Dreame as J bave done, 

Woke, sad finde nothing. But(alas) I {werne: 

Mary Dreame nat to finde neither deferve, 

Aad yet sre fteep'd in Fauours ; foam I 

Thas have this Golden chance, aod know not why : 
Whiac Faycries heunt this ground ?A Book?Oh rare one, 


Gubekne. 


Be not, as is ous fangied world, aGerment 
Nelle; Ga tech eee Lac effets 
Se follow, to be moh valike our 

As goed, as premife. 


Tongee, sed braine oor : cicher both, 
Or frteice peaking, ora fpeakiog etd 
Tendon of ife hele whee keape 
like ts like it, which 
iauegigc 
Emter Gasler. 
Gas. Come Sir, are for death? 
Pel Con 1cbed hei 


long 9g. 
Gas. Hanging is che word, Sis, if you bee readie for 
that yousre wel Cook'd. cee 


the 


toe much; beth : the Beare che 
heanier, for being too sthe Purfetoo light, bei 
drawne ofhesuinefle. Oh,of this contradiAios you 


now be quic : Oh the charity of « penny Cord, jt faenenes 
‘honed: wacice: you have no crus Debisor, aad 
ree etree rae alert rps 
gt: yout necke(Sis)is Pen, Booke,and Councers ; 
che Acqsitrance followes, 


Poff. 1 am memier to dye, tben thou art to Lee. 

Gas. Indeed Sic,he that Neepes feelers nec che Tooth 
Ache: but s man thar were to ficepe your fleepe, end 0 
dea. daleaheer. seis bed, | chink he would 
places with bis : for, took you Siz, you know ner 
apo ag bursa ecey De 

Poh. Yes indeed do I, fellow. 

Gas. Your desth has eyes in'sheadthen : | heaence 
feene him fo pitar'd : you mut eicher bee dicedted by 
fore chat take vpon them 10 know,or to take vpon your 
felfe thes which I arm fare you do not know . or ieesp the 
after-enquiry on your owne perill: end how yeu (hell 
{peed in your iournies end, I thinke you'l newer retarne 
te tefl one. 

ch ri techie ranptabsaredigara age 
dred 1 am going, but fech es winke, 

Gas. What on infinke mocke is this, thee e men fl.eld 
haee che beft vie of eyes, to fee the way of blindaciie : 1 
Se way of winking. 

weer « Afefeuger. . 
Merk Kaocke off his Menacies, bring your Prifones ve 
ing. 

Pof. Thos bring’ newes, Jam cali'd vo bee 
made free. ee 


Gas. Le be hang’d chen. 
Poff. Thou thas wet oee 











fer che dead. 
Ges. Veiele sees eae toe & be- 
at Gibbete, | neuer {aw one fe prone : yet on 
leaeces dete tre sie kices dere albos. for a 
he be a Reman ; and there be feme of themcoo thas dye 
agring® their witles; fo thould !, iff were one. 3 would 
ure were all ef ene eminde,end one minde : Ochere 
were defolerion of Gaolers and Galewfes . 1 fpeske 2- 


anh ay prefeat profit, but my with hath s preferment 
a oe an a Ensen. 








































































































fe hash bia feaech'd arnong the dead fs icing 
Pife. He hath ‘4 F i 
Buc ac crace of bim. 

Cym. Tomy e, Tom 
The heyre of hie d, which f will adde 
By whem an tetera pr 
israel lines. “Tis now the ne 

Sir, 
































Toakke you ere. Report it. 
Bei, 














Cyn. Bow your knees: 
Arife my Knigtns oth Barcel, I create you 
Compamons to cer perfon, and will fic you 
Wich Dignities becomming your eftaces. 

Enter Cornelis cad Ladies. 

H atetdsampennieinvonee linda : why fo fadly 
Greet you our Vi ?you looke ike Remaines, 
poirpdgelrer sian) At icra 























Weald this report become ? But I confider, 

oy eee tneeesy Os prolong’d, yet deach 
ill Cetze the Deftor too. How ended fhe? 
Cer, Wich horrer, like beslife, 

Which (being ervell co the world) concluded 

a cruel aaa feife. Woe nce confeft, 

report, fo pteafe eher Wemen 
Can trip mel core: oko ih wet hashes 
Were prefent when the finith’d. 


















The Tragedse of Cmbeline. 


And uke of C; chew 
Fisting avy bounty, and chy face. ile give its 








39 5 


perfon. 
ee oe: 
A fpoke it dying, 1 weuld nos 
Beiceve ber lips in opening k. Proceed. 
Corn. Your whom (he bore in hand to love 
With (ech iasegrity, the did confefe 


Wasass stoher fight ,whole life 
(Bux chac her prevented it) the had 
Tane of 


ar 
Crm. O moft delicate Fiend! 
Whe is’t can reade a Woman? Is there more f 
Cera, Morte Sit end werfe. She did confeffe (he had 
Por yoo a mertall Minerall, which being tooke, 
Should by the minute feede on life,and ling’ring, 
By ioches welte you. In which eat 
By watching, weeping, tendance, ki to 
Orecome you aun Rew: and in ime 
Whea the had ficced you with her craft, co worke 
Senne into ch’ of the Crewne: 
But fayting of her end by bis ftrange ebfence, 
Grew thamelefle defperate, open'd (in defpight 
Of Heaven and Men) her pucpofes : repented 
The euils fhe hatch'd, were not effcdted : fo 
Duper G87": 
Cyme. Heard you all this,her Women? 
La. Wedid,fo pleafe your Highneffe 
Cys. Mine cyes 
Were not in fault, for the wes besutifull: 
Mine eases that heare her Mlattery, not my hese, 
Thee choughe her like her feeming. I« had beene vicious 
To hove emftrafted her ; yee (Oh my Daughter) 
That tc was folly in me, thou may ft fay, 
And prove x in thy feeling, Heauen mend all. 
Emcor Lucene Sackeme pnd wher Roman prifesess, 
Leeman sn bebved and Imogen. 
Thou comwn'ft not Calas now for Tribute, that 
The Britaines have rac’d out, though wah the loffe 
Of many 2 bold one : whole Kinfmen haue made feire 
That cheir good foules may be sppeas'd, with Mauyhrer 
Of you their Captives, which our felfe have gr 
So rake of your eftate, 
Los. Confides Sir, the chance of W aire, the day 
Was yours by eccidenc : had ic pene wich vs, 
We fhould nos when che was cool .heve threatend 
Our Prifoners with che Sword. Buc fince che Gods 
Will hewe tc thus, ches aoching but our lives 
Mey becalt'd ranfome, let le come : Sufficeth, 
A Romsen, with s Romeas heart con offer : 
oAuguf as \wes co thinke 00'c : and fo mach 
For my peculies care. This onc thing oncly 
J will encreace, my Boy (s Bricaine borne) 
Lec him be ranfom'd : Never Maftes had 
A Page fo kinde, (o duceous, diligent, 
So cender over his occafions, trve, 
Se fesse, fo Nerfe-like : les his verme ioyne 
With my requeft, which Ile make bold your Bighneffe 
Connet long 1a woth dour as Beuaashame, 
behaue Ceru’d s Roman. Sauce hire (Sir) 


To fay, bwe 





Yee 
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¢a, chough thee do demend » Prifenss Thad rather chew Should’ Hue, while N 

pivgr reeves Thea fre Lhagemere: Bem, ndpne. 
hembly chenbe your Higheefe. peas veheppy was the 

Lar. 1 donc: bid chee begge my iide, geod Lad, Thet froake the heace sie wesic Rome, secur 

ped apse gaa The ManGoo where : ‘twee ot 0 Fes, ob would 


Out Viands hed bin peyfon’ 
aches wrerte tn hand s Hee & bing 
bife,good Mafer, 


Of bien that beft could fpeabe :for Feature, taming 
The Shrine of Ves, of Graight-pighe Sfmeree, 
Poftures, beyoad breefe Neuse. For Condition, 
A hep of ol the qualities,thac man 

Wik bane hime tase? Is he chy Kin? chy Froend ? Lowes ween for, befides that hooke of Wimeg, 

at sled ors spar daca atone ‘ileia'|" Coa Tesedea teas Catan 
8s whe yeer C on fee. Corte cothe master 
aaares lec All cee foone I thal, 
= Wherefore ey'ft him fo ? Valefie chou wosld'f guckly. The 


Tie cell you (Sur)in privese,if you pleafe gl rds ha » io love, end one 
ime 


I wich all my bear, 
beft actention. Wher's chy seme? 
fue. — isd cil 
‘re my tay 
tebe ay Mofter: rae eaated. 
Bel. isnot this Boy reate'd from death ? 
fret. One Sand encther 


sfee forther : be eyes vs not, ferbeere Made {cruple of his praife, and weger'd wichhim 
s easy be alike: were’ be, | asp fore Peeces of Gold, ‘gamit chas, which then be wove 
: Vpen bis honour'd fiager) to aceme 
In faite che place of's bed, and winne the Ring 
bers, and mine Adukery : be (rec Kaughe) 
Pife. \tie my Mifins: @ leffes of her Honour confiden: 
Since the vs lining, let the ume tun on, 


Te bed. 
yan. Come, Rand chow by on fide. 
demand slowd. ter, Rep you forth, 


tender | Of ; : 
par rod : ies Gan: dele Bice ec 


Cys. That Diernoad epen your Finger. fey 
How come t: yours ? 

lack, Thou torture me co ious vafpoken, that 
Which ro be fpoke, wou'd eorunre ther. 

Coes. How? ene? 

lash, 1 am gted to be conftrain'd to utter cher 
Which corments meto cenceale. By Villeny 


sWdoibiene : 
wint sky sad groend. Wilt thou heere more @Y 
hay _ thac belongs co this. 
le L Persgoe, 'e 
chy me pe nak te Liter fs 
Qusileto reinember. me leane, I i - Ob grerme Card,ee earn 














Thee kill’d chy Daughter : Villasn-like, I tye, 
Thee caue'd 2 leSes villaine then my felfe, 

A Gacrilegious Theefe to doo’r, The T 

Of Veruse was the; yes,and the her felfe. 


es o'th’firest co bey me : every villane 
11d Peftbuenm Leenatim, oad 
Be villany leffe then *: wee. Oh J ’ 
ay seers ey Bs ny Sere ah mogen, 


fon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Beesth noe where Princes ore. 
Crm. The tune of / 






ofher ge, 
Te Cerescures vilde os Cats and 
J dreading, the hes ie 
Was of more denger, did 


Necure, fhouid againe 
Do their dueFunGions. Heue you cane of x? 
Seno, Mok like] did, for } was dead. 


a 
you did leye this youth, I bleme ye not, 


Prove holy-wacer en thee ; Jusegen, 
Thy Mothers desd. 

bme. 1 am lorry fort, my Lord. 

Crm. Oh, the was caaghe 52nd long of her ic wes 
Thee we mest beere fo Rrengely : bot ber Senne 
ee wu 

a, Leed, 

Now ane komtensile Heeikvtecak Lord Cloten 
Vpea my Ladies miffing, came tome 





With his Sword drawne ,fosm'd ac the mouth,end fwere 


If 1 difcower'd noc which way the was gene, 
Ic was my infant death. By sccidenc, 
1 bad a feigned Lester of my Mafters 
Then in my pocket, which direfted hies 
To feeke her on the Mounmtaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzie, in ny Mafters Garments 
( Which he tafore'd from me) sway he poftes 
With vnchafle purpofe, and with oath co vielese 
My Ladies honor, what became ofhica, 
I know not. 
Gm, Let me end the Story : I Dew hie there. 
the Gods forefead. 


I oa aes cod 
agsier. 


Gal, Thane fpoke it,2nd I did ie. 
= te was 0 Prince. 
A moft wciaill one. The wrongs he didmee 
Was eothing Prince-like 3 for he did proueke me! 
Wind Len thet would mehe me fpume the Sea, 
Iaenld roe oe 1 cn off's head, 
em aos fending heere 
Torell this tale of mine. 
Cyse, 1 om fortow for thee: 


ef en ope eee condoms, cad ova 


Ime. That headiefie men I thoughe hed bin 
= rere asa alr datas 
And cake him our prefence, 

Bel. Seay Sis King, 
This men is beter then che man he flew, 
As well defcended as thy felfe, and heth 
More of thee anericed, then a Band of Ciesene 
Hod ewer fcasre for. Let bes Armes alone, 

were not borne for 
Why old Soldier : 

Wik: thos vadoo the worth thou ert vopeyd fog 
By cafiing of oer wrath? How of defcont 
As good as we? 

Ars. in chet he fpeketoe farre. 

Cym. Aad chou thal dye for't. 

Bel. We will dye all chree, 
Bot I witl sec bor thiggetot patched, peas 
Aslheve giuenosthio. My Sosnes, ] muft 
Forming owne part, vofold a dangerous fpeech, 
idasgr alae siete 

rs. Y out dsnges’s ours. 

Guid. And our his, 

Bef. Have at ke then, by lems : 
Thee hodd'ft ( SabicB yorbo 
Wweetvinen 

Cy. What of hien? He is  benitn’d Treieer. 

Bel. He icis, chet hech 
AGlumn’d this age : indeed a benifh’d men, 






8 TheTs, 


1 knew nes how ,2 Trakox, 
- Takehio 


Esdiocy wok foe cha Nasbaag of (hy Soueee, 
Andilex a be coofilcate al y Syed 


As I howe reesyw’d a. 
em: Naxtang of xy Soanes? 

Sa Vecs vse Hares pad icercy ibeaael oo kaa 
Bee } ortfe,1 witl preferre my Sonnes, 
Then fpere ot the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
erga prs pen pen pan po 
Aad chinks 


Aad bloed of your be 
Cyw. How? my 
Bel. So fare as you, your Fathers : 1 (od ee) 
or art bio Jee fomevine bandh'd : 
leafare was my yen face wy paren 
Mist end al! my Tresfon thet I f 
Was all che borme I did. Tete gentle Princes 
f Fas Sachs ead So they wee) Seri wenty Fee 
Hane I traia’d vp ; thofe Arts they hasc,es J 
retin ier ire My breedrag was (Sir) 
Asyour Highnefic knowes : Theis Nusfe £ 
(Wher fet the Theft | wedded) fole thefe iidren 
Vpon ony Benithmegt : I moou'd her too’, 
Howing receyo'd che before 
For ther which I did ches. Beacen for Loyaltie, 
Excited ene co Treafon, Theis deere lofie, 


apis, Manse 
Fell on theit heads liks dew, for hey ore ‘worthig 
To ia-lay Heauce with Sterres. 

Chen. Thee weep 


Valihe, chen chia ches ech. 1 lef cay Childeen, 
Ii chefebs they, ] haow net how ce with 


Y yonger Princcly Sen,be Ste 
ous ; wee 
In amok corvous by chhead 


Cy=. 
Vpen his aecke a Mole,s Scere, 
ie taas snare of sonter eee 
Whe bith epeotion A sage 
ath bien fill char nscurell 8 

Sr eras ielke Natures end, in the donsnen 
To be his ewidencenow. 

Cym. Oh,what om! 
A Mother te the byrth of cheee ? Mere Meche 
ReioyeN deliverance moce ; iariesnpe bas le 
Ther oftes this Arenge farting gira tac 


You may ceigne in them aow: 
Thou haf loft ty chis 2 Kingdome. 
‘me. No,gy Lord: 


Thawe got two Worlds by’. Oh ey geace Brothers, 
hae Shaan Oe fey heeveaker 


Je. 
Wien dull fheare ak This fierce 
wc Te eg Tinie aie a 
DiftinGicn thould be rich ia. Where? how lie'd you? 
Aad when cae you to ferec our Romane Captive ? 
eh aap your Brother ? How firft met chem? 
Mard oe from the Court? Aad whether thefle ? 
yout chcea maatioas ca tha Bastode Feats 
pind tgadirocdqmenrqelecbaroorps niet 
And ali che ocher by. 
From chance to chance ? Bat por che Time,nor Pises 
pds a a See, 
se ie 
Aad harmicfe Lig! ~via 
On han ba has Beaters Me: : _ 
Bech obieQt with a ley : the 
Js feecrally mm all, Let's quic this 
And fe the Temple wich our Secrifices, 
Thoe srt my Brother, fo wee'l held ches ever. 
Jae. You ere my Bacher too, end did seleeus anes 
Te feechis fenton, 
Cyw. All ore-roy'd i 
spre e-waste taarhace. 
geshai dreamer onirae 
es: TT ces Beene we yes do youtereice, 
be yes. 


geme : 
But new eny heavic Confcience fnkes wy kace, 
As thea your force ded. Take thee life, betecch you 
Winch J fo often ewe : buc your Ring Grft, 
Aad beere che Bracelet of the cuch Princefle 
That ever forore hes Faith. 
Poft. Kacele notre me io ae 
The powre that I heveos you,js to yes: 
The molsce tow srde you, to forgiac you, Line 
Aad deale with others berses. 
Cy. Nobly doom'd : 
Wee'l learne ow: Freeoefle ef a Soane-in- Lew : 
Pardon’s the word to all. 
Ann. You holpe vs Sic, 
As you did meane indeed co be our Brecher, 
Toy'd ere we,chat you ere, 
Cal fr your Soach-fpers As 3 Ocpey an eh 
orth your Seoch-{ayer: As J we 
Gres lopler vponhis Engi backer” 
d tome, web ocher tly hewes 
mine owne Kindred. When | wakrd,! found 
Thes Labell on ny beforne ; whole 
Je f from feafe in hardnefie, that] can 
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Make no ColleAion ofie. Let him thew Promifes Britaine,PesceandPheny. 


His skull in che confruGion. Cym. Well, 
Lac, Philarmonms , My Peace we will begin: And Cains Leta, 
Seth. Heereymy good Lord. Alrhough the Vitor, we {ubmi: 10 Ce/ar, 
Lac Read,sad declase the mesning. Andto che Romane Empire ; promifing 
To pay our wonted Trbure, from the which 
Reades. We were diflwaded by our wicked Queene, 


Wie 6 Lyons whelpe foal to bimfelfe vskaows.wab. | Whom beavens in luftice borb on hes,and hers, 
oot feokgeg ude, and bee embrac d by a proce of tender | Haue laid moft heauy hand, 

Ayre: Aad when from « fiately Cedar [ak be loge branches, Seoth, The fingers of the Powres aboue, dotune 

wheek dead many yeares, foall afocr rene, bee weystedte | The harmony of this Peace : the Vilion 

the oid Stocks , and frefoly grew, then faall Poftbernen cad bis | Which [ made knowne to Lacnmserc the Rroke 

sutferses , Bretamne be fortunate, and flew fh in Peace and Plea- | Of yet this {carfe-ccld-Battaste, at this mftenc 


fet. Is full secomplith’d. For the Romaine Eagle 
Thou Leswatss art the Lyoos Whelpe, Frotn South co Weft ,on wing (oering slofc 
The fit and spt Conftru ation of thy name Leffen’d her feife, and in the Beames o'th Sun 
Being Leevatas, doth import fo auch: So vanith’d ; which fore-ftew'd oor Princely Eagle 
The peeve of render Ayre, thy vertuows Daughcer, Th'Imperiall Cafe, fhould sgeine wnite 
Which we cal) Adefins Aer, end Melis Ag His Pauour,with the Radiant Cymbeline, 
Wererme it Mader; which Afaler I dine Which thines heere sn che Weft. 
Ie this moft confism: Wife, who eaen now Om. Leed we the Gods, 
Anfwe-ing the Letcer of the Oracle, Aad let our crooked Smoakes climbe to then Nolte: 
Vaknowne to you vofoughe, were clipe about = | From our bleft Akars, Publith we this Peace 
With chis cender Aire. To all our Subsets. Sct we forward: Lee 
Cym. This hath fome feeming. A Roman,sod a Beittith Enfigne waye 
Seah, The lofty Cedar, Roysll Cysbetare aad Friendly together : fo through Luds- Tower match, 
Pertonaces thee : And chy lort Branches, poine Aod inthe Temple of great lupiter 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belarsms ftoine Our Peace wee) ratifie: Seale t with Feafte. 
For many yeares thought dead,sre now reviu'd Sevon there: Newer wase Warre did cesle 
To the Maseftucke Cedar ioyn’d; whole I flue (Ere bloodie hands were wafh'd) with fuch a Peace. 
Exeret, 





FINIS. 
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